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    INTRODUCTION: US THREE
  


  
    It happened last week, on Tuesday. It was one of those things I didn’t expect, but that’s sex of the best kind. I was at work, horny as hell no thanks to these three muscle-hunk gym rats that I spotted at the drugstore. Their endowments pressed against the thin polyester skin of their basketball shorts. It wasn’t long before Mr. Happy started to stir in my mandatory black pants. To say that I was desperate for some release would be the understatement of the year. Sure I could have gone off to the nearest stall to take care of business, but sometimes, jacking off just ain’t enough. Those bohunks were all I needed to put me in the mood.
  


  
    I made a beeline to my usual hangout: the bathrooms at one of the local college campuses that are infamous for their cruising activity. Due to those muscle-hunks, I had a hankering for some of that collegiate kind of action. I hadn’t even gotten to the bathroom yet before my heart started to pound out of control. I always get excited when I’m about to do something hot and nasty. When I walked in, two of the stalls were already occupied. Fuck yeah! I thought. I peeked beneath them to find 
     two sets of feet. One pair was in flip-flops while the other set was snug in a pair of dirty, scuffed-up kicks. I took the stall next to Flip-Flop’s. I wanted to wash all ten of his perfect, pink toes with my mouth. I wasted no time and started to tap my right foot to let him know that I was down for whatever. My dick was brick hard. When I traced a finger along the tip, I got precum. I thought of the hunky boys, daydreaming of the three of them giving my throat a test drive.
  


  
    I could see the silhouette of the guy under the energy-efficient lights of the bathroom as he leaned over to watch the moves of Dirty Sneakers. I figured they were either into something hot and heavy or were about to be before I interrupted their actions. Suddenly, I heard a rustling and then the lid from a commode slamming against porcelain. I hunched over to look beneath the partitions that divided the three of us. Dirty Sneakers was down on his knees. I saw his dick, which looked to be a good seven inches, maybe eight, cut. Flip-Flop took it in his hand. My own dick thumped at the sight of the scene. He stretched his body as much as his small stall space would allow. Before I could so much as say “deep-throat,” I heard sloppy slurps echoing throughout the bathroom. I wished it was me doing the giving.
  


  
    I took a chance and started to toy with Flip-Flop’s ass. His trench was grown with wavy, brown butt-fur. The college boy didn’t object, surprisingly. I’ve had some guys push or slap my hand away followed by an expletive that sliced through my brazen move. It was an interesting kind of menage à trois. I wanted to put myself in a better position than just at the ass end of this twink’s tail. Jealousy was starting to get the better of me, so I rose up off that dirty bathroom floor, pulled up my pants, only allowing my dick to jut out of the zipper, and stepped out of my stall. I hunched down to find a ring of red lips that would hold a dick tight. My heart was beating like crazy. I tapped on 
     the stall door of the boy getting serviced. I heard him undo the latch and then pull the door ajar. He was smoking hot with his T-shirt hiked above his lean, lithe torso grown with sprigs of hair. A faint odor of stale pee filled the bathroom air, but that only added to its charm. Flip-Flop’s face blushed red as he sucked dick. I offered my own to Dirty Sneakers. He accepted. I was scared that someone was going to walk in on us, but no one did. I took him by his head of soft, chocolate-brown hair as he sucked me, while Flip-Flop in turn blew him.
  


  
    It was one of the hottest threeway suck-offs I had ever had the pleasure to be a part of. Dirty Sneakers gave that porn-star kind of head. It wasn’t long before he jizzed, coming hard with an orgasmic rebel yell. Flip-Flop stepped out to watch the rest of the action. Dirty Sneakers turned me loose when I told him I was close. Flip-Flop and I kissed as Dirty Sneakers finished me off with a few steady jerks of his hand, making me jizz on the floor below. Flip-Flop stood at the urinal jacking off his seven inches of uncut meat. Dirty Sneakers didn’t give either one of us a bat of an eyelash as he took the walk of shame out of the bathroom, leaving us to our own devices.
  


  
    If two is better than one, then three has to be the crème de la crème of homo hootchy-koo. The group of gay erotica scribes I have brought together under this moniker of threeway encounters are some of the best the genre has to offer, allowing their deepest threesome fantasies to run buck-naked through these pages. With luminaries like Bob Vickery, Dominic Santi, Jay Starre, Gregory L. Norris, Jamie Freeman and a daisy chain of other practitioners of smut, you better hold tight on this wild ride of middle-men action.
  


  
     

  


  
    Shane Allison
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    Mark Wildyr
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    On the return leg of a business/pleasure trip to San Diego, I spotted a small oasis floating in the heat waves rising from the tarmac as my Range Rover crossed into Arizona. The chimera turned into a rest stop with two modern toilets, a small bank of phones, a water fountain and a single vehicle... an old red pickup with the hood raised.
  


  
    I parked in front of the truck and got out of the Rover. There was no one in sight, but halfway up a flight of steps made of railroad ties, I paused on a small landing to watch a young man at the phone bank. His back was to me, but there was still plenty to see: a shirtless torso moving in agitation, wide shoulders bunched with muscle, a broad back, a narrow waist, trim hips. Faded denim trousers hugged a pleasing physique south of the belt. Of course, he chose that moment to turn around and spot me gawking at him. The front view was just as enchanting. His face was somewhere between handsome and beautiful. Glossy black hair curled over his neck. He looked to 
     be American Indian, about twenty-one or twenty-two. Forearms rolled with muscle. Large, brown nipples decorated heavy pecs. A flat stomach flowed down into his trouser top, ending in a pronounced bulge.
  


  
    Caught staring, I smiled, nodded, and turned left to continue up a second flight of steps to the men’s room. Abruptly, I halted again. The youth’s twin stood on the top step staring down at me.
  


  
    “None of the phones work!” the first young man said angrily...to me or his twin?
  


  
    “I have a cell phone in the car.”
  


  
    “Man, that would be great.” He smiled as he walked toward me.
  


  
    “Car trouble?”
  


  
    “Yeah. I can usually keep Rusty Red going, but I think it’s something serious this time.”
  


  
    “Rusty Red? That’s the truck?”
  


  
    “Yeah.” He flashed another heart-stopping grin.
  


  
    The second youth, also shirtless, walked down the steps to join us. As he got closer, I saw he was a shade younger and leaner. His big eyes were brown, not black like his clone’s.
  


  
    “My name’s Harper Atherton. Most people call me Harp.” I said.
  


  
    The man at the phones wiped his hand on a rag dangling from his hip pocket before offering it. “Mark. Mark Red Hawk. This is my cousin, Eric.”
  


  
    I released his pleasantly firm handshake and turned to the other youth. His eyes studied me frankly as he accepted my shake.
  


  
    “Good to meet you guys. Let’s go get that phone.”
  


  
    They followed me down the steps and stuck their heads underneath Rusty Red’s hood as I got my cell from the Rover.
  


  
    “Here it is.” I don’t usually go gaga over young men, even handsome ones, but these two were exceptional. Standing close to Mark while I showed him the mechanics of the phone was a heady moment.
  


  
    “Keep an eye on the Rover for me, will you? If I don’t get to the men’s room, I’m going to embarrass myself.”
  


  
    I made it, but my state of arousal gave me trouble voiding my bladder. Proximity to those two handsome men had me hard. I counted to fifty before the urine finally started to flow. My bladder was almost empty when the door opened suddenly. The younger Red Hawk stalked inside and busied himself at the sinks. I watched surreptitiously as he lathered his hands and started working on his forearms. Engrossed in watching the muscles play in his naked back, I grew careless. When I shifted my eyes, he was watching me in the mirror. Disconcerted, I shook myself off and zipped up.
  


  
    “Like what you see?” he asked in a baritone.
  


  
    I flushed. “Very much.”
  


  
    Without responding, he ducked his head beneath the faucet and splashed his head and torso. He came up, dripping water, and took a towel from the dispenser. He held it over his shoulder. “Mind getting my back?”
  


  
    “Not at all.” I steadied myself with one hand on a lean-muscled shoulder while I turned the drying process into a caress with the other. He finished wiping his head.
  


  
    “I saw you looking at us, and I thought we could make a deal.”
  


  
    His back was dry, but I reached around and chased some water down his smooth chest. He glanced at my hand but permitted my touch. “What kind of deal?”
  


  
    His calm, sullen confidence evaporated. He swallowed hard. “You...you can touch me if you want to.”
  


  
    I fitted my groin between his denim-clad buttocks. His eyes widened momentarily as I clasped his firm sides before running my hands across the bare skin of his belly and down into the top of his trousers. He hadn’t expected that. He’d thought I’d touch him through his jeans. Instead, I held a warm cock in my hand. Even without an erection, it was a solid lump of flesh. He might have been limp but I wasn’t, and I knew he could plainly feel it through our clothing.
  


  
    “Uh...wait a minute. Let me check.” He slipped out of my grasp and opened the door slightly. “He’ll be here in a few minutes to clean up. So how about it?”
  


  
    “What do you have in mind, Eric? It is Eric, isn’t it?”
  


  
    He nodded nervously. “Well, this is all my fault. We’re broke and Mark’s gotta be back in Montana next week to start a new job. He’s getting married in a month, so he’s gotta make it on time.”
  


  
    “So what do you have in mind?”
  


  
    “I got us down here on some half-assed job that didn’t come through. Now the truck’s down, and we gotta find some way to fix it. I’ll...I’ll do it with you if you’ll fix his truck.”
  


  
    “Eric, you’re the best-looking stud I’ve seen in a long time, but a quick fuck in the men’s room isn’t worth the price of repairing a truck.”
  


  
    He flinched. “Yeah, but I thought maybe you’d be interested if I promised to stay with you some.”
  


  
    “How much money are we talking about?”
  


  
    “Truck will probably take a couple of hundred to fix. And it’s gonna take a hundred to get back home.”
  


  
    “Do you really think a roll in the hay with you is worth three hundred dollars? You’d have to give me a month for that much,” I added facetiously.
  


  
    “I can’t for a whole month, but I could stay with you for a 
     couple of weeks...maybe a little more. I need to fix things. He even spent his honeymoon money on this trip. I’ll do anything.”
  


  
    “Don’t make promises you can’t keep. How about Mark?”
  


  
    “No! He doesn’t do things like that.”
  


  
    “But you do, huh? Have you ever been with a man before?”
  


  
    “Mark and I jacked off together a couple of times.” I don’t think Eric meant to rat out his cousin because he immediately looked stricken.
  


  
    “We aren’t talking about jacking off. We’re talking about sucking and fucking. Two weeks’ worth and maybe more.”
  


  
    “I...I can do it. Just tell me if you’re interested. He’s going to be here pretty soon.
  


  
    “Open your pants.”
  


  
    “What?”
  


  
    “Show me what you’ve got.”
  


  
    “Aw, man.” He reluctantly undid his trousers and lowered them to his knees. His cousin may have looked full in the groin, but if he carried more than this kid, he was really loaded. Flaccid, his cock was long and thick. An uncut foreskin covered his glans.
  


  
    “How do you know it can perform?”
  


  
    “Never had any trouble before.” He restored his pants.
  


  
    “You claim you never did it with a guy, so...”
  


  
    He blushed. “I can get it up if I want to.” He spread his legs. “Go ahead, feel me.”
  


  
    When I rubbed him through the denim, he thickened. There was the sound of a step outside. We both turned to the sinks as Mark came through the door.
  


  
    “I can’t raise anybody, Eric. Nobody answers at my place or yours. Shit, I don’t know what to do.” He handed over my phone.
  


  
    “May I make a suggestion?” Eric shot me a glance. “Let’s 
     tow the truck to town so it’ll be handy when your arrangements are made.”
  


  
    “Sounds good. Let me wash up and we’ll do it.”
  


  
    Eric seemed embarrassed at his cousin’s choice of words. “We’ll go get the tow rope out of the truck.”
  


  
    I enjoyed following that hunky ass down the steps. Eric Red Hawk was masculine grace in motion. When we reached the vehicles, he turned to me. “Do we have a deal?”
  


  
    “I’m interested. You ride with me on the way to town and we’ll talk about it. Okay?”
  


  
    “Yeah. Just don’t say anything to Mark.”
  


  
    “You don’t think he’s going to know?”
  


  
    “I’ll tell him when the time is right.”
  


  
    While the two were hooking us up, I called my travel agent to locate a mechanic in the nearest town. I also had her look for another hotel room. If Eric made the deal sweet enough, I was anxious to begin, but Mark would need somewhere to stay until the truck was repaired. When they were ready, I pulled out a couple of walkie-talkies I carried for when a friend and I go exploring.
  


  
    “Eric, you ride with me and operate this set.” I handed him one of the units. “Mark, you keep the other one with you. That way we can communicate.”
  


  
    As we eased the two vehicles out on the highway, Eric asked, “So what about it?”
  


  
    “Are you sure you know what you’re agreeing to? We’re talking about the works, Eric. If we make a deal, I don’t want anything excluded. I want you naked. I want to feel you all over, kiss you—”
  


  
    “Kiss me?”
  


  
    “Kiss you, suck you, fuck you. And I want you to do the same for me.”
  


  
    “Aw, man.” He pumped a fist. “I’ll just get you off whenever you want. You can suck me if you want to, and kiss me if you have to.”
  


  
    “No deal. I can get that in any town we go through for a hell of a lot less.”
  


  
    Eric closed up and sat thinking his own thoughts. After a few miles, he turned to me. “All right, I’ll do...all that stuff. But when I tell Mark, I’m gonna say I’m just gonna let you suck on my sausage.”
  


  
    “Eric, you can tell Mark whatever you like. But you’ve got to be certain you can do what you say. I’m about to hand over a lot of money. When I do, what’s to keep you from taking off on me?”
  


  
    He was offended. “I give my word, I keep it. You can ask anyone. I won’t run out on you. And if I say you can...you know...do it to me, then I’ll just lay there and let you.”
  


  
    “No deal.”
  


  
    “Why the hell not? I just said you can do anything you want. Hell, you can put it in my mouth and you can put it up my ass. What else is there?”
  


  
    “There’s doing it without an attitude. And when I ask you to reciprocate, it means getting it up and keeping it up until you come.”
  


  
    “Shit, you don’t think I can?” He jerked his pants open and slid them down his hips. He massaged himself until he was stiff. “See! Go ahead, touch it.”
  


  
    I felt his silken skin again, but this time it sheathed a throbbing organ. He must have been a good seven inches and would probably exceed that when he was truly excited. I moved the foreskin up and down.
  


  
    “Is this the way you and Mark did it?”
  


  
    “No. He did himself. I did me.” Glancing around as if he 
     were coming out of a trance, he pulled up his trousers. At that moment, the walkie-talkie squawked.
  


  
    “What you guys doing up there?”
  


  
    “Trying to get the air conditioner set right. Wanted to be cool and dry when we get there. How’s yours working?” Eric winked at me.
  


  
    “Got it down to about ninety-eight degrees.” Mark waved a hand out the open window.
  


  
    Eric clicked off the unit. “Okay, I got hard, and I’ll lose the attitude. How about it?”
  


  
    “All right. I’ll take a chance you’re a man of your word. To show you I’m not a bad guy, I’ll up the ante. I’ll cover the honeymoon money Mark spent on your trip. That way you can tell the family you made expenses.” That elicited a smile that almost caused a wreck. “In return, you’ll stay with me for three weeks. Deal?”
  


  
    “Deal.” He accepted my outstretched hand with a frown. “Uh...how big are you?”
  


  
    “Not as big as you.”
  


  
    That seemed to please him.
  


  
    When we found the mechanic my travel agent had located, the man came up with an estimate of two hundred eighty-five. But he had to order a part, so the truck wouldn’t be ready until Monday afternoon. I told him to go ahead.
  


  
    “Wait a minute!” Mark said. “I’ve gotta get in touch—”
  


  
    “It’s okay, Mark, it’s taken care of. Come on, I gotta talk to you.” A frown tugged at Eric’s features.
  


  
    After they left, I prepaid the bill and followed them outside. Apparently handling Mark wasn’t quite as easy as Eric had thought. The older Red Hawk slouched against the fender of the Rover, eyes scouring the earth like ground-penetrating radar. He was not a happy young man. Eric was nervous.
  


  
    “I gather he didn’t take the news too well,” I said dryly. “Well, that’s between you two. Right now I need to get to the bank. Then I want something to eat.”
  


  
    Mark crawled into the back seat without saying a word. At the nearest bank, I left them sitting in the car, white-lipped and staring straight ahead, while I went inside to make a credit card withdrawal. Both of them were as silent as mummies when I drove to a decent-looking restaurant on the town’s main drag. Eric and I went into the High Desert Café; Mark marched resolutely across the street to a hamburger stand.
  


  
    As we dined on roast beef, Eric kept glancing out the window at his cousin munching a hamburger at an outside table. At length he was moved to speech. “Screw him. He rather have a hamburger, it’s his loss.”
  


  
    “It’s not the meal. It’s me. He doesn’t want to be around me.”
  


  
    “Naw, it’s me. He’s pissed I didn’t talk to him first. Said it’s his truck, he oughta be the one takes care of it.”
  


  
    “He wants to stand in for you?” My heart went pitty-pat.
  


  
    “Shit, no! Run down some relatives for money. But we have a deal, right?”
  


  
    “Yes and here’s the rest of my part.” I handed over a wad of money. “That ought to make the two of you whole for the trip.”
  


  
    “Thanks. Now all I’ve gotta do is get the stubborn son-of-a-bitch to take it.”
  


  
    The phone rang, and I listened a minute before hanging up. “We have a glitch. That was the travel agent. There’s some kind of local shindig going on, and there’s not an empty motel room within fifty miles. All we’ve got is one room with two beds. Your cousin will be with us until Monday.”
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    Mark rebelled at staying in the same room with us and insisted on sleeping in his truck. Unfortunately, the pickup was locked inside the closed garage. He swore he’d find a park bench or something, but came off it when Eric told him our room had two beds. He shut up, but he wasn’t happy.
  


  
    Mark claimed the bathroom first and spent a long time showering. His sullen hostility was beginning to affect Eric, who wasn’t on too solid ground with this thing, himself. Mentally, I threw up my hands and figured it was a deal gone south. I put my laptop on the table and began developing an idea for a new book proposal.
  


  
    When Mark came out of the bathroom, Eric rushed in. The older boy stood at the mirror and combed his damp hair, clad only in a blindingly white pair of jockeys. He caught me looking and threw the comb on the dressing table.
  


  
    “Keep your fucking eyes to yourself.” He flicked on the television set and settled onto the bed. His silence was tinged with frost. I ignored his warning and studied his sullen features. He was damned good-looking even when angry. His chest was probably a bit deeper than Eric’s.
  


  
    After a minute, he climbed off the bed and moved around the room gathering clothing. Apparently, he was going to wash their dirty laundry. Ignoring me, he emptied both of their bags. When he took things from Eric’s pockets, he held up the wad of money. “What the fuck’s this?” He turned hooded eyes on me.
  


  
    “That’s the rest of your money. From the deal Eric and I made.”
  


  
    He threw it on the floor. “That’s your deal, not mine.”
  


  
    Eric emerged from the bathroom, a towel around his middle. “What’s going on?”
  


  
    “Pick up your queer money. I’m going to wash our clothes.”
  


  
    “Shut your fucking mouth, Mark. I was only trying to help.”
  


  
    “By selling your ass to that faggot.”
  


  
    Eric went dark. “At least I got it done. You’ll have your honeymoon money back and some extra besides. Anyway, I sold my cock, not my ass. And don’t tell me you’ve never thought about getting your cock sucked, because I know you have. So shut up, and leave my pants alone. I’m going to go get some beer.”
  


  
    I’ve seen two queens fight over a straight before, but I’d never witnessed two straights fighting over a queen. That was funny; I’d never considered myself a queen.
  


  
    Mark pulled on a pair of trousers and took the rest of their clothes to the laundry across the hall while Eric dressed and stormed out the door. Everyone had more or less ignored me, so I continued to work on the laptop. Mark came back to sit on the side of the bed and glower at me.
  


  
    “I oughta tear your head off.”
  


  
    I’d had enough. “Can it, Mark. If you’ve got a problem with getting your truck fixed, take it up with him. If you don’t like being around me, get out of here. I’m not bothering you, so don’t bother me. And if Eric wants to call off the deal, that’s okay, too. Get the money however you can, pay me back, and be on your way. In the meantime, lighten up.”
  


  
    He decided to glower some more, but I turned back to the laptop and ignored him. He stripped to his shorts again and crawled back on the bed. A few minutes later, Eric returned with two six-packs. We each popped the tab on a brew and went about our own business. The two Red Hawks lay on the far bed, watching television while I worked at the laptop. When Mark went to take a piss, Eric shoved another beer at me and said I had to handle my share because Mark was a nasty drunk sometimes. That was reassuring as hell.
  


  
    When Eric went to put their clothes in a dryer, Mark deigned to speak. “What’d he do, tell you to drink up?”
  


  
    “Yeah. Said you were a nasty drunk.”
  


  
    “Been known to be. Like to beat on people sometimes. Look, I’ll hit the street for a while so you two can get it on.”
  


  
    “No need. It’ll be good for Eric to have a night to think it over.”
  


  
    “You’d really let him call it off?”
  


  
    “Make you a deal right now. A one-time offer. I’ll fix the truck, give you enough to get back home, and call it a contribution... a wedding present. Eric is one hunky guy...hell, both of you are...but you two have to be friends long after I’ve gone on my way. He came on to me up in that restroom, Mark. I didn’t come on to him.”
  


  
    “How’d he know?”
  


  
    “He caught me looking at you while you were at the phones.”
  


  
    “At me?”
  


  
    “In case you don’t know it, you’re a sexy dude.”
  


  
    He couldn’t decide whether to bristle over that or not.
  


  
    Eric returned, took in the more relaxed attitude, and smiled a private smile. I realized his ploy with the alcohol was a calculated one. He’d hoped it would relax things some.
  


  
    “I’m going to take my shower now.” I closed the laptop and stood. To show them I wasn’t some soft, flabby bastard, I stripped to my shorts and strolled into the bathroom.
  


  
    When I emerged later with a towel around me, the atmosphere seemed better. Eric was watching TV while Mark scanned some kind of schedule. I dropped the towel and drew on clean shorts. I sat on my bed and leaned back against the headboard.
  


  
    “Hey,” Mark said. “They got a dirty movie channel. Wanna watch?”
  


  
    “Sure. Is that okay?” Eric remembered to ask. “It probably costs extra.”
  


  
    “Okay with me.” I settled more comfortably on the bed.
  


  
    Eric stood and fiddled with a box on the dresser, and the set came alive. The sight of his lithe body sent a tremor through me. The film wasn’t the cheap fifteen-minute fuck-flicks you find in an adult bookstore, but before the story line got very far along, it started to develop into the same thing with better lighting and make up. The two boys laughed and giggled as the action got going.
  


  
    “Damn, look at that dong. He’s hung better than you, Mark.”
  


  
    “Man, those tits. I’d like to bury my face in them.”
  


  
    After some vigorous copulation, the movie turned to developing a plot of sorts. Eric moved over and sat on the bed beside me.
  


  
    “Mark tells me you said you’d stake us with enough to fix the truck and get back home with no strings attached.”
  


  
    “That’s right. I don’t want to come between friends.”
  


  
    “Thanks.” He stayed on the bed beside me atop the covers. As the action began again, they both became engrossed in the film. I was more interested in watching Eric’s groin. By the time the film hero pulled it out of the girl’s mouth and inserted it elsewhere, his shorts stood at attention. He had a roaring hard-on. I saw his head move and lifted my eyes to meet his. He was watching me with a half smile on his face. He dipped his head slightly.
  


  
    I frowned and glanced over at Mark, who was paying no attention. Eric nodded again. I reached out and grasped him. He spread his legs, and I slipped my hand down and cupped his sac. He was still smiling, so I stripped off his shorts and took a good look. His cock had a slightly upward curve so that the 
     tip beat a tattoo against his trim, hairless belly. I grasped him in my hand and pumped gently. With a glance at Mark, who was still studiously ignoring us, I lowered my head to him. I could probably take all of him, but sometimes it’s better not to get greedy. I concentrated on that crucial top three and a half inches. It was getting serious when his legs scissored. I moved over and lay on my stomach between them. I took him in my mouth again and went to work in earnest.
  


  
    “Slow down,” he mumbled.
  


  
    I understood he wanted to make it last. Movement to my left startled me. I thought for a moment Mark was coming for us. I came up off Eric, but his hand pushed me back down on him. That quick look was enough. Mark’s jockeys were bulging and the dirty film had been abandoned. Risking a broken arm, I reached across to where he sat on the edge of the other bed and grasped him, hardly believing the girth of the thing straining his briefs. A firm fist closed around my wrist, but instead of tearing my arm off, it moved me up and down on his hot cock. Moments later, he tore himself out of my grasp and went to the foot of the bed.
  


  
    Hands ripped away my shorts. A pair of knees forced my legs apart. Mark’s fascinating body covered me. I kept working on Eric, not missing a beat. Mark rose off my butt, and a moment later, his massive member probed my rosebud. A searing pain caused me to grunt as he entered me dry. He withdrew and lunged again. By the third time, he was seated, and I was stuffed with a big cock at either extreme of my body.
  


  
    Eric held my head motionless in his hands, delaying his orgasm, probably to let Mark catch up. Nonetheless, I couldn’t resist running my tongue around his glans. He shuddered, so I held him gently in my mouth while Mark assaulted my ass. He knew what he was doing, that boy. He might not have fucked a 
     man before, but he had fucked something! He drove me relentlessly into the mattress with his thrusting thighs. I groaned from the pure pleasure of his internal massage.
  


  
    Five minutes of inactivity was enough for Eric. He removed his steadying hands, and I went at him again, sucking, licking, moving up and down the entire length of him. One hand rested on a muscular thigh. The other held his full sac. He moaned and shot. His seed filled my mouth and oozed out of my lips to wet his pubic bush. I sucked at him greedily, savoring his musky taste.
  


  
    Mark grew more frantic, and then froze, clenched tight against my butt. I felt the force of his orgasm as it drove cum into my other orifice. Both continued to pump out their juices. Finally, Mark made as if to withdraw.
  


  
    “No!” I thrust my butt back to keep contact. “Mark, turn over on your back. Stay in me.” Surprisingly, he did as asked. I turned with him. My painful erection throbbed in the air. “Eric, get me off.” He glanced at his cousin. “Please! With your hand.”
  


  
    He grasped my hot pole and jacked me vigorously. Within a minute, I erupted, spraying the two of us and dripping down on Mark below me. I expected disapproving comments, but as I worked my way through a fantastic orgasm, Mark started pumping again. At first, I thought it was to help me through my ejaculation, but as he pressed himself harder and rolled me on my stomach, I realized I was in for it again.
  


  
    The first time I only thought he fucked me. This time he really went at it. His knees found purchase on the bed, and his thighs drove me right up Eric’s body. I caught a glimpse of Eric’s surprised look before Mark slammed me so hard my forehead banged the headboard. Mark was lost in the act of sex. He pummeled me mercilessly for fifteen minutes, never stopping, 
     never slowing. Eric, revived by the friction of my belly against his cock, started hunching. At last Mark groaned and threw his entire torso against me. His groin flattened my butt; his chest hugged my back, pressing me into his cousin. I felt Eric shoot again. His gasping breath took on a hollow quality for a moment, and while I’m not certain of it, I believe the two boys’ lips met briefly.
  


  
    “Damn, Mark,” Eric gasped. “Thought you went crazy there for a minute.”
  


  
    “Man...wanted fucked.” The older boy panted heavily, his chest heaving against my back. “So he...got fucked!”
  

  
  


  
    DOUBLE OR NOTHING
  


  
    Andrew Cheney-Feid
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    They say bad luck usually comes in threes.
  


  
    Number One arrived for me when the cable television show I had devoted the past six years of my life to got axed from next season’s lineup. Guess the network execs were as tired of stories about vampires, werewolves and witches as the fans were. I was really going to miss that writing gig, and the actors and crew, as well. The passing of my beloved bulldog, Roxie, a week later was Number Two. She had lived to eleven and had been loyal and affectionate to the very end. The same could not, however, be said of Number Three: my boyfriend of nearly a decade. At thirty-seven, he said he was feeling old and complacent in our relationship and had decided it was time for a change. The change’s name was Armani, a twenty-two-year-old stripper from Vegas.
  


  
    The irony was not lost on me when I landed a new writing job shortly after the breakup. It was a reality show centered on five young Las Vegas strippers—three females and two males—
     all living in the same luxury condo off the Strip. I was due to start in three weeks.
  


  
    With suitcase in tow, a wedding band tossed into a dresser drawer (screw the ex!), and trying not to cry every time I thought about poor Roxie, I left sunny, warm Los Angeles for even sunnier, warmer Sin City. Consider it a combo research and relaxation getaway.
  


  
     

  


  
    My cell phone rang through the convertible’s audio speakers twenty miles outside of town. Above the rush of hot wind, the voice of an overly synthesized pop singer announced herself in a breathy voice, called me a bitch, and then mocked me with girlish laughter.
  


  
    I pushed the SPEAK button on the steering wheel.
  


  
    “Where’s that sexy ass of yours?” a female voice demanded.
  


  
    “Speeding toward you as we speak.”
  


  
    Suzanne Donahue, a good friend since college and head of PR for one of the shiny new hotels at City Center, was fun, sassy and always ready to party. She was the first person I had contacted about my trip to Vegas.
  


  
    “Call me the minute you land,” she said, and hung up.
  


  
    The Nine Inch Nails’s song Closer resumed where it had left off just as I got my first glimpse of the city in the distance. The hotels lining the Strip sparkled under the desert sun in a shimmering ripple of heat waves, as the raspy singer proclaimed his absence of faith and that he wanted to fuck me like an animal. With any luck, his primal sentiment would become my personal anthem over the next few days, because I desperately needed to let loose and have some guilt-free fun.
  


  
     

  


  
    Suzanne skewered a piece of Kobe beef with her chopsticks and grinned across the table at me. “Divorce looks hot on you.”
  


  
    I had told Suzie about the split with Steve and poor Roxie over the phone last week. As for looking good, the convertible ride had deepened my tan to a dark honey color, which made my pale green eyes extra vibrant. I was a fitness freak and managed to get in some form of physical exercise at least five times a week. The good genes and hard work had paid off. I looked a lot younger than the birth date printed on my driver’s license—so said the cute twentysomething’s at the gym. “Guess you never noticed before,” I said coyly.
  


  
    “Me not notice an attractive man? Please.”
  


  
    I smiled and took in the hip restaurant around us. The lush Asian decor played host to a waterfall and carp-filled pond that served as the base to a spectacular floating Buddha. Techno beats filtered throughout, as beautiful men and women mingled at the massive bar and in shadow-laced alcoves. Damn was I horny!
  


  
    “You up for Olympic Garden?” I ventured.
  


  
    Suzanne rested her chin atop linked fingers, nails painted a deep fire-engine red. Her shoulder-length, Cleopatra-bobbed hair shimmered blue-black in the restaurant’s dim lighting, the charcoal eyeliner emphasizing the blue of her irises and making them seem to glow brighter. Suzanne Donahue was all vamp all the time, and Vegas loved her for it.
  


  
    “O.G.’s all about the pussy, babe. Not much there for a sexy gay man to do except stuff bills into the sweaty crotches of female strippers.”
  


  
    Shooting her my best impish grin over the rim of my vodka martini glass, I replied, “That’s downstairs. Upstairs, I hear it’s a stud-fest.”
  


  
    “True. But only for the ladies.”
  


  
    “You’re a lady, sort of.” The friendly crack earned me a sneer and red fingernails raised in mock retaliation. “You’re also very 
     well-known here. As your escort for the evening, how hard could it be?”
  


  
     

  


  
    As it turned out, pretty damned hard, though not in the sense of admittance.
  


  
    My entire body had become a walking erection, thanks to the United Nations of beef sticks sporting all manner of revealing costumes while jockeying to make the women scream, cream and turn over their hard-earned cash.
  


  
    And the creamin’ wasn’t exclusive to the female patrons.
  


  
    No sooner did our asses hit a pair of club chairs than Suzie fell prey to the charms and gyrations of a sexy cowboy wearing a black Stetson and ass-revealing leather chaps. Wrangler Man quickly began giving her one of the hottest lap dances known to God and man. How, I wondered, did a straight male ever learn to move his body like that?
  


  
    Suzie moaned from beneath him, cupping and squeezing his muscular ass.
  


  
    The stripper, I noticed, sported a shaved head under his hat. The familiar silver and onyx ring on his right, middle finger glinted back at me in the dim light. Shit. This wasn’t happening to me. It was Armani, my ex’s new boy toy. He glanced over at me then and winked, his expression assuring me that he knew exactly who I was, too.
  


  
    “Hey, how you doin’?” I turned to see an athletic blond straight off the pages of one of those glossy catalogues that pushed the sexual youth exploitation envelope over the edge. Crouched down next to me, he threw out a sympathetic smile. “It’s tough to watch the Mrs. get her freak on, ain’t it?”
  


  
    We locked eyes and the anger I was feeling slowly began to cool. “She’s not my wife,” I shouted over the sudden loud, thumping music.
  


  
    Bare-chested and donning silver breakaway basketball pants that flowed teasingly over muscular thighs and other, more tantalizing, parts, the stripper leaned in, grazing my ear with his lips, and spoke something I couldn’t hear. The contact sent an electric thrill through me, but the thunderous music and shrieking woman had swallowed his words.
  


  
    He understood and repeated it in a louder voice. “For a hundred bucks, you can watch.”
  


  
    He meant Suzanne. He knew we were not husband and wife, but still assumed we were an item and that I might get off watching him do my woman in front of me. Was he in for a surprise.
  


  
    He waited for an answer, his well-muscled arms braced on the armrest of my club chair. He smelled clean and fresh and I was so damned hard. It’s funny how resentment and desire can make a person bust-at-the-seams horny.
  


  
    I pulled back and peered into what had to be very blue eyes in normal light, wrapped a hand around the back of his smooth, tanned neck, and gently pulled him forward against my own lips. His skin was so warm under my fingers. “For a hundred bucks, you’d better do me as well.”
  


  
    He jerked back and puffed out his chest. “Whoa!” He yelled over the roar of the music, hands raised in a back off gesture as he stood up. “Not my scene, buddy.”
  


  
    “Even better,” I said, handing him my business card. “I’m staying at the Aria. That’s my cell number at the bottom.”
  


  
    He studied the card for a moment, looked as though he was about to hand it back, and then slipped it into the top of his gym pants and walked away. He was back five minutes later crouching down next to me again. “Sorry man, I’m just not into guys.”
  


  
    “That’s too bad.” Playtime was over. This guy wasn’t just 
     a stripper. His comment about doing Suzie for cash also made him a prostitute. “’Cause I give amazing head.”
  


  
    He regarded me for a long moment, inner struggle patent on his face. “Some head might be cool,” he ultimately leaned in to say. “But I won’t fuck you. I’m also three-fifty an hour, and it’s a cash-only deal. You down?”
  


  
    “You were a hundred a few minutes ago.”
  


  
    “When the lady here was part of the deal and we were back in the private show area.” He gestured to the dark, elevated section behind us. “Take it or leave it.”
  


  
    I shifted in the chair to get a better view of his handsome face and body. “Done.”
  


  
    He gave me a lopsided grin and stood up. “Later. Gotta go work the ladies.”
  


  
    I watched him peacock strut across the room to a party of twenty screaming, sexually charged women. Ordinarily, I would have wondered how on earth a gay man was supposed to compete with all that eager pussy. Not tonight, though. I had a hunch about my sexy, blond stripper. He’d come through in the end.
  


  
     

  


  
    I woke to the shrill ringing of a telephone.
  


  
    It took me a moment to realize where I was. The clock on the nightstand read three forty-five in the morning in bright green numbers.
  


  
    “Sorry to disturb you, sir. Your brother’s at reception and would like to come up.”
  


  
    “My brother?” I didn’t have a brother.
  


  
    “Yes, sir.” The desk clerk sounded irritated. I could hear a muffled male voice in the background saying something to her. “He says you told him to come over after work.”
  


  
    The stripper!
  


  
    “Of course.” I sat up in bed and turned on the light. “Send him up, please.”
  


  
    I’d gotten in from my night on the town an hour ago and fallen face-first into bed. I’d put away enough tequila to be considered legally dead. Curiously, the booze hadn’t taken any of the horny out of me. A few minutes later, a series of quick raps on the door broke the silence. Opening it, I found not one but two hot men standing there—my apollonian stripper and an Italian-looking stud with a beefier bod.
  


  
    “This is Vinnie,” the blond said, gesturing behind him. “We gotta be some place after this. You don’t mind if he hangs here while we...ya know?”
  


  
    “Sup?” Vinnie smirked.
  


  
    Hooking up with two men wasn’t virgin territory for me. Paying for sex was, however. As was having to confront the idea that this might be a shakedown—a couple of straight guys out to teach a fag a lesson. However, instinct told me this wasn’t the case.
  


  
    Vinnie whistled loudly and pushed past his friend before I had a chance to welcome them inside. “Never been in the Aria before. Check out that view!”
  


  
    Suzie had booked me a suite with the requisite view of the Vegas Strip, still sparkling and flashing at this late hour. It looked as though I was about to break the place in good and proper.
  


  
    Vinnie was standing in front of the living room’s angled wall of glass as I bid my blond stripper to come in, and then shut the door. Vinnie turned around then, snatched a magazine off the coffee table, flopped onto the sofa, arranging himself into a comfortable position, and kicked off his shoes. “Sweet!”
  


  
    “So,” I said to him, “do you work with—?” I’d never gotten Mr. Abercrombie’s name.
  


  
    I turned to see him leaning with both hands against the frame on the bedroom side of the door. “It’s Kevin.”
  


  
    Vinnie grinned even wider, his teeth flawlessly white against his swarthy complexion. “Don’t mind me, you two.”
  


  
    Something told me Vinnie had escorted Kevin to a trick’s place on more than one occasion. He was just too at ease with it all.
  


  
    When I refocused my attention on Kevin, he was shirtless and slowly pushing the waistband of his silver basketball pants down to reveal the manicured crown of his pubic hair.
  


  
    He tossed me a look that didn’t so much ask if I liked what I saw, inasmuch as he knew without question how easy on the eyes he was. “Wanna get started?”
  


  
    If nothing else, Kevin was both hot and confident. I was also glad to see he wasn’t smooth all over. I didn’t mind some hair on my man.
  


  
    “I’m good to go,” I said, feasting on the rest of the package.
  


  
    The athletic pants glided the rest of the way over slender hips and down tight, muscular thighs, to puddle around his bare ankles. He stepped out of them now and offered me another seductive glance.
  


  
    I moved toward Kevin, feeling an overwhelming desire to possess him. Steve had been the dominant top in our relationship, and now it was my turn. I would take the sex this young man offered and stroke it, lick up and down the length of it, and then devour it completely. I wanted to feel his warm, eager skin pressed against my own, run my tongue over it and savor its salty goodness, and then I would make him beg me to fuck him.
  


  
    Moving toward the empty space Kevin had occupied only seconds ago, I followed him deeper into the bedroom.
  


  
    “Have fun,” Vinnie called out again as I walked away.
  


  
    Kevin had climbed onto the bed and rested back against the pillows propped against the colossal headboard, legs splayed, his fleshy penis and ball sac daring me to draw closer. He actually elevated his hips slightly to call greater attention to them.
  


  
    “Time to show me how good you really are.”
  


  
    His challenge further ignited my drive to possess him. “Never said good,” I corrected him. “Amazing is more like it.” Again, his hips rose and fell to underscore his point, and I let my thick cotton bathrobe fall to the floor, “By the end of this, you’re gonna want to pay me.”
  


  
    Vinnie snorted a laugh from the other room. “Don’t count on that!”
  


  
    This elicited a wicked grin from Kevin, his body as beautiful as I remembered it at the club, except now there was a lot more of him to see.
  


  
    I climbed onto the mattress and bent to nuzzle his crotch. It held muskiness, a side effect of the nylon basketball pants still lying in a crumpled pile in the center of the doorway. The scent was intoxicating, and my tongue and I wasted little time licking at the fullness of his balls, at the hard ridge just behind it.
  


  
    My apollonian stripper let loose a deep groan. That he enjoyed the feeling of my mouth on him was obvious; his erection stood full and proud. So, I wrapped my hand around the thickness of it, continuing to run my tongue over the area near his anus while gently stroking his shaft to greater stiffness.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah!” he whispered.
  


  
    My tongue ran the length of him, savoring the salty sweetness, and then tarried at the tip, exploring the tiny slit there before taking all of him into my mouth. He arched his back, forcing the tip of my nose all the way down to his pubic hair, and then began pumping his hips in a slow, rhythmic motion. The thickness of him brought me up for air every now and 
     again. The man had a cock to match the rest of his body—beautiful and strong.
  


  
    “Take that shit,” he moaned.
  


  
    Over his pleasure, I heard the pages of Vinnie’s magazine turning faster and faster in the other room. It looked as though Kevin and I were not the only ones getting hot and bothered.
  


  
    Kevin rolled onto his hands and knees, knocked all the pillows away, and then reached down to pull me up through his legs to his former position with tanned, muscular arms. He rocked his crotch up to my mouth, bracing his hands against the pristine white headboard. In a low growl, he said, “Suck it!”
  


  
    I’d let him believe he was in charge, was the alpha here, but I knew he was all mine.
  


  
    We went at it for some time, switching positions; me moving from giving head to licking his tight, hot little asshole. Kevin rewarded me with a mixture of whimpers and growls each time I breached the warm opening with my tongue. He was going to be one helluva ride.
  


  
    My own ass up in the air, Kevin’s calves and heels resting atop my shoulders and back, my tongue imbedded in his greedy hole, I felt the mattress shift from added weight.
  


  
    “You just keep that ass right where it is.” Vinnie’s voice held a dark, ragged edge, his breathing heavy. “Vinnie’s gonna take real good care of it.”
  


  
    I glanced over my shoulder to see him kneeling behind me. Fully naked, his body was a shrine to physical perfection, his chest covered in a light dusting of black, curly hair. His longish mane tumbled into brown eyes as he worked a condom over a very robust dick.
  


  
    I shook my head. “I don’t get fucked,” I lied. “Besides, you’re way too big.”
  


  
    He looked proud that I thought so. “Nothing you can’t 
     handle,” he responded. “And I promise to work it in nice and slow.”
  


  
    When I turned back to look at Kevin, he was wearing the same wicked smile from before. “We’ve got big plans for you.”
  


  
    Kevin was getting off on this, a game played within the comfort and safety of a hotel room. These guys weren’t here to do anything I didn’t want them to, and I wanted them to do it all!
  


  
    I threw my head back and laughed; a deep, sensual sound that caused Vinnie to bury his tongue in my ass. “By plans,” I said with a squirming grunt, “I hope you mean fucking me senseless.”
  


  
    “That what you want?” Kevin asked in a ragged voice. “For us to bang that little man cunt of yours?”
  


  
    My cock twitched between my legs and I ground my ass against Vinnie’s amazingly talented tongue. Nevertheless, Kevin was too eager and pulled me on top of him, my balls dragging over his erection until it rested against the valley of my ass cheeks. Our faces were inches apart, our bellies slick with perspiration. Up to this point, he had turned away whenever my lips got too close to his mouth. Now he just stared at me, a mixture of aggression and pure desire dancing in his vibrant blue eyes.
  


  
    I felt Kevin’s cock shift as Vinnie’s hands rolled a condom over it. Next, something cold and slick shot up inside me.
  


  
    “Gotta lube you up first,” Vinnie said.
  


  
    With his hand directing the head of Kevin’s cock, he pressed it against my puckering hole, and then pushed down on my lower back with the other. I bit down on the pressure, relaxing my muscles around his considerable girth. Then Kevin’s hand shot up and wrapped around the back of my head, jerking me forward and locking his lips over mine, his warm tongue exploring my mouth with total abandon.
  


  
    He breathed into me, “So...fucking...tight!”
  


  
    “Better save some of that for me.” Vinnie pressed the weight of his chest against my back. His upper body hair tickled the slick skin there, and I moved to create more friction, reveling in the sensation, while Kevin continued to kiss and pound me furiously. “Slow it down,” he instructed in a throaty voice, as his meaty dick joined the party.
  


  
    I broke from our kiss. “No way. I can’t take you both at the same time.”
  


  
    One of Vinnie’s beefy arms slid over my back and around my neck, his hand holding me steady around the chest as he shoved something acrid under my nose with his free hand.
  


  
    Poppers.
  


  
    The rush was instantaneous and I forgot all about my protest, which was all the distraction Vinnie needed.
  


  
    “Damn. This little bitch is tiiight!”
  


  
    I hollered as he forced himself up my already stuffed hole. But then sexual energy ignited inside me. It didn’t care that my asshole wasn’t built to accommodate one cock, let alone two. Nor did it care that I had broken out in a heavy sweat, panting from the sheer exertion of being power-fucked. The energy needed more. It demanded more.
  


  
    I took a deeper hit off the small blue bottle Vinnie shoved under my nose again and the worst part of the pain started to melt away. All I could feel was the glorious, intense sensation of two big cocks gliding against each other inside me, the heady effect of the poppers flooding my body in a warm, tingling rush. I smiled inwardly, thinking how these two muscular bodies sandwiching me wanted a bitch to break. Well, maybe I would break them in the process.
  


  
    “Harder!” I demanded.
  


  
    Kevin groaned into my mouth and Vinnie’s arm tightened 
     about my chest, his breath hot in my ear, a faint trace of whiskey on it, as he licked and nibbled the lobe. The heat issuing from our bodies from the feverish pumping and thrusting had our skin drenched with sweat, as Vinnie’s furry chest and stomach slid across my back, the coarse hairs a riot of pleasure against my spine. Kevin’s belly made loud sucking and popping noises against my own, as I repeatedly received each man’s urgent advances with greedy abandon.
  


  
    I wanted them to take me in the most primal way, to fuck me like...like an animal.
  


  
    As if on cue, Vinnie snarled above me, biting and licking at the area between my neck and shoulder blades, his hands reaching around to paw and pump at my pecs, pinching my hard nipples almost cruelly.
  


  
    “Split him, Kevy!”
  


  
    Kevin made his own growling sound and shoved the bottle of poppers under my nose one last time. “All night long, brother. All night long...”
  


  
     

  


  
    Desert sun poured through the large bedroom windows. The neutral walls, bright white headboard and gleaming modern furnishings were too vital in this light.
  


  
    Rolling onto my back, I brought a protective hand up to shield my eyes from the intensity of it and noticed the damp bedding. The air smelled like a mixture of chlorine and body odor. My two strippers were sound asleep on either side of me in the king size bed.
  


  
    I smiled through my hung-over sleepiness. What a night.
  


  
    Then my cell phone rang. I crawled forward to the bench at the foot of the bed and retrieved it. The number displayed quickly wiped the smile from my face.
  


  
    “Babe?” The familiar voice asked. It was Steve, my ex. “I 
     was an asshole, and I’m sorry. The whole Armani thing was a colossal fuck-up. The prick actually dumped me for some bitch named Suzie.”
  


  
    Ready to throw the phone across the room, I felt the contact of a warm, naked body glide across my own. Kevin was lying on top of me and gently extracted the cell phone from my hand and brought it up to his lips. “Rich can’t talk right now,” he told Steve. “I’m about to give his ass a good pounding...again.”
  


  
    Without signing off, Kevin replaced the phone on the bench and slipped inside me. We both cried out and, before I completely lost myself to his beautiful cock inside me once more, I heard Steve shout in frustration, “Fuck!”
  


  
    Guess good luck also comes in threes.
  


  
    Vinnie had woken up and was ready to join in.
  

  
  


  
    MIDDLE MAN FOR MADAM BLAVATSKY
  


  
    Barry Lowe
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    Steven was like a kid with two new toys. “I want to be fucked from both ends at once like a human kebab.”
  


  
    For two guys in their early forties, this was an invitation from the gods, especially as the guy issuing the invitation was a twink with the sex appeal of the hottest Hollywood hunk, only ten times more available, and all because of the occult.
  


  
    There’s a lot of bullshit talked about the occult. How do I know? Simple, really. Whenever the coffers run a little low for utility bills or there’s some little luxury the long-term bf covets, I stick out the shingle that reads, Tarot Readings to the Gay Gentry and wait for the loot to roll in. Not that I’m not legit. Over the years, I discovered a certain affinity for reading the cards and most of my clients go away happy or, in a few cases, relieved.
  


  
    The first time I advertised in the gay press I was inundated with requests—for readings. The questions most men wanted answered concerned sex or the variations thereof, such as relationships, wealth or the body beautiful. No one ever, not 
     once, asked about world peace or the cure for cancer.
  


  
    Whether it was about the boyfriend, one-night stands or the likelihood of bedding that hunky barman, it all boiled down to that little piece of flesh dangling between their legs or that little puckered hole just to the south of their balls. And in a small percentage of the cases, that little piece of flesh got hard, or that little puckered hole got the itch, and I found myself servicing the bits in question.
  


  
    Not long ago the spiritual urge took over once again, the DVD player went on the fritz, so out came the Aleister Crowley tarot cards, and out went the flyers and advertisements. Unbeknown to me, the occult was about to put a little spice back into my fifteen-year relationship with Warwick, my significant other. Don’t be a smart-ass; of course I couldn’t see it coming. I can read people, I can’t read the future.
  


  
    Let’s face it, if you have to consult me about a relationship or your chances with a certain gym dandy, you have a snowball’s chance in hell because what you should be doing is getting out there and doing it, not sitting back passively consulting bits of colored cardboard. Can anyone say the word loser?
  


  
    Steven sounded like all the other typical clients when he rang for an appointment, although he seemed far too young to be suffering the relationship battle fatigue of middle-aged gay men. Most asked simple questions such as “How much?” “How long?” or “Can I tape it?” Steven asked more penetrating questions such as “How old are you? Do you have a partner? Do you live with him? How long have you been together?”
  


  
    I was about to fob him off with the “none of your business” response I use when people get too personal, but he sounded so sexy I curbed my tongue and answered him truthfully, thinking the worst he could do was waste my time. To my surprise, he made a booking even when I told him the truth—that we were 
     probably the same age as his parents. I was even more surprised when he turned up, somewhat early, for his appointment.
  


  
    “Himbo,” Warwick whispered as he brought him into the makeshift tarot room, our living room but with the lights dimmed and the curtains pulled, the jasmine and patchouli incense lending a slightly decadent air to the proceedings. Rather than a psychiatrist’s lounge, which would have been the most appropriate piece of furniture for most of my visitors, or a conventional table and chairs, I lay the cards on a multicolored silk cloth spread over the coffee table while seated on the floor. My customer would perch on a comfortable cushion opposite me to shuffle and cut the cards. Warwick ushered them in then disappeared to watch TV in the bedroom upstairs.
  


  
    Steven was tall, blond, skinny, and had a terrible, terrible problem. Or so he said. He was young and had an older lover—by older he meant midthirties. The lover was cute, filthy rich... and possessive. But that information came out only much later.
  


  
    I usually chatted to my clients, especially on their initial visit, to calm their nerves and see if I could ascertain what they wished to consult me about. Tarot readers are the opposite of bar staff, priests and sex workers who listen to people’s woes and life stories, nodding sagely, offering relief with alcohol, forgiveness or sex. We card readers listen to problems, nod our heads and usually tell them what they want to hear so they go away elated, although sometimes we have to be cruel to be kind. It’s no use inflating the impossible dream when you sense there is no happy ending. We’re not like clairvoyants who offer hope of a hereafter to bereaved relatives or lovers.
  


  
    Watching Steven cross his legs under the coffee table opposite me, I thought he looked eager as a puppy, far from distressed. In fact, I’d never seen a more confident and endearing young man. I wondered if it were a trap of some sort, a newspaper expose 
     of aging gay tarot readers preying on young and impressionable young men or perhaps a joke by one of my erstwhile friends, or an enemy, to make me look foolish.
  


  
    He handed the cards back and as I laid them out, he watched with interest but none of the chatter that normally accompanied the process, particularly with people who shuddered at the more grisly cards without understanding their significance. He’d chosen the Knight of Cups as the card that most represented himself: romantic, confident, artistic and welcoming of new experiences. It seemed to fit him perfectly. If he had a dilemma, it had nothing to do with romance. I had never seen so many propitious cards for such a young man. “You don’t have romantic problems. You’re already in a relationship that pleases you. Money is not a problem. You’re young and healthy. You have a rosy future ahead of you. So we must look elsewhere for the reason you wish to consult the cards.”
  


  
    I’d had a few men turn up for a reading whose sole purpose had been for sex, seeing my fee as a payment for the same. They were invariably disappointed and their fee was promptly refunded, although if sex grew out of mutual attraction during a reading, I was more than happy to oblige, although I usually scheduled it for a future date. That way, neither of us felt exploited.
  


  
    “Happy as it is, there is something missing in your relationship,” I said.
  


  
    He nodded imperceptibly. He wasn’t one of those people who sat, arms crossed over their chest, smugly refusing to engage in any way, goading me to tell them their problem from the cards alone. It was usually easy but wasted a great deal of time and they felt cheated when their session wound up with little headway made on a solution.
  


  
    Steven was not like that; he’d volunteered a certain amount of information and now, remembering what he’d asked during his 
     phone booking, I made one of those fortuitous stabs in the dark.
  


  
    “I see a minor problem with your love life,” I said warily but knowing I was on the right trail when he sat up straighter, paying rapt attention to every word. “Your lover is somewhat staid in his ways; I suspect he’s a top.” Again, the automatic head bob that I was sure even Steven didn’t know he was making in agreement.
  


  
    “You find playing the same role repeatedly somewhat... unfulfilling. Sometimes you’d like to bust loose and change the ritual. The main source of your frustration is”—I took a deep breath before continuing, hoping that I was correct—“a lack of multiple orgasms.” He looked deflated by my euphemism. Perhaps he didn’t understand, as I’d skirted the issue.
  


  
    “Sorry to generalize. Your discontent is caused by group sex. The lack of it.”
  


  
    “Right on!” Steven yelled. “God, you’re good.” If only my lovers had expressed their appreciation of my sexual prowess with such enthusiasm.
  


  
    “Your boyfriend is too possessive for you to suggest it. He is too insecure as yet to trust your affection for him. Given time, he will come around although you will only indulge on those occasions where it occurs spontaneously. You will never plan such an eventuality. And you will both be happy in the results and learn to trust each other.”
  


  
    “How about it, then?” he asked, enthusiastically.
  


  
    “How about what?”
  


  
    “A threesome with your mate upstairs?”
  


  
    I knew Warwick would be in it like the proverbial rat up the drainpipe. I sighed.
  


  
    “Is that a yes?” Steven asked eagerly.
  


  
    “Of course it is,” Warwick shouted from the top of the stairs, where he’d been listening all along.
  


  
    “Great!” Before I had a chance to move from psychic to sexual mode Steven had all his clothes off. By the time he reached the bottom of the stairs, so did Warwick.
  


  
    It was left to me to get the towels, the condoms and the lube and when I got back Warwick was seated on the coffee table, Steven slurping on his cock.
  


  
    I stripped to join them. Steven’s hairy blond ass was bobbing freely so I kneeled on the carpet to rim his funky buttcrack, licking and swirling my tongue in his luscious hole. He took time out from Warwick’s rather substantial dick, which was dripping precum and saliva, to announce, “I want to be fucked from both ends at once like a human kebab.” That would be no trouble at all.
  


  
    I was sucking and chewing on Steven’s hot, wet hole, priming it for Warwick’s cock, once our visitor had finished deep-throating it with such skill Warwick was groaning in a manner that meant he was about to lose it.
  


  
    From the taste of Steven’s swollen butthole, I knew he was craving cock and as my tongue was no match for Warwick’s throbber, I gracefully gave way. I ripped open the condom packet with my teeth before I joined Steven, taking turns at slurping on Warwick’s spit-soaked prick. During a brief lull in the oral maneuverings, I slipped the rubber over his cock, nodding that he should take care of a little anal business. He loved nothing better than gaping twink ass, quickly kneeling behind our visitor, and lining up his cock with the inviting hole after he’d added a little lube to my spit.
  


  
    I’d managed to insinuate myself onto the coffee table to take his place in order to pull Steven’s face down onto my cock. I watched as he buried his face down to my balls, licking the underside of my shaft as his head nodded like he was bobbing for apples.
  


  
    There was a slight muffled yelp of pain when Warwick breached his ass, Steven hesitating mid-suck, his eyes opening wide, to absorb the pain before Warwick thrust harder still. I guessed it was the sense of euphoria that caused his smile that began with slight curls at the corners of his lips until it spread, lighting up his entire face.
  


  
    “Slut-fuck me, guys. I wanna feel every inch.” His voice was hoarse, heavy with expectation. The last thing we wanted to do was disappoint him.
  


  
    I watched Steven taking my cock in and out of his cute little cock-sucking lips, pushed down the shaft by Warwick’s battering of his rear. I pulled his face up and planted a kiss on those swollen lips, but he seemed more interested in getting his mouth back around my cock than tongue wrestling. I let him go and he sank back to his task with a contented sigh.
  


  
    Warwick had more stamina than me and as I didn’t want to lose my load down Steven’s throat, I suggested we swap positions. Being on the receiving end of blow jobs is my least favorite role. When it comes to oral sex, I’ve always believed it is more blessed to give than to receive.
  


  
    On the other hand, Warwick believes that anything wrapped around his rampant prick, hand, mouth, ass, blow-up doll, is fine by him and he’ll reward the giver with a juicy load. It may have something to do with the fact that he’s horny as fuck and ready for seconds within five or ten minutes of his initial ejaculation. He can come up to five times in a night if he’s really horny and three times in a matter of hours if he’s saved himself. Twice if he hasn’t, although his cock stays hard regardless.
  


  
    Warwick was already throat-fucking our visitor before I’d even sheathed up in preparation for a session of ass-pumping and dumping.
  


  
    “We gonna go for it?” Warwick asked. “I don’t think I can 
     hold off much longer if he’s gonna keep sucking like a Dyson.”
  


  
    Steven shook his head enthusiastically. I rammed his ass so hard he was impaled down to his Adam’s apple on Warwick’s cock, gagging him enough that mucous leaked out his nose and the corners of his mouth, and his eyes watered.
  


  
    “Holy Jesus,” Warwick gasped. “I think my cock reached his navel that time.”
  


  
    I wasn’t about to tell Warwick he was big, but not that big. Besides, Steven was doing things with his ass muscles that threatened my sanity. I was having a hard time keeping his hand away from his own cock because he obviously wanted to jerk himself off as we shot our loads, but I had other plans for him.
  


  
    As I withdrew my cock until only the head remained inside him before plunging back in to my balls, I realized it would be only a short time before Steven would be wanting two cocks at the same time up his rapacious ass. His boyfriend would be in for a hell of a ride to keep this one happy.
  


  
    I saw Warwick pulling those faces he makes when he’s trying with all his might to stop his money shot so I sped up my rhythm, fucking at different angles to find the tightest squeeze, while kissing my lover to show how much I appreciated his nonpossessive nature. Steven squeezed his sphincter as I tore into his hole, humming his approval of what we were doing to his body.
  


  
    With a roar, Warwick shot his creamy bolt into Steven’s mouth and I followed seconds later, blowing my cock snot deep inside our middle man’s asshole. Steven was still incredibly frustrated because he hadn’t come, but I intended remedying that situation with all speed.
  


  
    If I judged correctly, Steven was totally Warwick’s type for extramarital fucking and opportunities with such a gorgeous twink were few and far between, so he wasn’t going to waste any opportunity to indulge.
  


  
    “You okay to go again?” I whispered.
  


  
    “Hell, yeah,” he mouthed.
  


  
    He pulled his sticky cock out of Steven’s insatiable craw as I handed him a condom that he slid on with expert ease. He shuffled off the coffee table as I withdrew from Steven’s wet, warm ass to dispose of my mucky rubber. Warwick and I had partner share down to a fine art, so he knew I was eager to get someone hard in my own ass. He maneuvered Steven so that I could lie on the carpet, raising my legs so my butt was within striking distance of his frustrated cock. It twitched in anticipation.
  


  
    “Shit, you gonna let me fuck you?” Steven asked, incredulity in every word. “My boyfriend never bottoms.”
  


  
    “Be my guest,” I panted, breaking open the foil, expertly rolling the protection down his cock and praying that he wasn’t so close he would spew before he got inside me. Warwick helped guide him toward the puckered prize after I’d applied lube to my butt. Steven slipped inside with minimal pain to me even though there was no finesse to his technique. He was obviously inexperienced in this regard.
  


  
    Once I’d relaxed, I reached around his body to hold Steven’s buttcheeks apart, giving Warwick ample opportunity to sink a hole in one. The weight of two men atop me pushed me along the carpet, giving me burn on my shoulder blades. I’d worry about that tomorrow because right now I was in cock heaven. I just wished there was another one or two guys to fill a few vacant mouths, although that would have stopped the murmur of satisfaction all three of us hummed.
  


  
    “You guys are amazing,” Steven said. “I wish I had a relationship like this.”
  


  
    “Give it time,” I said. “It doesn’t happen overnight. Your boyfriend needs to feel secure before you can broach the subject.”
  


  
    To get me to shut up, Warwick fucked Steven hard, which 
     pushed my head against the leg of the coffee table. There’s nothing more off-putting to a threesome than receiving psychological counseling from one of the participants while in the throes of fucking.
  


  
    What Steven lacked in experience he made up for in stamina, fucking my pliant asshole for a good fifteen minutes while Warwick groaned in his concentration to match him. The friction of Steven’s stomach rubbing against my prick was making me sticky with precum. They could keep fucking all night for all I cared, but I was going to lose it very soon. I attempted to pant a warning, but Warwick’s action pushed Steven against my painful hard-on causing me to lose control, squirting spunk between our bodies. It set off a chain reaction, my ass muscles tightening around Steven’s cock so that with a scream of “Oh fuck, I’m coming,” he blew a load inside me while his sphincter gripped Warwick, milking a second load out of him.
  


  
    We were hot and sweaty, sticky with spooge, collapsed side by side on the floor. It was quite a while before any of us spoke or even moved. We came around slowly, disposing of the rubbers, stretching cramped muscles, grinning like fools.
  


  
    “Is it always that good?” Steven asked.
  


  
    “I could tell you some horror stories,” I said, remembering a few of the tragedies we’d been invited to share in over the years.
  


  
    “Don’t scare him off,” Warwick said, slapping my ass, before grabbing Steven’s hand to help him off the floor. “Come on, time for a shower. You don’t want to go back to your boyfriend smelling of some stranger’s cum.”
  


  
    I knew what he was up to. There would be a repeat performance in the bathroom, but this time it would be a duet. I was buggered.
  


  
    Reading tarot really takes it out of me.
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    His mama once told him when you smell dead fish, there’s got to be some around. He could smell something bad in the situation, and since he was wracked with nervous guilt about his own betrayal of the Don, he was having trouble remaining cool and calm with his pals.
  


  
    As usual he was the driver and today he’d been driving since dawn, when they headed south from the Bronx into New Jersey and then down to the Jersey shores. That was their usual modus operandi, so to speak. He drove the two hit men to their targets where they blasted away with their Chicago typewriters, sometimes in dark alleys, sometimes in crowded restaurants, sometimes in broad daylight on busy New York City streets. They killed, he drove. He wasn’t violent in that way, while they didn’t seem to be bothered by the bloody chaos they unleashed for the Don. That’s the way they’d always done it since they became Made Men almost four long years ago, all three of them only eighteen then.
  


  
    They pulled over in their 1930 Oldsmobile Viking along a desolate stretch of shore, then got out and traipsed down below some dunes. It wasn’t too far to Atlantic City, where opposing gangster families from New York and Chicago were attempting to muscle in on the illegal and lucrative booze market booming there. The corrupt city government was in cahoots with the smugglers dropping off liquor on the shores.
  


  
    When Ricardo and Tony started to lag a little behind, Giuseppe feared the worst. He turned just in time to see the pair aiming their tommy guns right at him. His heart almost stopped in his chest.
  


  
    “Hey guys, what’s this? Don’t point those things at me. You make me nervous.”
  


  
    “Sorry, Zeppe. You know what’s up. Omerta. The code of silence. You broke it with those Chicago bums trying to beat us to the booze trade in Atlantic City. You been taking payoffs for information. Don Leonardo ain’t gonna accept no fucking apologies.”
  


  
    Technically, omerta referred to snitching to the authorities. He thought of pointing that out, but knew that blabbing secrets to a rival gang was just as serious.
  


  
    “You break our hearts, pal, but nothing to do about it. Turn around. Take your clothes off. All of ’em, every fucking stitch.”
  


  
    Hearing those words offered him one last glimmer of hope.
  


  
    He faced the sea, with an endless line of dunes stretching away both north and south. Of course it was deserted, or they wouldn’t have chosen this spot. Many a mob hit had occurred on shores like these. He’d been told they were heading out on this journey for just that—a hit on some Chicago gang bums out on the Jersey Shore. He’d suspected the story was a ruse. Now he knew for sure.
  


  
    He removed his tweed coat and carefully laid it aside. Next 
     his suspenders came off his shoulders, then his wool trousers were unbuttoned and fell to his feet. He stared out at the calm sea, hardly a breeze rippling the surface. It was late May and warm even with the heavy banks of cloud cover above.
  


  
    He hesitated briefly before stepping out of his pants, then slowly began to unbutton his cotton shirt. Behind him he heard his pals snickering, the kind of nervous giggling they always did just before a hit. His fingers were shaking, but he was in a kind of daze too, and almost numb; surprisingly calm, in fact, under the circumstances.
  


  
    Maybe the gray horizon was the reason for that. Everything was dull and flat; the sea, the sky, even the dunes seemed colorless. His shirt came off. Then his undershirt, which he was strangely glad his mama had just washed. He didn’t take off his cap, who knew why.
  


  
    He stood there in his undershorts, clean too from his mama’s diligent laundering, facing the ocean and away from his pals, his buddies from childhood. He couldn’t remember a time when they weren’t best friends. And they had their tommy guns aimed at him.
  


  
    “Off with those shorts, Zeppe.”
  


  
    That was Ricardo. His voice had risen, the way it did sometimes when he was real excited. Real excited. Giuseppe took a deep breath and shoved down his underwear. He was surprised that his dick was half hard, instead of shriveled up in fear.
  


  
    He bent over as he pulled the shorts down and off, hopping a little in his bare feet, feeling the soft sand between his toes. It was warmer than he expected. He tossed the shorts on top of his other clothes, glancing at the coat again, the coat with all those fifty dollar bills his mama had so carefully sewn into the liner.
  


  
    All at once he snapped out of it. He knew what he had to do! He wasn’t a chicken; he wasn’t about to give up without a 
     fight. He was in all this trouble because he was braver and more daring than most of the other mobster goons who did exactly as they were told.
  


  
    He bent over and placed both hands on his knees, spreading his feet wide apart. He bent farther over. He knew what his two best friends were seeing. His round white butt was smooth and muscular, pretty damn nice if you liked guys’ asses.
  


  
    The pair howled with laughter. But that was nothing new. What they did next was. Suddenly Giuseppe felt the steel of gun muzzles pressing into his bare ass. He’d been told not to look back, and he wasn’t about to disobey. Yet he knew precisely what those hard objects were pressing into him from behind.
  


  
    Then the muzzles strayed, slowly gliding over the swell of his buttcheeks toward the crack, then into it. He shuddered, and then did what he knew he had to. He bent farther over and arched his back, with both barrels now running up and down his asscrack.
  


  
    “You got the idea, Zeppe! But maybe you could squirm around a little. Show us something you think we’ll like,” Ricardo said, his voice even higher.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah! Squirm around good. Maybe you can save that lily-white ass of yours by wagging it real good,” Tony added.
  


  
    They both laughed and joked, but Giuseppe knew them well. They’d been working together since they were teens. He knew what they wanted and he was determined to give it up for them if it would save his life!
  


  
    The two young mob goons were more than buddies. He’d caught them in the act of fooling around three or four different times, but they’d denied anything was going on and pretended they’d just been “horsing around.”
  


  
    He didn’t have to look back to imagine what the pair looked like. Both tall, they dressed dapper, with suits and fedoras, 
     more enthusiastic than himself about appearances. Tony was the tallest, with a long nose that emphasized his narrow face. His hair was dark auburn and curly and hard to slick down. He had a crooked grin and a big lower lip. Ricardo was different. His face was round and innocent, and he giggled and laughed at just about anything. He kept his own black hair cut so short he didn’t have to worry about combing it.
  


  
    Giuseppe was the really good-looking one. A fair-haired Italian, he was ruddy-cheeked and blue-eyed and even had a dimple in his chin. The dames were always looking twice at him, even though he never let them get close. Everyone figured he was just waiting for the right one, since he could have his pick. He figured his buddies assumed the same, which is why they never told him about their own secret relationship. They just didn’t think he’d get the same fun out of it.
  


  
    Of course if it got out, they’d be dead meat. About as dead as he might be soon enough if he didn’t pull a rabbit out of the hat with his little act.
  


  
    He wriggled more enthusiastically, and when that brought more jeers and laughter, he got even more into it. He reached back and grabbed his own buttcheeks and pulled them wide open. Those tommy gun barrels went crazy up and down his exposed crack.
  


  
    He wriggled his ass back against those machine guns with alacrity. With no breeze off the sea to ease the warmth he found himself sweaty all over. Those hard steel muzzles slid back and forth and up and down in a nasty glide, a kind of dance of death, he thought morbidly.
  


  
    He tried to get a grip on his senses. Fighting for his life, he was utterly desperate. For a moment he wondered if it was worth it. Maybe he should just die with some dignity. But he’d never been one to worry about that kind of crap. If he wanted 
     to live, and he sure as hell did, then sacrificing his dignity was well worth it.
  


  
    Plus, there was no sense denying it. He was more turned on than ever before in his life.
  


  
    Whether they were going through the same kind of soul-searching or not, his two mob buddies didn’t show it, continuing to tease him mercilessly.
  


  
    “Don’t look back at us, Zeppe. Don’t you fucking turn around no matter what or it’s all over for you.”
  


  
    He knew what they were doing. They had their dicks out and were jerking each other off. He had to make them do more than that! He arched his back and wriggled, spreading his knees way apart in the sand and letting them see his pink hole, snug and no-doubt warm and inviting for a dick to explore.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah. Looks like you want to live, don’t you Zeppe? What are you offering? What are you willing to do for your pals?”
  


  
    He made his move. With his hands already on his round white butt, it was easy enough to slide his fingers down over his own butthole. He settled on the puckered slot and stroked it, then pulled it open. “You can have this. Fuck me up the ass, boys!”
  


  
    The howls of laughter that followed didn’t fool him. They were always horsing around and laughing like that, then the next minute they could be blowing the hell out of someone with those same tommy guns.
  


  
    But he could tell the difference now, or at least he told himself that.
  


  
    “Did you bring that slippery crap you like me to use on your ass?”
  


  
    “Shut the hell up wise guy,” Ricardo shot back, then laughed it off. “Yeah I got the lotion.”
  


  
    Giuseppe, desperately wagging his naked butt and fingering his own hole, almost broke into hysterical laughter at that. It was a standing joke with the other mob goons in the Family. Ricardo always smelled like fancy hand cream. He told everyone he had dry skin problems. No one would have guessed he used the lotion to grease up his ass for his fellow mobster’s big Italian cock!
  


  
    Now only one tommy gun muzzle remained on his ass as Ricardo went back to the parked Oldsmobile to get that fancy hand lotion. The remaining barrel slid deep into his crack and settled right where Giuseppe’s fingers were. The steel pressed against the sensitive rim, teasing it with little probes.
  


  
    He was shaking so bad he almost tumbled to his knees. And his cock was so stiff it ached. He was beyond desperation, wild with hope and totally amazed at his own nasty actions. He had vaguely fantasized about sex with his pals, especially since that one time he’d caught them kissing.
  


  
    It had been a cold New York winter night. They were in a hotel room, waiting for the signal to head out for a late-night hit. He was half asleep on the single bed. The other two were standing by the window watching the snow fall. After glancing Giuseppe’s way and supposing he was asleep, they slid their coats off. In their shirts and suspenders, they started kissing.
  


  
    He wasn’t asleep. He watched furtively with one hand over his face to hide the fact. The two had their mouths clamped together, wet lips smacking. Tony’s big tongue came out and licked at Ricardo’s open lips. One of Tony’s hands dropped down and clutched at Ricardo’s round butt. A little on the plump side, Ricardo’s hefty ass stretched those trousers with a kind of voluptuous heftiness. That hand kneaded possessively, then slid into the crack and probed through the woolen slacks.
  


  
    That was all they did, just kiss and grope. But it set Giuseppe’s 
     imagination on fire. He’d jerked off dozens of times just remembering it.
  


  
    Now, it was all for real. What would happen next? Wild sex or a date with the angels? Or first one, then the other?
  


  
    The tommy gun muzzle pulled away. Slick with lotion, a fat cock replaced it, rubbing against his fingers and shoving between them to get at his hole. He knew right away it was Ricardo’s dick. They’d all seen each other naked many times growing up together. That cock was real fat and had a blunt knob perched on the end that he felt pressing into him right now!
  


  
    “Come on, Zeppe. Show us how much you want to live! Be a fucking man and take that big cock up the ass!”
  


  
    That was Tony egging them both on. He was usually the one to make the first move in any situation. Kind of trigger happy. Not a good thought!
  


  
    Giuseppe took a deep breath and exhaled, pushing out with his sphincter and praying that was the right thing to do. He’d never been fucked, but he wasn’t exactly a virgin back there. He’d shoved a finger up his ass when jerking off lots of times and really liked it. He’d even shoved two up there.
  


  
    It was amazing what you could do when your life was on the line. He shoved backward and wriggled his ass at the same time. It worked, especially since his pal was shoving forward at the same time with his lotion-coated cock.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah! Your cock’s in his ass! I gotta get me some too!”
  


  
    Giuseppe was dizzy with fear and excitement. That huge knob had just popped into him and was busy burrowing deeper. The sensation was incredible, kind of painful but more like a big ache in his gut and a stretching massage against his straining butt rim. He grunted loudly and heaved toward that probing shank.
  


  
    But there was practically no time to take it in before he was 
     confronted by his other pal suddenly straddling his face, with a second cock rearing out of his unbuttoned fly and raring to get buried in some warm hole. Giuseppe’s mouth!
  


  
    His pink lips were already wide open as he grunted and gasped, and it was a simple matter for Tony to grab hold of his head and ram home. The tall mobster’s cock was long and thin and hard as hell. It drove in and out of his lips in a near frantic thrust and pump. Giuseppe could do little but accept it, gurgling and snorting for air. Fortunately, that cock in his mouth seemed to open up his ass. He found himself swallowing up more and more of the fat poker shoving into him from behind.
  


  
    Then the two young goons started kissing. With Giuseppe bent over with his hands on his knees and pinned between them, the pair leaned forward and wrapped their arms around each other’s shoulders, attacking each other’s mouths. Their stabbing tongues and nasty slurps only got them both hotter. In moments they were tearing off their coats, their suspenders, their shirts, then their shoes and trousers.
  


  
    Cocks continued to drill him from both ends, one or the other briefly pulling out as the pair of excited mobsters kicked off their pants and underwear, but driving right back in the moment they had their footing again.
  


  
    They went right back to kissing too. Giuseppe was sandwiched between them, taking cock from both ends and by this time liking it more than a little. He’d realized of course that his murderous pals had discarded their tommy guns in their lust to fuck him up the ass and down the throat. That was an excellent sign. Now all he had to do was give them the best fuck of their lives and pray they’d want more of it.
  


  
    There would be no percentage in killing him, so to speak.
  


  
    He’d gone beyond mere desperation. When the cock up his ass drove right to the balls and he felt that huge knob way up 
     inside him, and the tapered head of Tony’s cock slithered past his tonsils and pulsed in his throat, he experienced a sense of totally abandoned pride. He felt strangely free.
  


  
    He reached out and grabbed hold of Tony’s slender waist, pressing his face into the rippled muscle of his furry belly. The guy was all lean muscle, never able to sit still, always pacing and gabbing, and his body showed it. Giuseppe snorted in the musky scent of his balls and loved it.
  


  
    He felt Ricardo’s sturdy thighs slapping against his own naked round ass and loved that too. The notion that his pal’s cock was up his ass and stiff with obvious lust for him was totally exciting. His own cock bobbed and dribbled precum between his thighs as he got reamed from either end.
  


  
    The pair of goons even got into a kind of rhythm. Nonstop kissing, their naked bodies heaving as they fucked their sandy-haired pal, they began to thrust forward at the same time, both cocks sliding deep, then both cocks withdrawing, then pumping back inside.
  


  
    Giuseppe floated between them, holding on to Tony’s waist and opening wide for that slithering cock, legs splayed and feet planted in the soft sand, ass open and hole dripping lotion as fat cock pumped in and out with squishy slurps. An hour ago he could never have imagined himself in this position. Now, it was all that mattered. Whether he was going to live or die, he was determined to enjoy that naked, nasty, totally liberating moment.
  


  
    The steady thrust of impossibly fat cock rubbing his sensitive asslips and banging relentlessly against his throbbing prostate finally proved too much, even in that strange state of suspended time he floated in.
  


  
    Taking cock deep into his throat, he reared back against the cock buried up his ass and shot his load. Cum sprayed like water 
     from a fire hose in great jets to splatter the sand, even reaching as far as Tony’s furry calves.
  


  
    Tony broke their kiss to shout out. “We fucked the jizz out of him! I gotta shoot too!”
  


  
    Even as he bucked and squirmed in the throes of his own wild orgasm, the cock in his throat pulsed and spewed. A river of cum flooded directly into his gullet. And from behind, Ricardo began to drive into his aching ass with furious glee.
  


  
    “Yeah! Fuck! I gotta blow too!”
  


  
    Cum flooded his ass. He was getting loaded from both ends! It was so far beyond anything he’d ever dreamed of, he began to shoot all over again. He didn’t know it was even possible, but just as the last dribbles of spunk had exited his stiff cock, another rush of juice raced up his shaft from his balls and spurted out onto the sand.
  


  
    They tumbled to the beach in a jumble of sweaty limbs. No surprise the other two were already laughing and giggling as they pulled Giuseppe into their arms and held him between them. They lay like that in a jumble of sweaty limbs for another hour, smoking Pall Malls and watching the seagulls.
  


  
    Giuseppe was the first to state the obvious. “Neither of you can even drive. How were you going to get back to New York without me?”
  


  
    Ricardo giggled. “We weren’t going to kill you. Fuck, no. The Don, bless his bloody heart, don’t know we can’t drive so he couldn’t suspect nothin’.”
  


  
    Tony joined in the laughter. “Now what, Zeppe? Are we heading to Chicago? I figure the Don owes us that sweet Olds anyway for all the hits we done.”
  


  
    Giuseppe was quiet for a moment. He had his own plans. Get away from the violence with his cash, several thousand sewn in his coat, right there beside them. Obviously now was 
     the time for something like that or at least the opportunity, if his pals would go along.
  


  
    “No. Let’s just head out. You know I got cash, and I got it with me. No need to go back to the city. What about you boys? Got any money of your own to speak of? ”
  


  
    Tony snickered. “We got some bills under the backseat. Last night’s payoffs we didn’t turn in yet. Bless the Bloody Don’s heart for his generosity!”
  


  
    Tony slapped Ricardo on his big plump ass and howled. Then he sobered. “You know I like to cook. And I’m good, ain’t I? Maybe we could go somewhere warm and open a restaurant?”
  


  
    Ricardo rolled over and grinned in his pal’s face, then kissed his cheek affectionately. “Yeah, that sounds nice. How about it, Zeppe?”
  


  
    Giuseppe, so happy to be alive, had to laugh. “Why not? Why the hell not?”
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    Gregory L. Norris
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    How Brandon Cousins came to be on his knees, sucking off his two best friends on the lacrosse team was, at first, a mystery. It was ironic, he thought while regurgitating Christopher’s dick to focus on Jason’s thicker length, because Jason was the dude taking criminal justice classes, thinking he wanted to be a cop, a crime solver. But the longer Brandon worshipped their dicks and the more they moaned clues and confessions, the easier it became to see through their deception. This was premeditated. He’d been set up.
  


  
    “Keep humming on my pride and joy, Cuzz,” Jason growled in a happy voice.
  


  
    Brandon grunted an affirmative around the other young man’s bone. The ripeness of Jason’s nuts and the crisp smell of his pubic curls filled Brandon’s lungs, making him high and an easy mark.
  


  
    “Yeah, we figured you loved jock dick,” Christopher said, rubbing the head of his straining erection across Brandon’s cheek.
  


  
    There it was, further proof of their guilt. They’d conspired against him; this whole thing had been planned, a meticulous con game intended to get Brandon on his knees and their cocks into his face.
  


  
    And he couldn’t have been happier or wanted it more.
  


  
     

  


  
    Jason had just enough Spanish in his blood to be born with a Latin last name. The rest was Italian. Both sides of his lineage had contributed the best of their DNA, creating a cock that was above average in size, capped by a loose hood of foreskin that always glistened whenever Brandon stole a look at it in the locker room. The rest of the dude was equally impressive. Jason stood at just over the six-foot mark, wore his dark hair in a neat athletic cut, and never shaved on game days, which added to his alpha dog presence. His eyes were blue, verging on gray, his body lean where it needed to be, his muscles solid without being too showy. A decent pelt of dark hair covered his legs, balls and ass. Jason’s feet, size twelves, always threatened to hypnotize Brandon the moment they were out of their cleats, sockless and sweaty.
  


  
    Brandon slid a hand down Jason’s leg, loving the scrape of hair beneath his fingers, and gripped the old pair of sneakers Jason had thrown his feet into following the game. Like their masks and lacrosse sticks, Jason’s grass-stained cleats sat just inside the door, beside Christopher’s gear.
  


  
    “What are you doing, fool?” Jason asked.
  


  
    Brandon spit out the other jock’s dick and stole a lick off his nuts before answering. “Your feet, dude,” he said. “I always wanted to...”
  


  
    His voice crackled out, and the rest went unsaid. Mercifully, words no longer seemed necessary. Jason and Christopher had sprung the trap, and Brandon had surrendered. Gladly.
  


  
    Christopher, no longer satisfied with merely jerking off 
     against Brandon’s cheek, repositioned their dynamic. “You can lick the stink off Jason’s feet after you hum on my dick some more.”
  


  
    Brandon glanced up while doing what the shorter of his two fellow athletes commanded. Christopher’s cock was the perfect mouthful, average with plenty of dings and hair along the shaft, a classic fireman’s helmet for a head, and two meaty balls beneath, hanging loose and low in a sweaty sac. The natural scent of a real man’s skin and the musk dripping off ripe balls overwhelmed him. Brandon’s cock had swelled to its fullest mast, too, but it remained trapped in his shorts, pinned at an awkward angle thanks to his jockstrap.
  


  
    “Work my nuts,” Christopher ordered.
  


  
    Brandon sucked them, one at a time. Another mystery—suddenly, he was also jerking on his own fuck-stick, though he barely remembered working down his shorts and freeing his shaft from the tangle of perspiration-drenched cotton. It had been a hell of a game, played on an overcast Saturday afternoon, one of those humid June days where the sweat pours off you and it’s like the whole world is cooking. You feel a game like that in your muscles; even more so in your rocks, thought Brandon. His teammates certainly had, that much was obvious to him, the funk of Christopher’s meat thick on his tongue.
  


  
    “I fuckin’ love having my bag worked,” Christopher moaned.
  


  
    Brandon managed to get both balls into his mouth at the same time and sucked hard, an action that drove Christopher to the tops of his toes.
  


  
    “We were right about Cuzz. Dude knows what he’s doing,” Jason chuckled.
  


  
    Oh, yes, Brandon knew they’d set him up for this. There certainly had been enough clues leading up to the crime.
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    Jason had scored twice in the first quarter, one on a pass from Brandon. Christopher had notched the winning goal, putting Seaside up by one over Amherst State. There’d been plenty of fist pumping and high-fives, but the level of butt-slapping and nut grabs had seemed excessive even to Brandon, who secretly got off on that kind of guy stuff, especially when it involved Jason and Christopher.
  


  
    Though cloudy, the day was a scorcher. En route to the locker room and showers, Jason pulled him aside. “Dude, you got anything cold to drink at your place?”
  


  
    Brandon rented a first-floor apartment a block away from the athletic field, basic but all his. “You mean beer?”
  


  
    “I mean anything wet,” Jason said. And then he’d ogled his nuts, yanking on them through his shorts and jock without embarrassment.
  


  
    Darting his eyes down, Brandon caught sight of the meaty fuckers, one half hanging out of the edge of Jason’s well-worn jock, their pink color obvious against the tattered black weave.
  


  
    “Sure, yeah,” Brandon said.
  


  
    Then Jason called Christopher over. “Come on,” he said, changing out of his spikes to the old pair of sneakers Brandon had fantasized sniffing on numerous occasions while alone in his bed. “We’re heading over to Cuzz’s for a drink.”
  


  
    “What about the showers?” Brandon asked.
  


  
    “Hell, we can shower at your place.”
  


  
    Jason grabbed his gear. So did Christopher. While retrieving his stuff, Brandon swore he saw the two men exchange a look, one that was rotten with mischief, up to no good. They headed out of the locker room and across the field, forcing Brandon to hustle to keep up. On the way, he tried not to react to their heady male stink, mixing together in the humidity, or to think 
     that something was afoot, that this wasn’t a spontaneous or random gathering.
  


  
    That they were somehow conspiring against him.
  


  
    The apartment was a one-bedroom, filled with random furniture. Some of it, like the blue sofa, came with the place. He’d lucked out—granite countertops and stainless steel appliances had also been part of the deal. All of it, that afternoon, sat under a muddy gray pall.
  


  
    A breeze gusted, but it was warm and sweaty, like the two bodies pressing in closer and tighter around him, his next clue that the guys were harboring some secret agenda. At the front door, while Brandon fumbled with the key, Christopher’s crotch ground against his ass, and Brandon swore he felt the fullness of an erect dick stab into him.
  


  
    The rest had passed in a strange, disconnected sequence of threads pulling tighter, making it difficult to breathe, to reason. Jason stood at the fridge, unapologetically feeling up the front of his shorts. Through the space between his fingers, Brandon saw the other dude’s dick had swelled. Clearly, Jason had thrown wood—not that a post-victory boner was a rarity. All the guys popped erections after a game, win or loss. Lacrosse got a man’s blood pumping, stoked the levels of testosterone in his balls, so a hard-on in the locker room or showers wasn’t uncommon; it was a given, normal and accepted so long as you didn’t make a big deal of it
  


  
    Only Jason did.
  


  
    “So, you seeing anyone?”
  


  
    “Me?” Brandon asked.
  


  
    “No, that fake dick you suck off at night. Yeah, you.”
  


  
    Brandon shrugged and maneuvered around Jason. The blast of cool air from opening the refrigerator did little to cut the heat. “Naw, not at present.” He babbled some ridiculous excuse 
     about having no time, not meeting the right girl, while fresh sweat broke at his hairline. Brandon sensed they weren’t buying it. Christopher had a steady girlfriend. Jason had several.
  


  
    “Don’t know how you can stand it,” Jason sighed, yanking up and down on the tented front of his shorts.
  


  
    The downward tugs showed the top of the crisp pelt of fur that wreathed his junk and flashed the thick root of his cock. Brandon realized he was starting to stare and resumed his foraging through the fridge.
  


  
    “After every game, my dick is so fuckin’ stiff; I have to nut sometimes two, three times in a row.”
  


  
    “Yeah, you got any decent porn on this thing?” The question came from Christopher, who was leaning over Brandon’s laptop on the little bistro table with the two mismatched chairs, curbside rescues.
  


  
    Oh, he had plenty of material to beat off to, but its orientation was of a different sexual nature than his two best buddies would expect, so he lied again and said there wasn’t any. Then he leaned into the fridge, where a half gallon of milk, soda, a few cans of energy drink, beer and water lined the door.
  


  
    Jason leaned in with him, closer than Brandon expected, and a shiver equal parts icy and hot tumbled down his spine. “What you got in there?”
  


  
    Choking down a dry swallow, Brandon told Jason to help himself. Jason scanned the shelves, pulled out the milk, and uncapped it. As Brandon watched, Jason chugged, right from the jug. A small trickle of white ran down his chin. That, too, seemed intentional, part of an unfolding game of cat and mouse. Criminal. What the fuck was going on?
  


  
    “Yeah, dude, don’t know how you can stand it,” said Christopher. He moved deeper into the kitchen, his steps as quiet as a cat’s. Brandon saw that one of Christopher’s hands was in his 
     shorts, and he made no attempt to hide what he was doing with it: pumping on his dick.
  


  
    “Maybe I can’t,” said Brandon through a mouth full of invisible hot coals.
  


  
    The two lacrosse jocks exchanged another of those knowing looks, this one less furtive. They high-fived, and then Brandon was on his knees, working down their shorts and their musty jockstraps, and servicing Jason and Christopher was no longer simply a fantasy.
  


  
     

  


  
    “We figured it out,” Jason said, kicking off his sneakers, baring those big, incredible feet to Brandon’s face. His memory of then evaporated, returning him to now. “You never talk about getting laid.”
  


  
    “And we’ve seen you checking us out,” Christopher added. “But we’re good with it, as long as you’re willing to earn it.”
  


  
    Brandon gave Christopher’s bone a stroke while stealing another taste of Jason’s dick. The acrid smell of the taller man’s cock-sock ignited in Brandon’s senses, one puff ahead of the hot, buttery stink of foot sweat.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah,” Jason said. “Dude seriously wants it.”
  


  
    “He’d have to if he did that,” Christopher said.
  


  
    To accommodate that, Jason eased his ass onto the granite countertop. His shorts and jockstrap slipped off hairy ankles and onto the floor. While lowering for his first taste of Jason’s toes, Brandon caught the dude tossing a tip of his chin at Christopher, who shrugged in response.
  


  
    “Whatever,” Christopher said. Kicking off his sneakers, he joined Jason on the counter, and Brandon had four feet to worship, all sexy and damp with sweat, and all his to suck on.
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    Christopher was Jason’s wingman, the dude that sometimes helped in the double-stuffing and the tag-teaming, if the rumors and bragging rights were to be believed. And Brandon did believe their stories. Though not as tall as Jason, his head of chestnut hair buzzed almost to the scalp, Christopher sported a neat soul patch on his chin. Jason had more ink, a bigger tool, but Christopher’s feet were equally amazing, up close. Brandon licked and sniffed, loving this part of the feast almost as much as the previous course of cocks and balls.
  


  
    Jerking his dick and licking between Jason’s toes, Brandon caught sound bites from overhead.
  


  
    “Fuckin’ tickles, dude...”
  


  
    “You’d never get a chick to do that.”
  


  
    “Or shove her tongue up your asshole,” Jason grunted. “But I bet our good buddy would.”
  


  
    Brandon did.
  


  
    He started with Jason first, swirling his tongue up the dude’s hairy leg, behind his balls and along that patch of sensitive skin between sac and knot. The tang of Jason’s asshole hit his taste buds bitterly. But the longer he licked the more of it Brandon wanted.
  


  
    “Fuck” sighed Jason. “Holy shit.”
  


  
    “Good?” Christopher asked.
  


  
    “Hells, yeah.”
  


  
    They were doing it again, having another of those conversations that didn’t include him in their criminal plans—even though Brandon Cole Cousins was the most important part of the three-sided equation, when you got right down to it. That, he decided, was about to change.
  


  
    “Dude,” Brandon said, after pulling his mouth off Jason’s hairy asshole. He shifted position, moving toward Christopher, 
     who remained with his butt on the counter and was beating his stick, an observer taking in the view. Grabbing Christopher’s ankles, Brandon guided him back to his feet.
  


  
    “What—?” Christopher started.
  


  
    “Turn around.”
  


  
    “Naw, I’m good.”
  


  
    Brandon then forced the issue, showing the same strength in the male-scented, sour atmosphere of the kitchen that he had on the lacrosse field. Christopher turned, and Brandon spread his muscular asscheeks, baring the fur-ringed target at their center.
  


  
    “You guys are right—I love dudes. Love the way they look, smell, taste...”
  


  
    Then Brandon proved it in actions as well as words.
  


  
    Breathing a warm breath over Christopher’s most sensitive flesh made the other young man tense up. A few wet licks conjured a groan from deep within his chest. A rough fumble of the hairy nuts hanging loosely between his legs sealed the deal. Christopher pushed back, right into Brandon’s face. Brandon rolled his tongue in a clockwise circle, reversed course and dove in deep.
  


  
    “Shit, dude, I think I like it.”
  


  
    “I see that,” Jason chuckled.
  


  
    The taller of the two athletes moved back in, sliding his dick into Brandon’s face. Brandon extricated his mouth free of Christopher’s asshole long enough to give Jason a few hard sucks, which was all that was needed. Jason grunted and gripped the back of his skull. Salty juice sprayed Brandon’s tongue. He swallowed it down.
  


  
    Not to be outdone, Christopher spun around and, with Jason still unloading between his lips, he, too, began to nut. Brandon opened wider, catching most of the other jock’s wad. Sweeter 
     than Jason’s, Brandon noted between gulps, and there was more of it in terms of volume.
  


  
    Brandon’s cock, rubbed beyond the limit, sprayed across their feet, and he needed little prompting to lick up his mess.
  


  
    Soaked in sweat, Jason drew in a deep breath. “Phew, dudes, it stinks in here.”
  


  
    “No fuckin’ shit. About that shower,” Christopher said.
  


  
    Brandon rose to his feet, leading the way. A mischievous smirk broke on his lips. “Sure, a shower’s just what we need.”
  


  
    He gave his cock a squeeze. He’d busted, but like the two jocks following him into the bathroom, their dicks tick-tocking with their steps, he wasn’t yet spent.
  


  
    Brandon ran the water, smiled and grabbed for his two best buddies’ cocks. It felt great to finally come clean.
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    The phone on the nightstand next to me suddenly rings, and I damn near have a heart attack. I pick up the receiver. “Hello, Roger?” a baritone voice asks.
  


  
    “Yes?” I say.
  


  
    “This is Doug. I’m stuck in traffic and I’ll be about fifteen minutes late. Is that okay?”
  


  
    I take a deep breath. “Yeah, sure. No problem.”
  


  
    “Room Twenty-eight, right?”
  


  
    “Yeah, that’s right.”
  


  
    “Great, see you in a little while.” Doug hangs up.
  


  
    I glance at the clock on the nightstand. It’s a quarter to ten. Zero hour is now pushed back to thirty minutes. I still can’t believe I’m doing this. All during the sales seminar today, all I could think about was what it was going to be like with Doug tonight. I mean, hell, I don’t even know what the protocol is in something like this. Do we make conversation first? Do I just tell Doug what I want him to do? Do I pay him up front, or 
     afterward? When I finally hear a knock on the door, I seriously consider not answering it. But my Midwestern politeness wins out. I put my head between my knees, take a deep breath and then get up and open the door, my heart pounding hard enough to wake the dead.
  


  
    Doug stands framed in the doorway, dressed in jeans and a light blue tank top that hugs his torso like a second skin. He doesn’t look real. In fact, he looks something like a Macy’s Thanksgiving Day balloon, biceps pumped up like cannonballs, pecs that threaten to rip his shirt open, shoulders like a fuckin’ bull’s. I have never in my life seen a man so muscular. He regards me with calm, blue eyes.
  


  
    “Hi, Roger,” he says, holding out his hand.
  


  
    “Hi,” I say back. We shake hands. Doug’s grip is firm but cautious; as if he knows that he could squeeze my hand to a pulp and is making an effort not to do so. He walks into the room and looks around. He has the air of returning to familiar surroundings.
  


  
    “You’ve been in this room before?” I ask.
  


  
    Doug smiles. “A couple of times.”
  


  
    Okayyyy, I think. Doug has the corn-yellow hair and broad face of the Swede farmers I see back in Green Bay. His hands are the size of dinner plates. He sits in a chair, crossing his right ankle over his left knee. I sit opposite him. We look at each other.
  


  
    “So, Roger,” he says. “What brings you to L.A.?”
  


  
    I clear my throat. “A sales seminar. I work for a publishing firm in Wisconsin. We do inspirational books like Losing the Loser Within You. That was a big seller. Maybe you heard of it?”
  


  
    Doug smiles blandly and shakes his head. “Sorry,” he says.
  


  
    “How about Be a Winner, Not a Whiner? We killed with that book.”
  


  
    Doug shrugs. “I’m not much into reading,” he says.
  


  
    A silence lies between us like a dead flounder. “You ever been in L.A. before?” Doug asks.
  


  
    I grab at the conversational line he throws me. “No. In fact, I’ve never been out of Wisconsin before.” I clear my throat. “I’ve never done this, either. You know...”
  


  
    “Hire an escort?” Doug gives a slow, lazy smile.
  


  
    “Yeah.” I let a beat go by. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” Doug just sits there, looking at me calmly. “I flew in last night,” I go on, speaking faster now. “And I picked up this gay paper at a bar across from the motel. And there were all these ads in the back. All these hot guys for sale. I never saw anything like it!” I glance at Doug. “It was just a spur of the moment thing. Here I was, loose in this city, and I just wanted to do something I’d never done before. Something crazy.”
  


  
    “Cool,” Doug says. He looks bored.
  


  
    “I’m sorry to talk so much. I’m kind of nervous.”
  


  
    “Don’t sweat it,” Doug says. He stands up and nods to the bed. “Shall we get started?”
  


  
    “Yeah, sure,” I say. I hesitate. “But, could you...”
  


  
    “Yeah?” Doug asks.
  


  
    I swallow. “Could you put on a strip show for me? Just let me watch you as you take everything off?”
  


  
    Doug grins. “Yeah, Roger. Sure.” He hooks his thumbs under his tank top and slowly peels it off. His torso is cut and sliced so that every sinew is out there on display. Amazing. His nipples stand out like little pink fireplugs. Doug kicks off his shoes and pulls his socks off. He unbuckles his belt, pulls down his zipper and slides his jeans down thighs as solid as tree trunks. He’s wearing white cotton briefs underneath. The bulge in them lives up to the promise of his huge hands.
  


  
    He steps toward me. “Okay, Roger,” he says, stopping in 
     front of me. “You do the rest.” He stands so close to me that I can feel the heat rising from his body. After a couple of beats, I hook my fingers under the elastic band of Doug’s briefs and slowly pull them down, past his dark-blond, neatly clipped pubes, past the thick base of his cock, past inch after inch of the fat, pink shaft that follows. Fascinated, I trace the course of a vein until I get to the ridge of Doug’s cockhead. The thin cotton fabric snags on that briefly and then clears it. Doug’s half-hard dick springs up and sways slowly in front of my face.
  


  
    “Jesus,” I mutter.
  


  
    Doug’s dick is fat and spongy and candy pink, with blue veins snaking up the shaft. His cockhead flares out into a rubbery, red fist of flesh. Doug shakes his hips and his cock swings from side to side in a slow, pendulous motion. His ball sac hangs low, furred by a light dusting of blond hair, the right nut lower than the left.
  


  
    “You like it?” Doug asks.
  


  
    I look up into his wide, blue eyes. “Hell, yeah.”
  


  
    Doug turns and walks back to his chair. His ass is high and firm, the color of pale cream, the crack a thin, tight line. He sits down; his legs spread apart, his balls hanging so low they cover the crack of his ass. “Come here,” he says gruffly.
  


  
    I slide out of my chair and crawl across the carpeted floor to Doug. He sits still, his eyes fixed on me. I reach up and run my hands up his thighs, feeling the hard muscled flesh under my fingertips.
  


  
    “Yeah,” Doug breathes, “that’s right, go for it.” I lean forward and bury my nose in the soft fleshiness of Doug’s ball sac and inhale deeply. A scent of musk and fresh sweat fills my nostrils and flows down into my lungs. The scent is strong and heady, and if the evening consisted of nothing but me sniffing Doug’s balls, I’d be content. I press my lips against the loose 
     folds of the fleshy pouch and tongue it, sucking on one ball and then the other as Doug rubs his cock over my face.
  


  
    Doug raises his legs and exposes the pink pucker of his asshole to me. I tongue that too, something I’ve never done before. I slide my tongue past his balls and up the thick shaft, as I reach up and squeeze his nipples. Doug’s body squirms under me. “You can squeeze harder,” he murmurs, and I increase the pressure of my fingers. I push my tongue into Doug’s piss slit, tasting the drop of precum that dribbles out, and then slide his cock into my mouth, nibbling down the shaft until my chin presses against his balls.
  


  
    Doug lays his hands on either side of my head and proceeds to fuck my mouth with long, deep strokes. His dick widens at the base, and each time it slides down my throat, my lips pull back. I look up across the expanse of muscled flesh into Doug’s light blue eyes. Doug regards me calmly as he pushes his hips up and fucks my face. This is just another day at the office for him, I think. How fuckin’ strange!
  


  
    I pull his cock out of my mouth. “I would love you to suck my dick,” I say, without any real hope that Doug will do so. But Doug pushes himself out of the chair and stands up, pulling me up with him. He undoes my belt, pulls down my fly and tugs my pants down past my hips. Doug kisses me lightly on the mouth and then kneels in front of me, wrapping his huge hand around my dick, stroking it slowly. He bends his head down, and I feel his lips work their way down the length of my shaft. Doug bobs his head faster, jacking me with his hand as his mouth slides up and down the shaft. I run my hands through his thick, yellow hair.
  


  
    “Fuuuck,” I groan. Doug gives great head. He presses his lips tightly around my shaft and twists his head from side to side, sucking me off with genuine enthusiasm. I arch my back, eyes 
     shut tight, feeling him draw me closer to orgasm. I push him away just before I shoot.
  


  
    “Not yet!” I gasp.
  


  
    Doug looks up at me, his eyes bright. “Let me fuck you,” he growls.
  


  
    “Sure,” I say, laughing.
  


  
    It just takes a minute for Doug to grease up and sheathe himself. I pull him onto the bed, on top of me, and he slings my legs around his torso as I guide his dick to my asshole. He slides his dick in all the way until I can feel his balls press against me. Doug starts pumping his hips, slowly at first, but then with increasing tempo. There’s a mirror that runs across the length of the wall next to the bed, and I watch Doug’s reflection fuck mine, his smooth, dimpled ass pumping up and down, his dick sliding in and out of my asshole. Doug’s face is inches above mine, and I turn and meet his gaze, looking deep into his eyes. Doug is fucking me with a hard, driving energy, his balls slapping against my ass with an audible thwack, but his eyes keep that same deep, level calm as they peer into mine. I crane my neck upward and kiss him, and Doug slides his tongue into my mouth. I stroke my dick in time with his thrusts, bringing myself to the brink of shooting, but holding back, waiting for him. Sweat trickles down his face and drips down on me, his eyes are hard and deadly serious now, his lips pulled back into a soundless snarl.
  


  
    “I want to watch you squirt your load,” I pant, and Doug nods. A few more thrusts and he quickly pulls out of me.
  


  
    “Here it comes,” he growls, pulling the condom off his dick. He straddles my chest as his dick squirts its load hard against my face, one blast after another. I open my mouth as the thick drops rain down on me, onto my cheeks and chin and eager tongue. A few strokes trigger my own orgasm, and I cry out as 
     my spunk pulses out and sprays Doug’s back.
  


  
    Doug looks down at me, grinning. When the last spasm passes through me, he rolls off onto his side and kisses me lightly.
  


  
    “Well,” he says. “Did you have fun?”
  


  
    I just laugh, without saying anything.
  


  
     

  


  
    The next morning, at the seminar, while the other students learn about marketing strategies for midsized publishing companies, I sit in the back and pore over the escort ads of the gay newspaper, hidden away in my course manual. I’m in the grip of some crazy, wild energy; it’s like I’m possessed.
  


  
    I make a phone call during the class break and that night, I’m visited by Carlos, who describes himself in his ad as “a punk with attitude.” Carlos is short and muscular and theatrically contemptuous, with dark eyes that burn with a bright cynicism in his brown, handsome face. He wears a gold cross around his neck; his left bicep is tattooed with a big-titted, naked woman riding a crescent moon, and his left with Santa Guadalupe. Carlos fucks me mercilessly, spewing out a steady torrent of abuse. “You like that, cocksucker?” he growls, as he thrusts deep into my ass. “That feel good, you pussy bitch?” He’s like a goddamn force of nature, his hands all over me, his thrusts deep and sure, his liquid, dark eyes glaring down into mine. When I finally come, groaning loudly, Carlos startles me by placing his mouth over mine and tonguing me fiercely. The orgasm that sweeps over me lifts me up like a swelling breaker and slams me down hard against the mattress. When Carlos shoots his own load into the condom up my ass, he thrashes wildly in the bed, tearing the blankets off, crying out in Spanish. He leaves fifteen minutes later with my money stuffed in his back jeans pocket, slamming the door.
  


  
    When I scan the escort ads the next day in class, my eye snags on Spike: Trailer Trash from Hell. His photo lives up to the heading: stringy, long hair; two-day beard stubble; a surly scowl; a lanky, tattooed, muscle-packed body with just the first fringe of pubes before the photo crop. He’s hot in an inbred sort of way, like the slow-witted, scary-looking but hunky third cousin you always find at a big family reunion, the one who works for a living scraping up road kill. I dial the number listed in the ad as soon as I get back to my motel room.
  


  
    Spike picks up on the third ring. “Yeah?” The voice is deep and pure Tennessee backwoods.
  


  
    “I’m calling about your ad,” I say, putting some attitude into my voice. “You mind if I ask a few questions?”
  


  
    “Shoot,” Spike says. He sounds...not bored, just not all that concerned about selling himself to me.
  


  
    “Well, I guess I’d like to know what I’d get for my money.”
  


  
    Pause. “Well, what do ya want?”
  


  
    “Do you make out?”
  


  
    “Sure. Unless you’re really gross. That doesn’t happen often.”
  


  
    I decide to cut to the chase. “Would you suck my dick?”
  


  
    “Yeah,” Spike says. “Probably.”
  


  
    “Let me fuck you?”
  


  
    “No,” Spike says. “I don’t do that. But I’ll plow your ass if you want. Plow it good.”
  


  
    I have my dick out, stroking it. “Would you sit on my chest and beat off for me? Drop your balls in my mouth and let me wash them with my tongue?”
  


  
    “Yeah, yeah,” Spike says. There’s an edge of impatience to his voice. “You can suck on my balls for as long as you like.”
  


  
    I’m stroking faster now. “How about fucking my mouth nice and slow? Then squirting a load on my face and licking it off?”
  


  
    “Hey, are you jerking off?”
  


  
    “No,” I say, pulling my hand away from my dick. “I’m just trying to get some information.”
  


  
    “Yeah, right. If you want to set up an appointment, fine. But if you want to fuckin’ whack off over the phone, call the sex hotline.”
  


  
    I let a beat go by. “How about tonight?”
  


  
    “It’s possible. What time?”
  


  
    “How about eleven?”
  


  
    “Yeah, that’ll work.”
  


  
    “Okay.”
  


  
    “Cool. Where you at?”
  


  
    “Room Twenty-eight at the Palms Motel at La Cienega and Hollywood. You know it?”
  


  
    “Yeah. It’s a dump. I’ll see you then. By the way, my fee is two hundred dollars.”
  


  
    “Yeah, sure. No problem.”
  


  
    I hang up and sit on the bed, looking at my reflection in the mirror. You are one crazy, out-of-control fucker, I think.
  


  
     

  


  
    The man’s standing over by the cigarette machine, nursing a Bud. He’s wearing a black tank top and his bicep rounds nicely as he brings the bottle to his lips. The light is dim, and it’s hard to guess his age...late twenties maybe. He’s wearing sideburns, and his black hair is short and spiky. He looks good.
  


  
    It’s a little after ten, and I’m in a bar on Santa Monica Boulevard, in West Hollywood, killing time until my appointment with Spike. The sound system is blaring some hip-hop shit, and I can barely think, the music’s so loud. The guy by the cigarette machine has been eying me now for the last twenty minutes. Damn if it doesn’t look like he’s coming on to me, but I’m finding that hard to believe; there are younger, better-looking guys packed in the crowd around me. Yet, when he sees me 
     returning his stare, he raises his bottle to me in a toast and smiles. After a couple of minutes, he threads through the crowd to the spot next to me.
  


  
    “Howdy,” he says.
  


  
    “Hi,” I reply cautiously. Up close, he looks older and scruffier, but still hot, his eyes dark and intense, the torso beneath the tank top lean and muscular.
  


  
    “I’m Randy,” he says, holding out his hand.
  


  
    We shake hands. “I’m Roger,” I say.
  


  
    Randy flashes me a smile. He’s missing an eyetooth. I don’t know why, but I find that sexier than if he had a set of perfect teeth. “You don’t look like you belong here,” he says. “You look like you’re from out of town.” He lets a beat go by. “And lonely.”
  


  
    “Oh, yeah?” I say, not denying either.
  


  
    Randy’s smile widens, becomes more intimate. Yet his eyes keep their shrewdness. “I thought you might like some company.”
  


  
    “Well, maybe,” I say. I quickly scan his body. This is too good to be true, I think.
  


  
    I’m right. “My rates are reasonable,” Randy says, still smiling. He puts his hand on my thigh and squeezes gently. “And I’ll show you a good time for sure.”
  


  
    Sweet Jesus, I think. Is there anyone in this city who just has sex for the fun of it?
  


  
    “Well, I don’t know,” I say. “I kind of have other plans later on tonight.”
  


  
    Randy’s hand slides down my thigh and cups my hard dick. “Why don’t you break them?” he said.
  


  
    I glance at my watch. It’s almost ten thirty. Spike’s probably already on his way. “No,” I say. “It’s too late.” I give Randy a level look, taking in the tight body, the seedy handsomeness. My dick is pushing against my jeans, and I do not feel like 
     walking away from the wild little scene this could turn into. Randy returns my stare and gives me a gap-tooth smile. “Tell me, Randy,” I ask. “Are you into threesomes?”
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah,” Randy says.
  


  
    We get back to the motel room around a quarter to eleven. When I close the door, I make sure it’s unlocked. I pull Randy toward me and we kiss. Randy’s breath smells of cigarettes and beer. His tongue snakes into my mouth and his hand slides under my shirt and squeezes my nipple. He breaks away. “I thought this was going to be a threeway,” he says.
  


  
    I run my hands up his muscular torso, tugging on the hard flesh. I look up at him. “Yeah, well, we’re just warming up until my buddy gets here.” I unzip Randy’s fly and slowly pull down his jeans. Randy’s not wearing any underwear, and his dick springs up, half hard, dark and uncut, the dripping knob peeking out from the puckered foreskin. His balls hang tight and plump, shaved smooth. Fuckin’ beautiful, I think. I wrap my hand around his dick, pull the foreskin back and give a squeeze. A clear drop of prejizz oozes out, and I lean forward and lap it up, rolling my tongue around the dark, fleshy head, probing into the slit. I work my lips slowly down Randy’s shaft, feeling it stir and harden in my mouth.
  


  
    “Yeah,” Randy sighs. “That’s right. Work my dick.” He holds my head in his hands and thrusts his hips forward, sliding his dick down my throat. I run my hands over his asscheeks, squeezing them as he fucks my mouth, feeling them clench and unclench with each thrust of his hips. Randy pushes me back onto the bed and drops his balls in my mouth. I suck on them as Randy rubs his dick all over my face.
  


  
    I go back to sucking his dick again, pulling off my clothes as he fucks my mouth with slow, easy thrusts. When I’m naked too, I pivot around on the bed. Randy takes the hint and slides 
     his lips down my hard dick as I continue to suck him off. All I can see is Randy’s ball sac hanging above my face, all I can feel is his thick dick sliding down my throat and his hot mouth working my own dick. Randy’s finger presses against my asshole and then enters it, knuckle by knuckle. I groan loudly, my voice muffled by a mouth full of cock.
  


  
    There’s a knock on the door. Randy looks up expectantly. I take his dick out of my mouth. “Come in,” I call out.
  


  
    The door opens, and Spike stands in the doorway, looking at the two of us with narrowed eyes. He’s wearing an old Navy flight jacket, tattered 501s and a pair of snakeskin boots. I train my eyes on him. Spike steps in and closes the door behind him, takes off his jacket and lets it drop to the floor. He’s wearing a wife-beater shirt, which hugs a lean, muscled torso. Wordlessly, he balances on one foot and pulls off a boot, and then does the same with the other foot, his long, stringy hair falling into his face as he bends over. I glance at Randy and see him taking Spike in with a cool, level gaze. By the way his dick twitches I can tell he’s as excited about this new development as I am.
  


  
    Spike walks toward the bed, shedding clothes with every step. By the time he reaches us, he’s buck naked. He still doesn’t say anything, just grabs my head and pulls it toward his crotch. I bury my face in his balls, breathing in their stink, and then take his still-soft dick in my mouth. It hardens as I work my tongue around it. Spike holds on to my head and starts mouth-fucking me with short, quick jabs.
  


  
    Spike’s skin is pale, and his dick is like a peeled tuber, a thick fleshy root with blue veins snaking up the shaft. The cockhead flares out like a red toadstool, the piss slit deep and pronounced. It’s an evil dick, a dick that no decent, civilized man would ever have, and I could happily spend the rest of my life with it crammed hard down my throat. Spike obligingly plows my 
     mouth with that horse dick, thrusting full in and churning his hips. My nose is pressed up against his pubes, and I’m gagging for air. He proceeds to face-fuck me mercilessly, until my eyes start tearing and my jaws ache. His balls hang low in a meaty, red pouch, and they slap against my face with each thrust.
  


  
    I have to break away for breath, and Randy spells me off on Spike’s dick. Randy may be playing for pay, but he throws himself into deep-throating Spike with a full-throttled enthusiasm, swallowing Spike’s dick whole as Spike pumps his hips. I lean back on my elbows and take in the hot, sexy show they’re putting on for me.
  


  
    “Stand up,” I say. Spike and Randy stand in front of me, hands at their sides, their hard dicks twitching, one cut, one uncut. They take turns fucking my face; first Randy, with deep, long strokes, then Spike with his piston thrusts. My hands wander over their bodies as I work their dicks, tugging on their flesh, tweaking their nipples, squeezing their asses. I take both their dicks into my mouth at the same time; my lips stretched wide, my tongue rolling over the thick shafts, feeling the rubbery cockheads pushing against each other.
  


  
    Spike pulls his dick out and gives me a mean, yellow-eyed stare. “You got rubbers?” he growls. This is the first time he’s said something. His voice is sandpaper on rusty iron.
  


  
    “Yeah,” I gasp. “Over on the dresser. There’s a jar of lube, too.”
  


  
    Spike walks over toward the dresser. “I’m done fuckin’ face,” he says over his shoulder. “It’s time to plow some ass.”
  


  
    It only takes a minute before I’m on the bed; face down in the pillow, ass up. I can feel Spike’s lube-slicked finger slide down the crack of my asshole. It pushes against my pucker and then enters me.
  


  
    “Fuuuuck!” I groan.
  


  
    Spike twists his finger as he slides it up to the third knuckle. “You like that, motherfucker?”
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah,” I groan again.
  


  
    Spike pulls his finger out and then thrusts two in. He curls them inside me, and then corkscrews them in and out. I give out a cry that dies down to a trailing moan.
  


  
    “Okay, motherfucker,” he says. “I’m goin’ to fuck your asshole raw now.” I turn my head and watch as Spike rolls a condom down that evil dick of his and greases it up good. He pushes me onto my back, grabs my ankles and slowly impales me.
  


  
    “Aw, fuck, easy, man,” I gasp.
  


  
    “Just take it like I give it,” Spike grunts. He pushes on in until his dick is full up my chute. I feel like I have about two feet of cock crammed in me. Spike’s holding my ankles, spreading my legs wide as he pauses for a moment. He slowly pulls his dick out until I can feel the ridge of the head rub against my asshole and then thrusts full in again. I groan once more. “Yeah, suffer,” Spike snarls. He picks up his speed, fucking me hard and fast, his balls bouncing against my ass. Randy joins the fun, squatting down and dropping his plump balls into my mouth as he slaps my face with his hard dick. He pulls his balls out and slides his dick into my mouth. It eases in like butter on a hot skillet; I can’t get enough of it, and I suck and slobber over it as I wrap my hand around my dick and start jacking.
  


  
    I sink into the feeling of sweaty bodies pressed against mine, hands stroking my flesh, dicks pummeling me. Everything is sensation: my holes stuffed by these hot fuckers, the feel of sweat-slicked flesh on flesh, the tingles that ripple up from my cock each time I fuck my lube-smeared fist... I turn my head and look into the mirror beside my bed, watching my reflection get stuffed with cock from both ends by these two hot, sleazy guys. A thought flashes through my head before it gets drowned out 
     by the next wave of sensations. Holy shit! I think. For once in my life I’m finally getting enough dick! And it’s true! It seems like I’ve been craving dick every moment of my life, and this is the first time I’m feeling...truly...fuckin’...satisfied.
  


  
    Randy squeezes Spike’s nipple, and they lean over me and give each other a lingering kiss. Spike is making little sex noises now, whimpers and grunts that become louder with each thrust. He gives a hard, deep thrust and lets fly with a long, dragged-out moan as his cock slides up my ass. I reach behind and tug on his balls. They’re pulled up tight and full to bursting.
  


  
    “You about ready to squirt, buddy?” Randy asks hoarsely.
  


  
    “Yeah,” Spike growls. “I could pop any second.”
  


  
    “Fuckin’ A, man,” Randy murmurs. “Me, too.”
  


  
    Spike pulls his dick almost completely out, just to the tip of the head, and then, with a long, hard thrust, slides full in me. I squeeze my ass muscles tight, pushing up to meet Spike’s thrust. Spike groans mightily, and his body shudders against me. He churns his hips hard, and I can feel his dick pulse inside me, pumping its load of jizz into my ass. “Ahh, yeah, geez,” he groans. With a few quick strokes, my groans mingle with Spike’s and my load squirts out between my closed fingers.
  


  
    Randy pulls his dick out of my mouth and starts jacking. “Damn!” he sighs, and the first volley of spunk squirts out against my face, followed by another, and another still. “Yeah, fucker,” Spike growls, twisting Randy’s nipple as Randy shoots his wad. Randy arches his back, and his body spasms with each spurt. His thick load sluggishly drips down my cheeks and chin, and Randy bends down and licks my face clean. I stare up at the two naked men kissing each other as their dicks slowly soften. A thread of cum dangles from Spike’s cockhead. It’s all one fuckin’ hot sight.
  


  
    After a short while, Spike and Randy climb out of bed and 
     pull on their clothes. Spike glances over at Randy as he thrusts his arm into his bomber jacket. “You wanna go get a beer?” he asks.
  


  
    Randy grins. “Okay.” They wait as I pay them, and then walk out of the room together.
  


  
     

  


  
    The following Monday, Jerry, my boss, walks into my office. “So how was the seminar, Roger?” he asks. “Did you learn anything useful?”
  


  
    “Yeah,” I say. “It was very productive.” I slide a brochure lying on my desk toward him. “In fact, there’s going to be another, more advanced training seminar a couple of months from now. It might be a good idea for me to go.”
  


  
    “We’ll see,” Jerry says, looking at the brochure. But Jerry’s a sucker for these seminars, and I’m pretty sure he’ll bite. After he leaves, I pull the gay newspaper out from my briefcase and turn back to the escort ads, already fantasizing about who I’m going to pick the next time around.
  

  
  


  
    DOGGING IT
  


  
    H. L. Champa
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    I sat in my car, daylight getting dimmer all around me. My pulse jumped a bit at every random sound that came from the surrounding woods. I stared out the windshield trying to find the courage I needed to go through with it. My cell phone buzzed at me from the passenger’s seat, my hands shaking as I reached out to pick it up. The screen lit up when I pressed the button, a new text message awaiting me. Before I even opened it, I knew exactly who it was from. I swallowed hard before reading, my mouth going dry as the words appeared in front of me.
  


  
    We’re at the picnic table by the start of the hiking paths. Don’t keep us waiting too long.
  


  
    I set my phone down, but I didn’t move to get out of the car. For the first time since I pulled into the parking lot, I noticed the other cars that were sitting idle nearby. The park was in the middle of nowhere and probably hadn’t seen this much action in years. At least not after the sun went down. During the day, it 
     probably still drew people wanting to admire the natural beauty and hike the extensive trails that meandered over the hills. But, right now, it was filled with people waiting to watch me get fucked by a couple of relative strangers. The phone buzzed again, but I didn’t even bother to look at it this time. I took a deep breath, pulled the car door handle and shoved my way out of my hatchback.
  


  
    The night air was cool and the remaining sunlight was fading fast. Lucky for the people who were there to see the show, the clearing I was heading toward boasted nearby solar-powered lights that were just starting to come to life when I got close. They provided enough light to see, but not with a lot of detail. In short, it was the perfect place for anonymous sex, and for even more anonymous people to watch the action without being seen.
  


  
    The gravel crunched beneath my feet as I made my way to the picnic table that had filled my every thought for the last few weeks. It was just a fluke of fate that landed me in the park in the first place. I was chatting with a guy online, the usual stupid getting-to-know-you shit, when he asked me if I’d ever been dogging before. I had absolutely no idea what the guy was talking about, but I didn’t want him to know that. I quickly opened another window on my PC and Googled like mad until I found what I was looking for. When I found it, my breath caught in my throat as my eyes scanned the words. My cock also responded, growing harder as I digested what dogging involved. We started chatting nearly every day, laying out the various fantasy scenarios we were both after. He lived not far from me, which made the whole thing seem even more like destiny. Before I knew it, I was agreeing to meet, no longer satisfied with just jerking off while IMing my new friend.
  


  
    Sex in public was not something I’d really done before, unless you count a quickie blow job from an old boyfriend in the backseat
     of his car. But this was more than just fucking outdoors. This was putting on a show for whoever might wander by. I had never had an audience before. I knew a bunch of people who spent their free time filming themselves jerking off and putting it online for god knows who to see. I envied their cavalier attitude. My desire to be watched had always been there, growing bigger and bigger the more I thought about it. In spite of that feeling, I’d never used the webcam that came with my laptop. It all seemed so impersonal. Thank god for the Internet, where you could always find someone looking for the same thing you were.
  


  
    I could just make out the shape of someone sitting on the picnic table as I rounded the corner. The solar lights gave everything an eerie blue glow, but I couldn’t see the guy’s face until I was a few steps away. It was then that I noticed the second guy, smoking a cigarette just a few feet from the table. I snapped a twig with my shoe and both of them turned to look at me, the one sitting down quickly jumping up. As I stepped into the clearing, I noticed how tall they both were, and just a bit of unease ran through my body. The guy who was smoking spoke first, blowing out a stream of smoke before talking. His dark hair was short and spiky, the rest of his face obscured by shadows.
  


  
    “Are you Marc?”
  


  
    “Yeah, that’s me.”
  


  
    My name wasn’t Marc. I wasn’t about to give this guy my real name. After all, did anyone use his real name online? I figured the less information exchanged the better. This wasn’t about getting to know each other. This was about fucking. Plain and simple.
  


  
    “I’m Josh and this is Dean.”
  


  
    The other guy had yet to speak, his blond hair falling into his eyes as he shifted his weight from foot to foot, his hands 
     firmly planted in his pockets. He seemed a bit nervous, until Josh put a hand on his shoulder. I took a few steps closer and looked back and forth between them. I didn’t know what to do, so I just waited. In the distance, I thought I heard voices, muffled in whispers. Clearly, there were people in the woods, also waiting for something to happen. Josh took his hand from Dean’s shoulder and squared up in front of me. I did my best to keep looking him in the eye, but the darkness made it difficult to focus. Without a word, Josh pushed down on my shoulders, until I had no choice but to let my knees hit the ground. His hands left me and moved to his belt, opening his pants quickly. Dean sat back down on the picnic table, content to sit back and watch with the rest of our anonymous friends.
  


  
    “Suck my dick, Marc. Take it nice and deep.”
  


  
    Josh had his hand wrapped around the base of his cock, holding it close to my tentative lips. I swallowed hard, hoping that my fear would stay down as I opened my mouth and took him in. He tasted salty and as I moved my lips down the shaft of his cock, I heard him groan into the night air. I put my hands on his hips to steady myself, scarcely able to believe that it was really happening. The random sounds coming from the woods were starting to sound more like moans and groans, zippers falling and clothing being removed. I sucked Josh down my throat as far as I could, my own cock straining hard against my jeans.
  


  
    Dean decided he had been idle long enough and moved next to Josh. He pulled me away from Josh’s cock, moving my mouth onto his own hard dick. His cock was longer and thinner than Josh’s, his hands gripping my hair hard as he thrust his hips toward my face. The jolt of pain shot through me, making me even harder. I reached down, opening my pants and letting my cock free. Josh spoke up again, this time his voice a bit louder. I guess he wanted to make sure everyone could hear him.
  


  
    “Jerk that cock, Marc. Make it hard.”
  


  
    After he spoke, he took me away from Dean, pushing his cock back into my mouth with more force than necessary. The noise from the cheap seats was getting louder, which only made me more excited. The people watching were almost more important to my fantasy than the guys making me suck them off. Suddenly, I was being pulled up to my feet, my pants falling down to my ankles as I let Josh and Dean lead me awkwardly over to the picnic table that was acting as our stage. As Josh bent me over a corner of the weathered table, I wondered how many other guys like me had been fucked here. And, how many people had watched it happen.
  


  
    I would have loved to know how many eyes were on me in that moment, but it truly didn’t matter. Even one extra set of eyes was enough for me. Dean’s cock was back in my mouth as Josh worked a lubed finger into my ass. I couldn’t stop myself from pulling away from Dean and crying out, my voice cracking and echoing into the night. Dean didn’t let my mouth stay free for long, his cock back between my lips just in time to muffle my next moan. Josh worked my ass slowly, taking his sweet time moving his finger in and out. Dean was not so nice, fucking my mouth with abandon, causing spit to run down my chin and hit the table.
  


  
    “Hurry up and fuck him, Josh. I want to get my turn.”
  


  
    “I’m getting there, Dean. His ass is just so damn tight. Don’t worry; you’ll get your chance.”
  


  
    Hearing them talk about me like that made me so hot. I was also anxious for Josh to fuck me, to feel his cock buried deep in my ass. I heard him tear open the condom wrapper, and soon felt the persistent press of his sheathed cock on the pucker of my ass. I tried to relax, letting him inside an inch at a time, until he was grabbing my hips and pushing the rest of the way. 
     The two of them started fucking me in the same rhythm, the noise surrounding us in the dark starting to pick up. Clearly, the audience was enjoying the show; probably not as much as I was enjoying performing for them. Josh pounded into me, reaching around to give my cock a few tugs. I was desperate to come, but I knew it wasn’t to be just yet.
  


  
    True to his word, Josh gave Dean his turn with my ass. Dean slipped inside me far easier than Josh did, his cock filling me up in no time. Josh threw his condom onto the ground and I waited for his cock to fill my mouth like Dean’s had. But, instead, he seemed content to watch me get fucked by his friend for a while. I thought I even saw him smile. After that, I let my head fall onto the picnic table, my mouth free to moan out my pleasure.
  


  
    “God, you were right, Josh. He’s fucking tight as hell.”
  


  
    Dean fucked me harder than Josh had, his pace erratic and unsteady. His fingers dug into my hips, the pain again making my ecstasy even greater. I stared out into the woods, trying to find some evidence of activity, but all I could see was blackness. Dean started fucking me even faster, his hips slamming into me, pushing me forward on the table. Josh got up from where he was sitting, turning back from observer to participant. His cock slipped back between my lips, but just for a few strokes before he pulled out again, leaving my mouth empty to approach Dean.
  


  
    “Time for the big finish, man.”
  


  
    “Not yet. His ass is just too good, Josh.”
  


  
    “Come on, man. You know it’s my turn. You’ll get the next one, I promise.”
  


  
    Dean grumbled a bit, thrusting deep and hard into me two more times before pulling out of my ass, his frustration evident. I watched him discard the condom onto the ground, his hard cock moving in and out of his fist to keep himself ready. Josh pulled me up from the table and turned me around to face him. 
     He bent down and pulled my pants the rest of the way off. When he stood up, I finally got a glimpse of his eyes; mine had finally adjusted to the dark. He shocked me by reaching out and touching my cheek gently, much more intimate contact than I expected.
  


  
    “Lie back, Marc. It’s time to finish the show. Just like we planned.”
  


  
    I sat back on the table, the wood smooth against my bare skin. Josh started to roll on another condom and lubed up. I couldn’t help but watch, just like everyone else. He held his cock in one hand and pushed me back onto the table with the other. My legs went into the air, my ankles ending up on Josh’s wide shoulders. I was as exposed as I could be, for all prying eyes to see. My cock was granite hard, lying against my belly in anticipation. I turned my head and looked at Dean, who pulled my face toward his jutting cock. I gladly accepted him in my mouth, swallowing as much of him as I could. He grabbed me roughly by the hair, fucking my face, making me choke before slowing down.
  


  
    Josh grunted loudly as he slid inside me, my asshole offering up almost no resistance at this point. My fist wrapped around my cock, aching for release by this point. Josh had his arms wrapped around my thighs, moving inside me hard and deep. He pushed my legs back toward my head, pinning them in place with his elbows. Leaning over me, he spoke into my ear.
  


  
    “So, do you like being watched, Marc? Does it live up to the fantasy?”
  


  
    Josh pulled back, ending our private little moment. Our friends in the woods were making much more noise, sounds of pleasure muffled by distance and trees. Getting them off was half the fun, and it was driving me insane. Josh started pounding my ass in earnest, and I couldn’t hold back another second. My 
     hand slid up and over the head of my cock one last time before I came, shooting all over my stomach, my ass contracting around Josh’s fat dick. Dean came down my throat, his hot jizz filling my mouth as I struggled to keep up with his continued thrusts. Josh wasn’t far behind his buddy, grunting and groaning as he pushed into me hard a few more times, shuddering as he came deep inside me.
  


  
    Everything got quiet after that. Josh pulled out and tossed his condom aside once again, getting himself together quickly. Dean rubbed his softening prick against my lips before moving away, zipping up and pulling two cigarettes out of the pack on the table. I stayed on the table for another minute, enjoying the newfound silence of the woods. I finally sat up, finding my pants where Josh had tossed them. I looked at the two of them, once again, none of us knowing what to do. This time I spoke up, no longer scared or unsure.
  


  
    “Thanks. This was fun, guys.”
  


  
    Josh smiled before he spoke, while Dean was lighting up both cigarettes.
  


  
    “Yeah, it was, Marc. Maybe we can do it again sometime.”
  


  
    “Yeah, sure.”
  


  
    They started walking away, and I let them go ahead. I cast one final glance into the dark woods. It was quiet. The show was over. For now.
  

  
  


  
    GRIP
  


  
    Sleepy Lόpez
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    Mando and I go back for a good grip of years. Both of us coming from the Las Palmas Courts, the cinder-block labyrinth of public housing units dotting San Antonio’s deep Westside. I grew up with the vato. We kicked it back in the day, good friends, camaradas, and when his moms jammed and his older brother died, he came to stay with us for a week until my moms had enough of us and asked us both to leave. That was fine. Shit works out like that in life sometimes. I went to stay with my tia on the Southside near the ghost tracks; Mando ended up with our homeboy Ralph and then with some chick who slang piedra from the Eastside. After that, I don’t know what happened to him.
  


  
    He wrote my moms eventually, years after we’d gone our ways. A short letter, quick as footsteps. He’d been incarcerated for a few years, he explained, and was getting out and hoped to make contact with me. I’d changed by then. Grown out of the tonterias and bullshit. I was holding my own.
  


  [image: 005]


  
    “You changed,” he tells me in traffic. “Big time.”
  


  
    This was true. He’d changed, too. Life has that way of thickening us up, adding meat to our bones, lines to our cheeks and foreheads. On a Friday he showed up with a backpack and two sleeves full of tattoos, a deep wound like a rail track over the ditch of his neck bone. It was difficult not to stare. I figured later he’d tell me the story. I picked him up at the bus station, the city fuming around us, the sun hard as nails in the downtown skyline.
  


  
    “Ey, that’s life,” I said. “Change.”
  


  
    “All about change,” he smirked, a wry smile, half gleeful, semi-sly. Flesh had built on him over the years, hard cuts like welts in his neck and forearms, rippling down to wrists that had grown wider, too. His arms had grayed; I made out the letters strewn over the brown of his knuckles; I stared at a watchtower and a marvelous gray peacock, the plumes pulled up toward his elbow, showy and proud. Under the heaviness of the sun, his scalp stirred, slick, stubble coming up like dark pins. Exhaust huffed from tailpipes, and a Tejano jam eased out of my speakers. Too many years erected themselves between us. We just listened to jams, traffic knotted around us like fists.
  


  
    “Everybody changes. Simón,” he said, nodding, which was Mexican Spanish for “yes,” and his hand fell on my thigh like a bird maybe or a hammer, that’s more like it. Heavy enough to run electric cords up my spine. He held it there a minute and rubbed at my thigh until my dick grew hard and noticeable in my shorts.
  


  
    When we were youngsters, I never had the balls to admit what I liked. If I had, I would have understood why I both loved and hated this vato. In eighth grade we fought. Hard chingazos. In three swift hits, he busted my nose that day, ripped the skin 
     off my lip, blood flowing freely, riot-like. I kicked him in the mouth once he’d fallen after my homeboy Sergio clocked him in the side of the head, right in the ear, and he swore, later, that he’d seen God, then, rising over the horizon of clouds, and that one of his teeth had loosened. My nose gushed—blood crept into my new shoes and dried there, and I kept the shirt, a souvenir or some senseless shit, in a box under my bed for some time: red, marked up with parts of my face, parts of Mando’s knuckle and jaw kept in the fabric, too. We fought because he supposedly had moved his mouth about my moms being a hoe and about me being a joto, and though I never believed he really talked all that shit, I boxed him nonetheless. An entire schoolyard of loudmouths urging you on has that effect.
  


  
    In high school, before he dropped out, we partied, and homeboy made it known he was packing a fat dick. Showed it off. Whipped it out, even, whenever he could at parties or in the back of a slow-cruising ride. The large head glistening once he’d pulled back his skin and spit on it, stroked it a bit, just enough to make it throb. He loved the attention. Girls liked him. And I hated him for this. I wasn’t shy, but I was quiet, and a part of me always wanted to know what was happening with Mando, who he was with, why he wasn’t coming to school anymore. When I was horny, I used to think of his big-ass dick, imagining it next to mine, throbbing and with fat dabs of precum drooling off his large dickhead and onto mine. I jacked off with images of my dick opening up his mouth or his cockhead pushing inside my hands or along my jaw. Easily, I busted ten hundred thousand nuts fantasizing about this homeboy called Mando and his fat-ass project dick.
  


  
    In my truck, the city groans, and Mando has my dick in his throat. I tell him I’m with somebody now, but that’s cool, he don’t give a fuck, he says, and keeps sucking me. He goes 
     patiently at first, running his tongue along the fat vein I got on the side of my shaft, and it quivers, I think, as the homeboy I haven’t seen in years twists his lips over my cock, repeating this enough for my neck to pinch up and my eyes to shut themselves. His lips keep dragging over my shaft, and it’s the sound that flickers inside me: the slobber, the fucking his face, the sweat collecting at the base of my back, his stifled breathing, the suckling. I nut once in the very back of his throat, and the vato eats my cum, and when we get home my lover smiles enthusiastically when they meet.
  


  
    “You have a good trip?” Ray asks. He’s gripping Mando, his chest glowing over him like a hard hand, and his mouth grins, his eyes and his chin as open as the skyline. At the sink, I’m washing off, and together, they’re like us; together, Ray and my oldest homeboy appear to click. It’s a moment that stuns me, my lover holding Mando long enough for the both of them to erupt in laughter, an uncomfortable boldness unfolding itself, and Ray looking him over like a prize he’s come upon or a newfound tool.
  


  
    “Damn,” Ray says. “I’ve heard a shitload about you. Damn,” he says. “Damn.”
  


  
    He’s nodding and he’s smirking and he’s right. Seeing the two of them strikes the eye. At six foot and some change, Ray has a good foot on him, but they’re both strong, a tangle of triceps and traps. The way their bodies fit—one into the other, a socket joint or something fitting and right about their size—enthralls me.
  


  
    “Damn, Pa. Y’all look fucking good together,” I say, reaching for my camera. I could stare at this shit for hours, though they both shy away. My lover, with his thick-ass arms, his clean-cut fade, his Big Red breath, his chest stout as two fists that hints about what he can do, can’t stop grinning. It’s jokerish what he does with his face, his grip denting Mando’s biceps, squeezing 
     the muscle meat-belly. It’s obvious when his eyes go over Mando like palms or a tongue, and they stick, for a good moment, gripping the place where my homeboy’s neck parted once and skin grew over in a smooth heap of cells, off-color striations.
  


  
    “You know he used to be a cop,” I add, then, and Mando laughs, and Ray laughs, too, and this is gonna be hella good, I think with a bulge growing up in my shorts. I watch Ray’s hand, a vise, veiny, thick knuckled, resting on my homeboy’s shoulder. Knuckles near the swollen skin mound, and I wonder if he’ll touch it. Mando’s eyes take in Ray’s size. This was us, I think, the thought halting itself before it sets in, lays root, accelerates.
  


  
    By the pit, an old-school iron one my tio gave us when he, too, went to the pen, we eat and drink some and swap stories that hang in the air stiffly. August has its way with us; the beer sours our breath, and the heat moves in on us like enemies. Shirtless, Ray moves across the yard with five steps, dark patches forming atop his heart, the band of his shorts and the small of his back growing dark, too. He hasn’t shaven, and I’ve always gotten hard about him like this. The heat and the food loosen him up—he laughs rowdily, spit flying, offers Mando our spare room, and agrees to help him land a job here. “I know people,” Ray acknowledges proudly. Mesquite scents the air sweetly; whole logs disintegrate under the weight of the burn. Later, we laugh off the old days, our stupid-ass adventures, our errors, our small crimes. The dogs chew the uneaten gristle of steaks off our plates.
  


  
    And when the night steals in on our talk, Mando retires to the back room. My lover and I shower, and in my mouth Ray’s dick feels wide, fist-like, stout. I tug on his cock with my throat as we take turns soaping our backs and pits and his trunkish thighs, which quiver when I press at them with both of my thumbs. In front of my face, his foreskin retracts, the blood gushing into 
     him, and the fatness of his dick jumps; I can feel it in the pulse of my lungs. It’s new, though. Today, it feels new. He pumps his big cock into my face vigorously, and I say, “Not yet. Not yet.” But it’s too late. His knees buckle, and Ray has my tongue on his nuts; a heavy stream of white-boy cum streaks my nose and eyelids; it runs down my chin. “You like that daddy dick,” he whispers. “That big daddy dick.”
  


  
    In the shower fog, Ray is massive, larger than life. His biceps stretch like footballs or gourds. From his thickset knuckles, he feeds me his cum. My own cum spatters his ankles and feet.
  


  
    In bed, then, the television shooting off some “Law & Order” show, Ray reading a book about double-barrel shotguns and the untamable old West—Mando appears at our door. Above him, the transom feeds the hall, light shining over my homeboy’s skull, and he stands there for a whole moment, the light floating over and behind him, and he’s shirtless, his chest with its intricate maze of adelitas and the endless courage of head-dressed warriors, an hourglass, tallboy letters spelling where we come from pulled over the fur of his abdomen, a marvelous skyline of slim stout structures. Stray hairs jut over his waistband, waiting. It’s clear from the half-hard bulge in his shorts that he’s wanting to belong, to show us, to prove something, to join.
  


  
    “Ven. Come,” I motion, and the room goes quiet as a shoe.
  


  
    In a minute, homeboy has his shorts down at his ankles, and Ray’s wide hands grab at Mando’s thighs, which, dark and hairy, quake beneath what we do to him. Mando stands by the bed, and I’m behind him, my tongue shoved hard in between the crookedness of his teeth. We kiss his saliva minty and strict. My mouth sucking at the name on his neck, I run my hands over his ribs. They feel dented, stern. His nipples harden beneath my hands, the tufts of hair surrounding them, too. I’m reaching for his scar soon. It throbs, too, jabbing outward at the cool air, 
     at my lip, at my small eye, the full flat stretch of it above his jugular, terribly near that fat perfect vein.
  


  
    “You taste fucking good, guey,” I whisper, hoping my word makes its way down into his ear to his heart maybe or into his hole. “De verotas, guey.”
  


  
    “For the reals, Papa,” my homeboy repeats, and his voice, all two-hundred pounds of it, glides over my chin and up to my eyelids. I stare at the last name sprawled over his shoulders, a wing-like appendage, black and gray and firme. “This is good. This is prime,” he says with his tongue on my teeth. He knuckles my dick and whispers difficult shit.
  


  
    I want him to see what’s mine.
  


  
    I want him to see how good I have it now.
  


  
    I want my tongue to pull over his scalp again and again, and for that hissing sound never to abandon me. I want him to ache in that good way and to grind back on my dickhead with his hole, to pull my hips into his bones and to ask for me, to call me by my old name and grunt when I’m entering him.
  


  
    I want to see it: my cockhead leaning at his pinch; I want to watch his culo swallow me slowly, just the head first so that the tender part of him taunts me, and I want to watch each inch slide itself inside of him, each part of me stabbing at that tender piece. I want to feel his warmth consume the part of me that throbs for him: the first time feeling a vato’s warmth—I want that feeling to revive itself, to never end again, my hands gripping his thigh muscles, trying to fix him where he stands, and this is what I think when his voice flinches and he mouths, “Fuck me, pa. Gimme it. Put it in me, guey.”
  


  
    Slurping and gagging from the girth, Ray’s working Mando’s dick with his mouth and a hand, and his heavy-ass sac slaps at my vato’s chin. I can smell Ray’s saliva, and with my palm, I rub at Mando’s nuts from behind, and when I drop to my knees 
     and push my face between Mando’s asscheeks, he squeals and seems weak, and I inhale as far as I fucking can, enjoying this oddly enough, the vulnerability of an old homeboy turned criminal turned fuckbuddy parolee giving in to my tongue, and my lover’s stiff wide mouth running the underside, all green vein, of Mando’s pinto shaft. Lividly, I punch my tongue at his hole, and Mando, his spine undoing itself, bends over the bedside, his mouth falling easily over Ray’s firm cock. Massive, Ray’s hands grab at Mando’s neck; bark-like veins gnarl as he grips Mando’s scalp and rocks into him steadily, the stubble beneath Ray’s grasp.
  


  
    “Fuck him,” Ray directs. “Fuck him in the ass,” he says.
  


  
    It’s easier than I thought. Entering Mando, I imagine the hard sun and the truck that afternoon and my own dick, fat enough to stretch the walls of his throat, now hitting him deep inside, the soft grunts beginning to vacate his jaw.
  


  
    Ray kneels and throat-fucks him from the front.
  


  
    “Like that. Fuck, yeah. Asina,” I say, jamming my prick hard into his hole.
  


  
    Soon enough, we have Mando on his back. Ray pumps into his whole throat, makes the vato gag, and it’s rowdy what he does to my homeboy’s face. Slobber flies each time Ray pulls out of Mando’s mouth and shoves his dick far back inside his skull, far enough to see his dickhead bulge in the damaged skin of the vato’s throat.
  


  
    Near my own chin, I savor the feel of my homeboy’s calves, my mouth biting at his leg meat and heels, the leg hairs poking at my jaw, my nose, my eyelids. When I pull his feet to my lips, his ankles separate, and I’m feeling his hole clench over the root of my cock. “Like that,” I tell him. “Fuck, Pa. Fuck, Daddy,” I repeat.
  


  
    “You like that,” Ray says. “You like this.” And his hands tug 
     at my homeboy’s thighs, spreading him wide, letting me move that much deeper inside, my dick stretching out his hole so my balls swell and pull up and I know I’m about to bust my nut far inside him. The mattress here squalls, Mando producing an aching tough grunt from deep inside his belly.
  


  
    I’m huffing. Ray shoots first, a fat load over Mando’s temple and earlobe, and he feeds Mando from his fist like he’s fed me time and time again over the run of all these years. On Mando’s jaw the cum settles like it belongs, like a part of his skin has pushed itself outward and announced itself. It’s nice, the sound of Ray’s lungs uncoiling, the look of Mando’s eyes gazing up at Ray feeding him gobs of whiteness from his knuckle.
  


  
    And now Mando’s jerking himself hard, and it’s down, the moment two vatos come at once, my own cock sliding firm inside the pocket of his hole, rumbling, jerking itself with his tenderness on me. I come hard, and from the feel of his hole clenching my cock, I know this is rare, that it’s been a while for him, that he’s mine. Ours, I should say.
  


  
    The cum on his stomach covers the long gray letters someone over the years left there with a radio motor and a Bic pen, he tells us later, once our breathing has quelled; the cum sits there in a heavy spurt that reaches up over the vato’s ribs and his imperfect black rosary and the rapid pounding of his heart sac or muscle. Ray spells a word there with his forefinger and thumb while Mando, his chin slobbery and rich, tongues the tip of Ray’s fat daddy dick. And fast, instinctively, I put my mouth to the fleeting size of that word spinning atop his belly, some word; don’t know what word Ray has put there, but the word sitting over the gray block name. I want my mouth to go at it, and it does.
  

  
  


  
    BALL HAWKS
  


  
    Landon Dixon
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    I work for Hunk magazine. It’s a glossy monthly publication that profiles handsome male athletes and runs features on various sporting, health and lifestyle issues, catering to both men and women. I’ve only been on staff for about six months, so I’m the all-around gofer and sometime gaffer (on the photo shoots).
  


  
    The job doesn’t pay that great, but there are some excellent fringe benefits; the main one being the opportunity to ogle hunky men in their deliberately made skimpy uniforms and other athletic gear. There’re always at least two pictorials of male action figures provocatively posed in each issue.
  


  
    Ray Jacobs is the staff photographer, and from day one, he put me to use in helping him set up his equipment, decorating the small back-room set he uses to take his pics. I mentioned that one of my hobbies was photography and that I was a fan of the muscular male form. That got me in, I guess. I didn’t mention that I was more than just a fan; a hands- and mouth-on lover of the male form, in fact.
  


  
    Ray’s a raging heterosexual, himself, but he’s famed for his bulge shots; his ability, as he says, “to bring out the full charm of the male athlete.” Just like Barbara Walters can get her subjects to cry, Ray can get his to erect, really fill the jocks or Jockeys or swimsuits or biker shorts they’re wearing.
  


  
    He usually accomplishes that awesome feat by having Mindy, the unpaid college intern, help us out with a shoot. Mindy’s a blue-eyed blonde with a bubbly personality and shapely body. She likes to wear as little as possible as tightly as possible, and Ray will have her pose with the profiled athlete in his establishing shots—establishing a camera-friendly hard-on.
  


  
    Ray will get Mindy to bend over in front of a football player and hike a ball to him; get a basketball player to demonstrate how to body a crowding, pawing Mindy away from the b-ball; get a hockey player to gently display some of the more physical penalty infractions on the supple, sexy blonde.
  


  
    One day, though, things didn’t go exactly as planned for Ray.
  


  
    We were doing a spread on two of the top college football players, two gorgeous chocolate hunks that made my own equipment pad my shorts as soon as I laid eyes on them. One was a quarterback, Shawn, while the other was a wide receiver, Latroy. They played on the same team, were apparently best friends on and off the field, and were both expected to go high in the draft when they opted to turn professional.
  


  
    “This is Ty,” Ray said, introducing me to the guys. “He’ll be helping out on the shoot.”
  


  
    I shook Shawn’s large, warm hand, then Latroy’s, my big brown eyes wide as saucers, the blood boiling through my veins making my creamed coffee skin sing. These guys put the hunk in hunk-hunk.
  


  
    Shawn was tall and broad and beefy, with gray eyes and brown skin and close-clipped hair. His grin was wide and white 
     and welcoming, the muscles bulging on his arms and legs and chest rippling with delight at every move he made. Ray had already suited him up in a pair of shoulder pads, football pants and cleats. I cursed Lorraine, the managing editor, for sending me out on a coffee run when I should’ve been there for the wardrobe check.
  


  
    Latroy was even taller than Shawn, a lean-muscled, deep-black stretch of licorice sweetness. He had dark, twinkling eyes and a gleaming, shaved skull; a movie star profile and head-on, the most sensuous set of lips. Ray had outfitted him in a football helmet and mesh jersey and super-tight pair of white practice shorts.
  


  
    The men formed a combo too good to resist, chocolate thunder and lightning. My sweaty hands shook on the lights as I pushed them into position, and hung the green screen behind the pair, my eyes glued to them like a pro-football scout’s. They stood there in my spotlights chatting and laughing, my heart thumping in my chest like my cock was beating in my pants. I would’ve picked them both number ones.
  


  
    The setup was the simple green screen and the sexy men in their rule-breaking gear. Ray was going to insert various city backgrounds and skylines into the pics of the men later on, to show where the two All-Americans might end up playing professional American football.
  


  
    Now, he tossed a college football into the mix, as he got down to the business of pointing and clicking. And then, after a few dozen snaps from various angles and in various poses, Ray threw Mindy at the ball-tossing and bubbling pair.
  


  
    She was slutted up special for the occasion, obviously given advance notice of the twin blessings to be bestowed on our humble office that day, unlike myself. Her chest was stretch-wrapped in a pink tube top, her buns vacuum-packed in a pair 
     of purple shorts. She had my eyes popping, if not my dong.
  


  
    Ray got her to rough it up with the guys, running routes into their arms, draping her body over Latroy in extra-tight coverage, sacking Shawn for a sensuous loss. Then he had her back-peddle out of the fray. And the man himself was thrown for a loss. Because while the guys’ muscles were pumped up, the front of their pants and shorts weren’t.
  


  
    Ray frowned, snapping off a few more shots, getting Mindy to bounce around the room like she was actually busy. All to no avail: he just couldn’t get a rise out of the guys.
  


  
    “Uh, how ’bout we take a ten-minute break?” he said at last. “I’ve, uh, got to get some different lenses. Think up another game plan,” he muttered under his breath, as he stalked out of the room with Mindy in tow. The man never missed a good crotch-shot, if he could help it.
  


  
    I was left all alone with the two beautiful ballers. I polished the pole of a lamp stand and fondled a screw, casting sidelong glances at the dark and delicious pair.
  


  
    “Hey, Ty,” Shawn suddenly called, shocking me out of my stupor. “Catch!”
  


  
    He tossed the football at me in a perfect spiral. I caught it against my pounding chest.
  


  
    “Hey, man,” Latroy laughed, “you gotta use your hands.” He held out his—big, with long, slender fingers and soft, slightly lighter-toned palms.
  


  
    I heaved a wobbly spiral his way, and he easily snagged it with those skilled, expressive mitts of his, instantly bringing the ball down into his meshed, muscle-humped chest.
  


  
    “Hey, help us stay loose,” Shawn said, waving me over, the beef on his chest clenching as he moved his arm, puffy tan nipples catching the light and my sights.
  


  
    I raced into the game like the coach had just tapped me on 
     the shoulder as I sat on the bench. Shawn bent me over, stuck his hands in between my legs, rubbing against my thighs. I gripped the ball by the trembling point and waited for his signal, feeling the heat of his hands up and down my legs and into my groin; all the while staring up at Latroy waiting to cover me.
  


  
    “Hut-hut!” Shawn shouted.
  


  
    I hiked the ball and shot forward, darted right, left, turned, took the tip of the football in my chest and watched it bounce free, just as Latroy wrapped me up in his long, strong arms and lifted me right off the ground, carrying me back into Shawn’s huddle.
  


  
    The men laughed, squeezing me between them, tugging back and forth on my body like I was a fumble they were trying to scoop up and take for a score. I reveled in their touches, their embraces, feeling their warm hands and breath all over me. I looked down and noticed the bulge in Shawn’s tight-fitted football pants. I spun my head around, as Shawn ripped me free from his buddy’s grasp, and witnessed the equally impressive swelling in the front of Latroy’s stretched shorts.
  


  
    I almost shot my arms up into the air signaling touchdown, I was so pumped. Ray had never considered that option—the rugged pair of footballers was playing on my team.
  


  
    “What’s got you so excited?” Shawn breathed in my face, squeezing me tight. “You’re not making any progress.”
  


  
    “Oh, yeah?” I exulted, the man’s swollen cock pressing hot and throbbing into my hard-on. Latroy’s pumped snake was squeezing in between my buttcheeks from behind.
  


  
    “Brother doesn’t know the rules of the game,” Latroy said.
  


  
    “Oh, don’t I?” I responded, brash as a cocky rookie. I shuddered my rump up against Latroy’s dong and slid my erection up and down Shawn’s.
  


  
    The game got serious all of a sudden, the men feeling the 
     heat I was bringing. Shawn wetted his thick lips with the tip of his brilliant pink tongue and then planted the plush pair right on my lips. As Latroy hooked his teeth into my neck, he took a nip.
  


  
    I surged for the end zone. I was sandwiched in between the men, getting kissed softly by Shawn. His teammate tongued on my nape. I was in gridiron heaven!
  


  
    Shawn’s tongue flooded my mouth. I put my sticker in motion. Our slippery mouth-organs twisted and turned together in tight patterns, as our cocks squeezed, slid, glided shafts together.
  


  
    Latroy’s dong pressed deep as it could into my asscrack with my pants on, frotting my crack. He gripped my waist and licked my neck, pumping his hips. Cock was stroking my crack, cock stroking my cock. The play call was nudity.
  


  
    I slithered out of Shawn’s arms and down to my knees, assuming the two-point stance, glancing eagerly back and forth between the two bulging erections in the men’s clinging gear. They quickly got with the program, Latroy skinning down his shorts, Shawn his pants. I was no longer the meat in the sandwich; the meat was on either side of me, served straight out on sticks.
  


  
    Latroy’s cock was an even deeper shade of noir than the rest of him, but just as long and well cut, bulbed at the top with hood, at the bottom with balls. Those balls were shaven smooth as his entire luscious, licorice form.
  


  
    Shawn’s cock was thicker, beefier, a brown, turgid appendage that twitched, straining, up to my pouty lips. I looked up at the man, slid neon-pink tongue out between my lips and touched the slit of his member. He jerked, muscles on his massive thighs jumping.
  


  
    I spun my sweet tongue around and around Shawn’s mushroomed cap. Then I swiveled, licked Latroy’s slit, mopped 
     his cock-top with my budded pleasure tool. He grunted and bounced up onto his toes, his cock jumping before me.
  


  
    I grabbed hold of Latroy’s dong. It filled my pale palm with throbbing black heat. I turned, took Shawn’s knob into my mouth and sucked, tugging on Latroy’s prick.
  


  
    The two men really got into the game then, removing their shoulder pads and mesh wear, shuffling close to each other and throwing an arm around each other’s shoulders, serving up their cocks side by side. I tugged on the hood of one with my lips, pulling on the other with my hand. Then I reversed field, sucking on the other bloated cap, stroking the other pulsating shaft. The boys watched me, kissing, entwining their own tongues for my viewing pleasure and their further arousal. They played it close all right.
  


  
    Clutching Shawn’s cock skin-tight with my grasping fingers, I opened my mouth up wide and pushed my head forward and swallowed half of Latroy’s cock. He bucked, shooting another inch or so inside, moaning into Shawn’s open mouth.
  


  
    I sealed my lips tight around his shaft and bobbed my head, sucking on the ebony pipe. As I pulled on Shawn’s club, Latroy’s dong filled my mouth. His cock popped against the back of my throat. I looked up, sucking, tugging. The men were skimming their hands all over each other’s bare chests, plucking dark, jutting nipples with their dexterous fingers.
  


  
    I popped off Latroy’s cock and inhaled Shawn’s prick down to his balls. The big man groaned. He grabbed on to my semi-fro and pumped his hips, fucking my mouth, churning his cock through my lips and along my tongue and just about down my throat.
  


  
    I bounced my head back and forth between the two men, blowing one cock, then the other, fisting both to beat the pregame band. It was a tailgate special, the beefy tube-steaks 
     sizzling in my sucking mouth and pumping hands.
  


  
    The guys had to pull back a few yards before they shot the works. Then they positioned me down on all fours, stripping away my pants, exposing my own third and long leg. Shawn found the lube in my pocket and greased his dick with strong, sure strokes, deliciously scrubbing my crack while Latroy stretched out on the floor and held his dong up as a target for my hungry mouth.
  


  
    The receiver passed his cock off to me, and I dropped my mouth down onto his glistening hood then his shaft. It was bombs-away as I grasped his balls and dick. I felt Shawn motioning at my backfield, pulling a cheek aside with one hand, poking meaty hood up against my pucker with the other.
  


  
    I bore down on Latroy’s night-shaded stake, wiggling my bum at Shawn. The strong-armed quarterback reared back and speared my ring, broke through and passed swollen shaft into my chute. He went in so fast and smooth and blissful it made my bobbing head spin.
  


  
    Shawn gripped my waist and slammed my butt. He drilled his fundamentals into me, going deep, matching the pace I was setting cock-sucking Latroy. It was team spirit of the most intimate kind. I was rocked to and fro by Shawn’s pounding dong, on Latroy’s thrusting dong.
  


  
    Meat filled my ass and mouth, pumping me at both ends. I shimmered all over with sexual electricity, getting plugged and plugged into. In the heated scramble, the wicked buffeting, I somehow managed to grab on to my own cock and stroke.
  


  
    My dong was a numbed length of flapping steel. Two tugs were all it took, the cocks sawing my chute and craw heightening every sensation. I jerked with orgasm between the two men, spraying out pure white joy.
  


  
    Shawn grunted and banged me in a frenzy, blasting my 
     bowels with heated sperm. Latroy’s fingernails bit into my scalp and his cock seized up in my mouth, spurting down my throat. The three of us thundered with orgasm, the footballers dousing me with more than a bucket of Gatorade.
  


  
    By the time Ray finally returned to the scene of the shoot and shoot-off, we were all back in formation. He glanced at the men’s once-again flaccid groins and sighed, shrugging his shoulders at me.
  


  
    I smiled sympathetically at the guy then with satisfaction at the two gridiron studs. I was more than ecstatic at having been presented with the game balling of a lifetime.
  

  
  


  
    THE ONE IN THE MIDDLE
  


  
    Dominic Santi
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    I love being fucked while I’m kissing a man who’s being fucked. My boyfriend, Peter, shares the same proclivity. We also like variety in our other lovers. For both Peter and me, an evening of menages with friends is the hottest sex in the world.
  


  
    Unfortunately, we both want to be the one in the middle. After much very satisfying experimentation, we decided the best way to get what we wanted, every time, was to share our favorite position. So now, when other men join us in our queen-size bed, a frequent occurrence in our sex-soaked boudoir, Peter and I, lip-locked like copulating snakes, become “the one in the middle” together.
  


  
    Fuck, it gets me off. His favorite position for the rest of his body is lying on his back with his head in the middle of the bed, his hips on the edge. His sun-bleached hair falls softly on the pristine white sheets, his gray eyes sparkling as he grins. Tonight he shoves a pillow under his ass and lifts his legs, tipping back so his half-hard dick lies leaking on the line of dark blond hair 
     leading down from his belly button to the tiny thatch on his pubes. Just looking at him makes my dick drool.
  


  
    His shoulders wriggle against the sheets, his muscles flexing. The band of Celtic knots around his right biceps dances as he grips his knees. He pulls his tanned, lightly furred thighs up and out, spreading them wide over the ocean of one-thousand-count Egyptian cotton beneath him. We’re both such sensation sluts. Just seeing him moving on the bed is so fucking hot.
  


  
    I kneel on the opposite side of the mattress and bend over, my ass in the air, my weight on my elbows. My arms rest beside his left shoulder, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off his skin. Close enough for me to appreciate the contrast of my darker skin beside his. I lean over to kiss him, long and slow and wet.
  


  
    “Hey, sweetie,” he whispers as we both come up for air. I laugh and kiss him again, moaning in pleasure as we both wriggle against the soft, cotton sheets. Our sheets put a huge dent in our budget. After every night of menages, we’re buried in laundry. It’s so fucking worth it.
  


  
    For a moment, I ignore the voices around us, but I can’t help smiling. Kyle has stepped up between Peter’s legs. My honey hasn’t seen him yet: short, stout, muscular Kyle with the buzz-cut black hair and ripped abs and the nipple rings shining in the dark fur covering his chest. His dick isn’t particularly long, but it’s the thickest slab of cock I’ve ever seen. There’s no way in hell I’d let him up my ass. Peter knows this. He knows my pretty pink sphincter cringes just thinking about it!
  


  
    Peter always lets him in. What I love best is sucking my sweetie’s tongue while he’s being penetrated. He goes all soft and sensitive. His entire body is so relaxed and loving and, well, receptive. It makes my own ass hungry to be filled. Desperately hungry.
  


  
    With Kyle’s first touch, Peter moans in anticipation. The sounds Peter makes tell me what Kyle is doing. A long, slow rim job. Lots of lube and stretching. Then more lube—a lot more! Peter and I kiss and suck, moving just enough to keep my arms from going numb, loving each other’s mouths, playing with our dicks, breathing as one man as we offer our holes to the men who will take pleasure from them.
  


  
    I shudder in bliss as fingers stroke me, tongues rim, and cocks take turns sliding in and riding me hard. I kiss Peter, sharing my pleasure with him. I’ve been fucked by four guys by the time Kyle starts inching up Peter’s ass. I haven’t come yet, but my hole is deliciously loose. My joy-spot hums as my dick goes hard and soft and hard again while I kiss and tongue my honey’s mouth. Peter pants and moans. He whispers filthy, pleading fuck words, telling me how his shaft is leaking onto his belly as Kyle works him open.
  


  
    “It burns!” he pants against my lips. “Unh, unh, UNH!” His breath is warm and frantic. He smells of Bacardi and Coke and the Thai food we had for dinner. He tips his head back, opening his mouth wide, giving me his tongue to suck. When I open my eyes, I can see Kyle’s wrists, showing just beneath the rounded edges of Peter’s balls. Kyle’s arms are moving slowly and firmly, rocking side to side, ruthlessly stretching my sweetie’s asshole open. Kyle meets my eyes, grinning wickedly. He holds his arms wide apart, pulling until the cords pop in his forearms.
  


  
    “Open,” he growls. Peter keens into my lips.
  


  
    Precum sluices through my dick. Ricco is fucking me. I recognize the delectable curve of his long, slender dick. He shafts me slowly, sliding exquisitely through my well-used asslips. He doesn’t mind being fourth. He likes a leisurely fuck in an accommodating hole. Mine is exceptionally accommodating. His balls bounce softly against mine. I suck Peter’s tongue, my 
     lips tightening as I draw him deep. My asshole twitches in a futile attempt to clench Ricco’s shaft. He laughs and fucks me harder.
  


  
    “Don’t even think about it, dude.” His balls slap against mine. “Your hole’s so loose I could drive a fucking truck through it!” I groan as he grinds deep. “Or my big ol’ dick!”
  


  
    Peter shivers and opens his mouth wider, giving me more of his tongue as he groans against me. I close my eyes, listening to the slap, slap of Ricco’s balls against my sac, enjoying how my lover enjoys hearing the sound of me being fucked.
  


  
    Peter’s next moan is softer, the shiver deeper. Kyle has taken one glistening hand from Peter’s ass. Kyle grabs the lube. He holds the bottle over Peter’s ass and squeezes out another long, clear stream. Peter shudders. He has told me so often how he loves the cold shock of lube inside him, just before he’s pierced by a big, hot cock. I take his shudder in my mouth, kissing him, kissing and kissing and kissing while Ricco’s cock thrusts in my hole, until finally I have to come up for air.
  


  
    Kyle’s grin splits his face. While I was distracted by Peter’s tongue, Kyle has covered himself with a thickly ribbed condom. My sweetie is all about sensation. Kyle pours lube on his fat, monster cock. I smile against Peter’s lips, kissing him again, my lips curving so much I almost break the connection between us.
  


  
    “Mmm!”
  


  
    Peter’s moans are getting louder. Kyle has one hand on Peter’s hip, the other guiding his sledgehammer dick in. Ricco is fucking me more slowly now, but his cock is twitching. He’s breathing hard. He is close to coming, but he’s trying not to bounce me around too much while Kyle is sliding in. Ricco knows Peter needs me sucking his tongue to keep him relaxed enough to take that huge, meaty slab.
  


  
    Despite our deep tongue-kissing, Peter’s body is tightening. 
     Wordless cries vibrate against my lips. Kyle is pressing through my honey’s gate. My body stiffens, too, my ass trying to squeeze Ricco’s cock.
  


  
    “Easy, dude,” he murmurs, stroking my back. He pauses with just the tip inside me, holding me open, making me wait to be fucked again as I force myself to relax my body, relax my mouth. With my lips soft and dripping spit, I shove my tongue in Peter’s mouth, breathing with him, helping him keep his mouth open, helping him stay open, keep his asshole open as Kyle relentlessly presses in.
  


  
    Even my eyes are open. I can see both of Kyle’s hands, one on Peter’s hip, one holding his cock steady as he leans forward, spearing Peter’s ass. Peter’s breath is frantic, his cries almost sobs. “Jerk your cock,” Kyle growls.
  


  
    I close my eyes, twist my body so I can reach my cock, ignoring even the heavenly feel of Ricco sliding back through my asshole as I concentrate on the feel of Peter’s tongue on mine, the feel of my hand on my cock as our tongues lash deeper, harder, stronger.
  


  
    Peter’s shoulder tenses against me, his hand moving in rhythm with mine. He strains, bearing down. Now he is sucking my tongue, drawing me in. He stiffens, then he is wailing into my mouth, vibration electrifying my tongue as he arches against me. Kyle’s stiff, fat cock is sliding through my lover’s hole. Peter cries like a wounded bird, wordless “eee’s” piercing my ears as he trembles uncontrollably against me.
  


  
    “Yeah, baby! Let me in!” Kyle’s growl is deep and unyielding. He knows how much my lover needs the reassurance that Kyle is not going to stop—no matter what, no matter how much Peter yells and shakes. My sweetie’s ass is going to be fucked and fucked well. His ass is going to be taken by a man who will not hear the word no. A man who has negotiated with 
     him, in advance, that unless I say to stop, that man is going to fuck my honey’s quivering, clenching hole until it milks the cum through the cocktube fucking him, until my lover howls as his own dick shoots.
  


  
    Peter shrieks. I come on the sheets, my dick spurting as I frantically suck my lover’s tongue. Ricco is laughing, pounding me hard and fast now, fucking toward his own climax as I shake beneath him. My ass is twitching. Ricco knows I’m coming, but that fucker won’t stop. He knows that as much as I love being fucked, his dick isn’t what’s making me come. I’m coming because I know Kyle’s cock is finally spearing deep up my honey’s ass. Kyle’s fat, stiff, sausage dick is tunneling through my sweetie’s hole, stretching it so wide and making it burn so bad, my lover’s dick can’t help drooling. Peter’s hand grips the side of my head, yanking my hair until it feels like he’s pulling it out by the roots.
  


  
    I open my eyes to see streams of precum oozing onto my sweetie’s belly. His other hand is on his dick, pulling the flushed red skin over his stiff, slick shaft. Kyle is fucking deep and slowly now. Peter’s mouth is finally relaxing. He peppers my lips with light, frantic kisses. His lips are all over the place, like he can’t control where they’re landing. In back of me, Ricco stiffens and moans, shaking as he slams in deep, emptying himself up my ass.
  


  
    I shudder through his come, shake more as he slowly pulls free. I love feeling the difference between the thrust of a hungry dick and the leisurely retreat of a spent one. He steps away, then someone else steps in back of me. I hear a condom wrapper tearing. Lube squirts. A different, tenor chuckle. Jaden. I relax against Peter’s lips. Jaden’s dick is average, but he has huge, heavy balls and he lasts forever. He lasts as long as Kyle does.
  


  
    Maybe I’ll get to come again when Peter does. I love it when 
     we come together. And Kyle will make sure my sweetie comes so hard he howls.
  


  
    Kyle has lifted Peter’s ankles to his shoulders. Kyle has one hand on the bed, supporting his weight. The other is wrapped firmly around Peter’s balls, rolling them, tugging the wrinkled pink sac as Peter moans and arches up. Peter’s balls are deliciously sensitive. He opens his mouth farther, sucks tentatively on my tongue, trembling softly as I moan and press against him.
  


  
    Jaden’s thrusts are deep and rhythmic, each long, slow stroke drawing sensation through the entire length of my chute. He grabs my hips, tipping me forward as he slides in deep—and grinds, right into my joy-spot. I buck up, crying out into Peter’s mouth as hot precum leaks through my cock. Precum mixed with the last drops from my first orgasm. Fuck, oh fuck, it feels good! Peter sucks my tongue hard, his voice rising as he shudders against me.
  


  
    Jaden reaches between my legs. He grabs my balls. Tugging. Squeezing just the right amount to make them climb my throbbing dick. Peter is bucking against me. Our mouths are open like anacondas, sliding on our spit as our tongues move frantically over each other. An unexpected cry rises in my throat. Jaden’s dick is punching my prostate. The cum is rising from my balls, from my almost painfully squeezed balls.
  


  
    Peter bows up against me, his whole body stiff as a lance. His wails move over my teeth. Lava-hot cum erupts through my dick. Then Peter is shaking and howling, bucking against me as I jerk against him, our dicks spurting in blinding, perfect orgasms as I yell until my throat hurts.
  


  
    Afterward, Peter and I lie quietly against each other, kissing and tonguing, our deep, rhythmic breathing once again perfectly matched as Kyle and Jaden fuck us until their dicks are finally spent, too. It takes them a long time, but I don’t care. Peter 
     doesn’t seem to mind either. The air is ripe with the smell of sweat and ass and lube. The sheets are wet beneath us and the voices of our lovers echo in the background. My hole is raw and tender. Peter’s quivers tell me his is, too. We grin tiredly against each other’s lips, letting our wasted holes bring pleasure to the men who have brought us such exquisite pleasure as well. Once again, we are both exactly where we want to be—sandwiched together as one man, the one in the middle, together.
  

  
  


  
    SECURITY-GUARD SANDWICH
  


  
    Christopher Pierce
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    Mitch and I were lying on the floor, blowing each other 69-style when they caught us.
  


  
    Mitch was hot! He was a hockey player with bulky calf and bicep muscles, stocky, firm and hairy just how I like my guys.
  


  
    We’d met in college and had been fuck-buddies ever since. Now in our late twenties, we still got together two or three times a week to screw our brains out at my place or his. But sometimes Mitch liked doing it outside and that particular day he had come up with a crazy place for us to fuck.
  


  
    He thought it would be cool to explore the antiquated military catacombs at Camp Crescent, near our hometown on the Oregon Coast. We had gone there for school retreats as kids, and he wanted to see the old place again. The catacombs were a massive concrete complex of rooms connected by narrow corridors, partially underground. We had assumed it had been used for protection against attacks from the water in the world wars.
  


  
    Of course by “explore,” Mitch meant find a good place to fuck me senseless in.
  


  
    We easily snuck into the camp and quickly found a room in the catacombs that overlooked the beach but was mostly hidden from the outside. Being summer, it wasn’t too cold, but the late afternoon sun was waning fast.
  


  
    Wasting no time, we flung off our clothes, sank to the floor and assumed the position, gobbling each other’s cocks like the tasty treats they were. I loved having Mitch inside me. Sixty-nining like this was one of our favorite positions, and these military catacombs were definitely one of the most unusual places we’d fucked, so I figured it was going to be an afternoon to remember.
  


  
    Little did I know it was about to get even more memorable.
  


  
    A loud voice shocked and echoed around us.
  


  
    “What the hell is going on in here?” The voice was rough, low, masculine.
  


  
    My buddy’s cock popped out of my mouth at the same instant that I yanked mine out of his. We scrambled up to see what had intruded on our supposed isolation, our mouths hanging open in surprise.
  


  
    Two men stood in the entrance to our little fuck-den. They wore security guard uniforms.
  


  
    Mitch and I stared at them like deer in the proverbial headlights.
  


  
    “What the fuck is this?” one of them said.
  


  
    “Stop right where you are!” This came from the other.
  


  
    They walked farther in and we could see them more clearly.
  


  
    The taller one, whose badge read RODGERS, was probably in his late thirties. He was built and burly, filling up his short-sleeved uniform nicely with round biceps, a flat belly and bulky calf muscles. He had a high-and-tight haircut and square-jawed 
     face with piercing blue eyes that seemed to look right through us. The basket of his tight pants was full and promising. He was obviously the older, more experienced of the two security guards.
  


  
    The other one, whose badge said DESMOND, was much younger, probably our age, mid to late twenties. He was good-looking in a Boy Scout kind of way with short, sandy-brown hair and pretty but nervous green eyes. He was lean and slender, his body strong and coltish. Officer Desmond also had a tempting bulge in the crotch of his pants.
  


  
    “This is government property. You have no right to be here. You’re under arrest for trespassing, indecent exposure and lewd conduct,” Officer Rodgers said.
  


  
    “I’ll make a deal with you,” I said.
  


  
    “You’re not getting out of this, punk!” the younger guard said, his eyes darting from me, to Mitch, to his partner. It was obvious he wanted to impress the older man—it was even possible this was the rookie’s first duty shift out in the park.
  


  
    “I’m not trying to get out of anything,” I said. “All I’m asking is that you let my buddy here go, I’ll stay, and after ten minutes if you still want to arrest me, I’ll go quietly.”
  


  
    “What are you doing?” Mitch asked me; with eyes that said, Are you crazy?
  


  
    I ignored him.
  


  
    “What is he talking about?” Desmond asked.
  


  
    “He’s talking about services to be rendered,” Rodgers said, his eyes never leaving mine.
  


  
    “What?”
  


  
    Clearly Officer Desmond was not the brightest recruit in his security training class.
  


  
    “How ’bout it, gentlemen?” I asked.
  


  
    “All right, cocksucker,” said Rodgers. “We’ll try it your way.”
  


  
    The officer pointed at Mitch.
  


  
    “Get out of here,” he said.
  


  
    Mitch looked at me. I gave him a reassuring wave.
  


  
    “Go ahead,” I said. “I got this.”
  


  
    Reluctantly he got to his feet, quickly dressed and left.
  


  
    “Don’t let me catch you around here again!” Officer Desmond barked after him.
  


  
    “Chill out, Desmond,” the older guard said, then looked at me, still on my knees.
  


  
    “All right, cocksucker,” Rodgers said, walking over to me. “Let’s see what you can do.”
  


  
    “Bring it,” I said, when the security guard’s crotch was right in front of my face. The burly officer unzipped his pants, reached into his boxers and pulled his cock out.
  


  
    “Okay, punk,” he said, “amaze me.”
  


  
    Officer Rodgers’s cock was a sight to behold. It was big and long, eight or nine inches soft, and uncut, the sensitive head protected by its hood of foreskin. My mouth started to water, as it did whenever presented with a formidable dick. Time to work my magic. I brought my face into his crotch from below, loving the feeling of his soft cock and furry bull-balls on my face. I just nuzzled there for a few minutes, luxuriating in the glory of what I consider the most beautiful and powerful parts of a man’s body. I buried my nose and mouth in Officer Rodgers’s plump, hairy ball sac and just breathed it in, savoring the scents—musk and sweat. I let the sac fall over my face and I turned my attention to his turgid tube of muscle, which was still soft. I guess it needed undivided attention before it gifted its worshipper with erection.
  


  
    “This is...” Desmond sputtered. I’d almost forgotten he was there. “This is not regulation!”
  


  
    “Officer Desmond,” Rodgers said calmly, “shut up. Let the 
     cocksucker do his thing. If you interrupt again, you don’t get a turn.”
  


  
    Desmond scowled but said nothing.
  


  
    I returned my focus to the task at hand. I ran the bridge of my nose up and down Officer Rodgers’s shaft, as if trying to remember every shape, every curve, and every vein with tactile contact. I kissed his cock. It stirred like a dragon waking from deep slumber, a dragon that spewed white fire. I opened my mouth and gently coaxed the security guard’s cock to erect life as it hardened.
  


  
    He growled above, sounding like a bear that had just found a big piece of dripping honeycomb slathered with sweet, sticky goodness. In my peripheral vision I could see Desmond watching us intently, one hand now between his legs, rubbing himself through his uniform pants.
  


  
    It was time to do the deed.
  


  
    I stretched my neck up to accommodate the vertical height and length of the older man’s dick. When I was high enough I opened my mouth and took his cockhead between my lips. It was wonderful, full and hard and desperate for my attention. Once I had the entire head inside my warm, wet mouth I went exploring, sticking my tongue under his foreskin. Rodgers groaned above me. I wondered how long it had been since he had been orally serviced. Clearly it was too long, because he suddenly grabbed me by the ears and fucked my face savagely. Within seconds he was climaxing and shooting his sticky, salty load down my throat.
  


  
    I was still swallowing when Rodgers pushed me away and Desmond grabbed me.
  


  
    “My turn!” Desmond said, his voice eager. “Open up, cocksucker!”
  


  
    Being in no position to talk, I concentrated on the next dick 
     that needed my attention. Desmond’s cock was good sized, cut with a flaring purple mushroom head that was leaking precum. Of course, I’d only had a few seconds to look at it before the young security guard had pressed it against my lips and I’d opened wide to take it in. It slid into my mouth nicely.
  


  
    “He feels good, sir!” Desmond said to his partner, sounding like he’d never had his cock sucked before. I suppose not, at least not by a man. As I sucked the young security guard I was sitting on my haunches on the cold cement floor, still completely naked. It was almost dark. The air was getting chillier by the minute. I slurped on Desmond’s boner until suddenly I felt hands on my hips. It was Rodgers. He lifted my hips up until I was on my hands and knees between them, Desmond in front of me and Rodgers behind me.
  


  
    “What are you doing, sir?” Desmond asked, his voice cracking a little with pleasure from my expert oral service.
  


  
    “We’re gonna plug him at both ends,” Rodgers said. He must’ve taken off his pants and knelt down behind me because I could suddenly feel his fat pecker nosing at my asshole.
  


  
    “Outstanding, sir!” Desmond said.
  


  
    And to think he hadn’t thought my offer was a viable solution.
  


  
    I tried to concentrate on chowing down on Desmond’s tool and not think about the thick, veiny boner that was about to penetrate me from behind. I must’ve shivered because Rodgers put a big meaty paw on my ass and growled, “Little cold, man? Not for long—my sausage is about to warm you up real nice.” He slapped my ass with relish. “Haven’t fucked me some good ass in a long time,” he said.
  


  
    “You’ve done this before, sir?” Desmond asked, surprisingly.
  


  
    “Yeah, sure,” the older man said as he pushed the head of his cock past the ring of muscle that guarded my asshole. I grunted loudly.
  


  
    “Desmond,” Rodgers said, “keep him quiet, will ya?”
  


  
    “Yes, sir,” the younger man said. He slapped the side of my head lightly.
  


  
    “Shut up!” Desmond barked. “Take it like a man!”
  


  
    Rodgers laughed.
  


  
    “Sounds like you’re getting the hang of this,” he said.
  


  
    “Yeah,” Desmond said gutturally. The encouragement must’ve gone to his head, because, suddenly not content to just let me suck and tongue his tool, he started face-fucking me, pulling himself almost all the way out of my mouth and then pushing his dick back in ’til it hit the back of my throat. I moved my head with him, trying to give him the best blow job I could.
  


  
    Rodgers put both hands on my hips, getting himself, and me, into the best fucking position. His cock felt huge in my ass, and it was just the head of it. The older security guard started moving into me, pushing inch after slow inch into my asshole. I shivered again, and this time he put a reassuring hand on the small of my back.
  


  
    “Steady there,” he said, suddenly sounding gentle. Just that kind tone from his mouth got me excited and grateful. I wasn’t going anywhere—after all, this deal had been my idea—these guys could be as rough or as easy with me as they pleased. Compared to the tough and raw mouth-fuck Desmond was giving me, Rodgers was being good to me. Instead of slamming into me full throttle he was taking it slower.
  


  
    I decided I liked Rodgers better of the two of them.
  


  
    If my mouth hadn’t been occupied, I would’ve been panting by then, begging Rodgers to skewer me like the piece of meat I was. Desmond’s hammering up front was actually pushing me backward, making me impale myself on the older man’s cock.
  


  
    “Fuck!” Rodgers said, and sped up his rhythm.
  


  
    The intensity of the ass-fucking I was receiving was 
     increasing—Officer Rodgers was nearly ready to blow a load again after that gusher he’d shot down my throat a few minutes ago. I wondered if he was married.
  


  
    But my attention was forcibly returned to Officer Desmond, who had grabbed the back of my head and was crushing my face into his crotch. His cock pulsated in my mouth like a rocket counting down to takeoff.
  


  
    “I’m gonna come!” he said breathlessly.
  


  
    “Go for it,” Rodgers said as he pumped my butt with his own power tool.
  


  
    “Oh YEAH!” the young security guard said, as he shot a big load of jizz into me. I gulped it down but it kept coming so I just kept swallowing until he was done.
  


  
    “Holy fuck that was hot,” Desmond said, as he let go of my head and stepped back a pace or two.
  


  
    “I’m right behind you, rookie!” Officer Rodgers said, as he slid his dick out of my ass. I gasped at its sudden absence and collapsed onto the floor. I heard the slurping sound of Rodgers fisting his cock and a second later—“I’m coming!”—I felt his load splatter all over my butt and back as the big guy jerked himself to ecstasy.
  


  
    “Outstanding,” said Desmond.
  


  
    When everyone had caught his breath, we all got to our feet and started putting our clothes back on.
  


  
    “Should we take him in, sir?” the younger security guard asked his superior. I looked desperately at Rodgers—surely they were going to honor our agreement! Rodgers gave me a little smile and turned to his partner.
  


  
    “No, Officer Desmond,” he said, “a deal’s a deal.” Then he looked at me with grudging admiration. “Not bad, cocksucker,” he said. “I’ve had better, but not bad.”
  


  
    “Thank you, sir,” I said with a smile of my own. By then 
     everyone was dressed and standing.
  


  
    “Now,” Officer Rodgers said to me. “You get the hell out of here. If we catch you and your friend fucking around in here again”—I was already heading out the door, but I turned back to see the older security guard grinning again—“we might have to pork both your asses.”
  


  
    I nodded and headed out of there toward the camp’s exit. I grabbed my cell phone out of my pocket and punched in Mitch’s number. I couldn’t wait to tell him I’d been meat...in a security-guard sandwich!
  

  
  


  
    THE SEDUCTION OF FATHER JAMES
  


  
    Morgan Honeyman
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    I straightened and stretched out my back. Up on the hill, where my church had stood for the last two hundred years, I could see the city of Paris in all its glory. It was a wonderful place to be but looking after my flock and keeping the grounds neat and tidy were getting to be too much. Not physically; I was strong and hearty. I just had no time for myself, no time to develop any interests outside the church. I turned to see a young man leaning on the metal railings.
  


  
    The old longings, the ones I had denied for so long, woke at the sight of the long legs encased in torn jeans.
  


  
    “Can I help you?” I walked toward the stranger, my cock already hardening with arousal.
  


  
    “I was thinking it was more that I could help you.”
  


  
    “What do you mean?” I asked, looking over the dirty blond curls and full mouth and pushing away the sinful thought of what I’d really like help with.
  


  
    “There’s a lot of tidying up to do, and you look tired. How 
     about I take over and you provide me with a meal?”
  


  
    I hesitated. “I don’t know.”
  


  
    “What harm can it do? And it would be a mutually beneficial arrangement.”
  


  
    I consider the proposition for a moment and nodded. “Chicken stew and bread all right?”
  


  
    Standing at the sink a short while later, I looked out of the kitchen window and watched the young man weeding, digging and tidying. Reaching down, I allowed myself a feel of my cock. I was tempted to take it out and seek some release as I watched the enticing sight in front of me, but years of denial ran deep. Instead I opened the back door and called out, “Food’s ready.”
  


  
    I watched as the younger man stripped off his shirt and washed in the kitchen sink. His body didn’t have an ounce of spare fat and by the looks of the taut muscles he was used to hard, physical work.
  


  
    “What’s your name?”
  


  
    “Luc,” the stranger answered. “Do you mind if I leave my shirt off while I eat? It’s too grubby to wear in good company.” His smile lit up his face but didn’t hide the sadness in his eyes.
  


  
    “No, I don’t mind.” We shook hands. “I’m Father James, but just call me James, and thank you for offering to help.”
  


  
    “I’d nothing better to do, nowhere else to go and I’m hungry.”
  


  
    “Sit down, help yourself.” I poured us both glasses of wine and watched as Luc ate the food like he’d not eaten in days. When we’d both finished, we sat around the fire eating Cherry Clafoutis. “What you were saying earlier, are you telling me you’ve nowhere to sleep tonight?”
  


  
    Luc shook his head. “My landlord kicked me out.”
  


  
    “Why?”
  


  
    “He didn’t like that I brought other men back to my room.”
  


  
    I reached over and squeezed Luc’s broad shoulder. “You poor thing. I have a spare room, you can stay tonight and tomorrow we will see if we can find you somewhere more suitable.” I let my hand linger on the hard muscle but before I knew what he was doing, Luc had thrown himself on the floor and was hugging my knees in thanks. I prayed to my god that he couldn’t feel my rock-hard shaft pressing into his cheek.
  


  
    “Thank you, Father, I can’t thank you enough. I’ll do whatever you like to make up for your kindness.”
  


  
    Images of his writhing body under me flooded into my mind. I pulled him to his feet. “Stand up, you don’t have to kneel to me and if you feel the need to thank me I can give you more jobs in the morning, in exchange for breakfast. For now I’ll show you to your room.”
  


  
    Later, I sat on my bed looking into the mirror that was on the chest of drawers. It was angled perfectly so I could see across the landing. Luc walked into the bathroom and I gave a silent thank-you that the door was left open enough for me to get a good view of the young man stripping off his clothes. Looking over the firm thighs, tight butt and muscular shoulders, I stifled a groan of approval and then one of disappointment as Luc disappeared out of view when he climbed in the bath.
  


  
    Searching through my wardrobe, I pulled out an old dressing gown, walked over to the bathroom and knocked on the door. “I’ve an old robe for you. I’ll hang it on the door.”
  


  
    “Do you want to bring it in?”
  


  
    I hesitated. I’d never seen another man naked, only imagined it, and now I didn’t know if I was strong enough to resist. I walked in averting my gaze from the body that was already taunting me with its promise of forbidden pleasure.
  


  
    “I’ll hang it here; oh, and I’ll sort you some pajamas out, it’s cold in these bedrooms.”
  


  
    “No need, I prefer to sleep naked.”
  


  
    “Oh.” My mouth dried up at the image his words conjured up in my mind and I had to swallow and lick my lips to stop them sticking together.
  


  
    “Why don’t you sit over there and we can talk while I have a good soak. It’s a while since I had a bath and I’d like to take full advantage.”
  


  
    I pulled down the toilet lid and sat down only half listening, my attention wandering to my almost painful erection and the need for some sort of release.
  


  
    “How long have you been a priest?”
  


  
    “All my life, or it seems like it.”
  


  
    “So you’ve never married?”
  


  
    “No, this life is all I’ve ever known.” So few words that covered so many long, frustrating nights.
  


  
    “Don’t you get lonely?”
  


  
    “Sometimes but my parishioners keep me busy.”
  


  
    “But still...” He stood abruptly. “Pass me the towel.”
  


  
    Once again, I averted my gaze as I passed him the towel. “Good night, I hope you sleep well. I rise early; I’ll try not to wake you.”
  


  
    I marched over to my bedroom and shut the door, falling to my knees and praying for the strength to resist the lure of the semi-naked man only yards from me. Half an hour later, lying in bed and far from sleep, I allowed myself the sin of self-abuse. My cock was as hard as iron and I so needed the release. With the image of the young man in the bath before me it didn’t take more than a few strokes. Biting my lip, I stifled the best climax I’d had in years. I fell asleep with the thought that in the morning, Luc could be gone and so could the little possessions and money I had.
  


  
    Two days later, Luc was still doing odd jobs for me, still 
     sleeping in the spare room, and it felt like torture but it was a torment I didn’t want to end.
  


  
    “I’ve finished the flower beds.” He gave me a smile that went straight to my groin.
  


  
    “Can you go into town and get this shopping? I’ve got to visit Madame Allander; her husband died last night.”
  


  
    I watched as Luc cycled down the hill, unsure whether that would be the last I saw of the bike and the money and realizing I cared for neither but wanted desperately for Luc to come back. Each evening I had watched in the bedroom mirror as he stripped off, and then jerked off while I imagined his naked body in the bath. I’d gone from a man who hardly thought about sex to a demon that had to have release twice a day.
  


  
    The visit to the widow took longer than I expected as most of the family seemed unable to come to terms with the death of the ninety-year-old, and I trudged back to my church and home with a heavy heart. At the leaping fire and rich smell of beef cooking on the stove I felt dizzy with happiness. Luc was at the kitchen sink peeling potatoes. For a moment I stood and watched him, wondering what it would be like to lie naked with him. I shook the thought from my head.
  


  
    “You’ve cooked.”
  


  
    “I hope you don’t mind, though I’m not much of a cook.” His smile when he turned to look at me reawakened my cock.
  


  
    “No, I’m pleased I don’t have to start peeling vegetables.”
  


  
    “Father.” Luc put down the knife and looked serious. “I’ve done something and I think you might be angry. You’ve been good to me and the last thing I want to do is upset you but I didn’t...” He stopped talking and wiped a tear from his cheek.
  


  
    My heart lurched at the vulnerable man in front of me and I couldn’t imagine what would get him in such a state. “Please don’t get upset, it can’t be that bad. What have you done?”
  


  
    “When I was down in the town I saw a young boy begging. He was freezing and starving and the snow is coming tonight, I can feel it in my bones.”
  


  
    “And?”
  


  
    “He’s in the bath. I’m sorry; Father, but I just couldn’t leave him.” Luc fell to his knees and hugged my legs begging for forgiveness. I hugged Luc to me, for a moment imagining thrusting my prick into his willing mouth. After a long moment, aware that my erect shaft must be pressing into Luc’s cheek, I pulled away.
  


  
    “I’m not angry with you, but there is nowhere for him to stay.”
  


  
    “He could sleep on the couch or he could share with me.”
  


  
    I sighed in resignation. “He can sleep down here for tonight and then we will have to find him somewhere else tomorrow.”
  


  
    “Thank you.” Luc hugged me again and for one brief second, I was tempted to kiss the young man, but common sense took over.
  


  
    When the boy walked into the room, wearing the old dressing gown I had given Luc, I wasn’t prepared for how young and innocent he looked. His dark hair, still wet from the bath, clung to his neck; his eyes looked sad and soulful.
  


  
    “Father, thank you for your kindness.” The boy rushed over and hugged me tight. In the brief moment our bodies were crushed together, I cursed fate that I’d been brought such temptations.
  


  
    I sat the shivering boy down near the fire. “What’s your name and how old are you?”
  


  
    “My name is Michel and I am nineteen.”
  


  
    “Don’t lie to me, boy, you look no older than sixteen. You realize I will be in great trouble if you are underage and your parents are looking for you.”
  


  
    “I might be many things, but I’m not a liar, Father. I turned nineteen last week and as for my parents, they died when I was young. I’ve been living with my older sister but her husband turned on me, wanting me out.”
  


  
    I nodded in sympathy. “Luc, can you find him something to wear while we wash and dry his clothes, and then we’ll get something to eat? I’m sure you both are as hungry as me.”
  


  
    All through the night, I was tortured by dreams of the two young men’s writhing naked bodies, hot hard cocks, needy mouths and willing asses. When I awoke with a start the next morning I was wet with nocturnal juices and filled with determination that I would have to get rid of the source of the torment.
  


  
    I tiptoed down the stairs, glancing over at the curled-up body on the couch; by the looks of things it hadn’t been a comfortable night’s sleep. Putting on the kettle, I turned to see Luc walking into the room, all toussled hair and wistful smile.
  


  
    “Tonight, he can sleep in my bed and I’ll sleep down here,” Luc said, as his hand reached into his jeans to adjust his semi-aroused prick.
  


  
    “Only one more day, Luc, just until his clothes are dry.” I knew I was frowning; I couldn’t help it. Things were getting out of hand. Instead of thinking about my sermons, my thoughts were filled with lust for my two companions.
  


  
    Once the boy was awake, we sat around the table eating toast and jam. “This isn’t charity, Michel, I expect you to work for your keep. While Luc is clearing the snow, you can clean in here and prepare our dinner. I’ve some parish business to attend to. And Michel, I would appreciate it if you stayed in the house. I don’t want people getting the wrong idea about you.”
  


  
    As I wondered back up the path some time later, I cursed that it had been a wasted journey. The widow had already found her feet and gone out for the day without even bothering to send me 
     a message. As I passed by the front of the church I noticed Luc’s abandoned spade leaning against the church wall. Angry that he’d slacked off, I marched around the back of the church to the cottage. Quietly opening the door, I scanned the room and saw that the chores had been abandoned also. I was more than angry when I heard the creak of the bed in the room overhead. As quietly as I could, I climbed the old stairs. Luc’s bedroom door was ajar. I listened for a moment and thought I could hear what I imagined were groans of pleasure. Now I was not only angry that they had left their tasks but I was furious that Luc had taken advantage and seduced the young boy. Stepping into the room, I stifled a gasp of shock. Luc was on the bed on all fours while Michel rammed his stiff prick in and out. Luc’s fingers gripped Michel’s hips tightly. Both seemed oblivious to my presence. I walked out of the room, down the stairs and out the door and carried on walking, a mixture of emotions tearing through me: anger, arousal and most of all jealousy.
  


  
    I wanted to be on the bed thrusting hard into Luc’s body. I wanted to be on my hands and knees taking Michel’s cock. I wanted to feel their lips on mine, their naked bodies close to me. Instead, I would be sleeping alone, tortured by their very presence. There was only one thing to do, and with a heavy heart I set off back home.
  


  
    This time when I walked up the path, I noticed that it had been cleared of snow, and opening the cottage door, I was assailed by the smell of cooking. The fireplace had been cleaned and the flames leaped out to greet me.
  


  
    Luc was stirring some food in a pan, while Michel was buttering the bread. “We expected you ages ago,” Michel said, seeming oblivious to the black mood that I’d brought in with me.
  


  
    “I had things to think about,” I snapped as I hung up my coat.
  


  
    “Luc was saying I could sleep in his bed tonight and he would take the couch. Would that be fine with you?”
  


  
    “Yes.”
  


  
    “And tomorrow...”
  


  
    “And tomorrow, we go into town and find a better place for both of you.” I ignored the crestfallen faces. “I’m getting a bath; I’ll eat when I’ve finished.”
  


  
    As I was waiting for the bath to fill, I lay on the bed feeling an overwhelming sadness that once again I would be on my own, but I knew it was the right thing to do. I couldn’t take anymore, especially after what I had seen. There was a light tap on the door.
  


  
    “Come in.” I sat up as Luc walked into the room.
  


  
    “Can we talk? Is this about what you saw this afternoon?”
  


  
    “I didn’t think you’d even noticed me.”
  


  
    “It’s not a sin what we were doing. We were just taking pleasure...”
  


  
    “Sin or not, that isn’t the problem. He’s a young boy in my care and you seduced him.”
  


  
    “Whoa, I did nothing of the sort. He made the moves; he called all the shots. I admit I didn’t put up much of a fight; all I wanted was someone to love me, just for a while. Please don’t throw us out because of that, these few days with you have made me very happy.”
  


  
    “I think it would be best for all of us if you both leave tomorrow. Now I need to get a bath before the water runs cold.” I walked out of the room before I changed my mind.
  


  
    As I came down the stairs, Michel was serving the food. I noticed there were only two plates. “Where’s Luc?”
  


  
    “He’s gone for a walk. He told me about this afternoon, when you saw us. I’m sorry but please don’t blame Luc for what I did. It was all my fault. I just wanted to be close to someone 
     just for a while. Luc is so happy here with you, don’t send him away. I’ll leave tonight, now, if you want me to, just don’t turn Luc away.”
  


  
    His eyes, big and round like saucers, beseeched me not to turn the other man out. “No, you can both stay tonight; it’s nearly freezing out there. We’ll discuss things further in the morning.”
  


  
    “Thank you, Father.” Michel flung himself into my arms and his soft, full lips brushed against my mouth. My fingers touched where the kiss had been. “I’m sorry, Father, please don’t be angry, I just wanted to thank you.”
  


  
    “That’s the first time I’ve ever been kissed.” I said, ashamed to admit my innocence.
  


  
    Michel’s hand came up to caress my face. “You mean you’ve never been with a man or woman?”
  


  
    I shook my head, my face flushed with embarrassment. Michel moved closer, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek.
  


  
    “I don’t think your god would mind you seeking a little comfort from another person.”
  


  
    I tried to move away, but Michel backed me up until my body hit the wall.
  


  
    “You’ve been so good to me; let me be good to you.” His lips trailed kisses down my neck and a hand made its way up my thigh, resting on my hardening cock. Our lips met and I let the pleasure wash over me, unable to resist any longer. Michel sank to his knees and I shook my head in denial.
  


  
    “Let me,” Michel said, his determined voice belaying his years. His hand moved up and pulled down my pajamas. At the first touch of the warm lips on my cock, I knew I couldn’t stop what was about to happen. I was in heaven as the experienced mouth brought me to a quick climax. Michel stood and took my hand.
  


  
    “The meal can wait, but I can’t. Let’s go to bed.” Michel led the way, pulling me up the stairs. In the bedroom, he pushed me on to the bed where I lay, shivering with anticipation.
  


  
    “I won’t hurt you.” Michel sat at the side of me, pulling off his clothes. “I’ll go get the oil from the other bedroom. Get under the covers; it’s freezing, and I’ll warm you up.”
  


  
    As I lay there, aroused, thrilled, terrified, the bedroom door crashed open.
  


  
    “So, you’ve thrown him out.” Luc came marching into the room.
  


  
    I pulled up the covers and stared, unable to say anything, as a naked and erect Michel walked in behind him.
  


  
    Luc looked from the naked boy to me. “What’s going on here?”
  


  
    “What does it look like?” Michel said, climbing into the bed beside me. “Thought we were going to have to start without you.”
  


  
    Luc stood at the door, looking unsure what to do next.
  


  
    “Come on, get in and join us.” Michel said.
  


  
    I lay there, dazed and confused at what was happening. Luc didn’t need a second invitation and ripped off his clothes, jumping in on the other side of me.
  


  
    “We have to take it slow and gentle. James has never been intimate with anyone before.”
  


  
    Luc caressed my face. “You mean you’re a virgin?”
  


  
    I nodded. “Until today, I’d never even been kissed.”
  


  
    Luc pressed his lips to mine, gently at first, thrusting in his tongue as he felt me respond. He pulled away and reached down, stroking my cock. I trembled with delight. “Please make love to me,” Luc whispered.
  


  
    “I don’t know I...” Even to my own ears I sounded pathetic.
  


  
    “Climb into the middle,” Michel said to Luc.
  


  
    He slid over me and settled between us, rolling over onto his belly. Michel took my hand and covered my fingers in oil and guided my hand to the taut buttocks.
  


  
    “Just slide one finger in; prepare him for this.” Michel stroked his oily hand up and down my aching shaft. My finger slipped into Luc’s tight hole and I knew there was no turning back. I was going to lose my virginity, I was going to find out what it felt like to love and be loved, fuck and be fucked. Another finger slipped in as the hand tightened on my cock.
  


  
    “I think you’re both ready.”
  


  
    Luc got on his hands and knees, wiggling his ass, taunting, seducing, tormenting me. Michel guided my prick. “Push in gently.”
  


  
    I thrust forward and the pleasure was immense, more than I had ever imagined.
  


  
    “Fuck him, James. Fuck him hard.”
  


  
    The profanities spewing forth from the young man’s mouth spurred me to ram harder into the pliant body in front of me. Suddenly, my own body was being breached. Michel’s greased finger entered my body and at first it felt like a violation and then quickly turned to exquisite pleasure. Each thrust of his finger caused me to push even hard into Luc. I half cried, half screamed out as I climaxed. Nothing had prepared me for how good it would feel. I lay down beside Luc, wondering if they had anything else in store for me, but as I turned on my side, propping myself up on my elbow, Michel began to suck on Luc’s still erect prick and I knew it wasn’t over.
  


  
    “Kiss me.” Luc said and I leant over, kissing him hard, finding even this simple pleasure a massive turn-on. Luc gripped my hair as he gave a few final thrusts into Michel’s mouth. I lay back sated and exhausted.
  


  
    “We haven’t finished yet.” Michel pulled me into the middle. 
     “Luc told me the first moment he saw you, he wanted your cock in him. The first time I saw you, I wanted to fuck you into the floor. Turn over.”
  


  
    I was too scared of what was coming next to get aroused. I closed my eyes expecting his blunt finger to breach my virgin ass once again but instead I felt a wet, experienced tongue. My eyes shot open. Michel was looking at me, stroking my face, which meant it was Luc’s tongue that was taking me to heaven.
  


  
    “Don’t be afraid, James,” he said, and he reached over, slipping a finger in before mounting me. Two pairs of hands were everywhere, teeth were nibbling my ears, my nipples; tongues were in my ears and then there was a mouth on my cock and the steady thrust of Michel in my ass. I gripped the sheets as wave after wave of pleasure shook my body. We all lay down, wet with sweat, exhausted but happy. They both curled up into my arms and snuggled down against the bitter cold and within minutes I heard Michel’s soft snores at my side.
  


  
    “Any regrets?” Luc whispered in my ear.
  


  
    I shook my head. “None.”
  


  
    “So why look so serious?”
  


  
    I turned and smiled. “I was just trying to work out how we’ll get the bigger bed up those stairs.”
  


  
    Luc kissed me and spooned up behind me. This wasn’t going to be easy, but it sure was going to be fun.
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    Hachiko was the only easy reference point in Shibuya. With every red traffic light, the rows of people waiting to cross the two major arteries of the intersection multiplied. More faces than the Vatican gathered in Saint Peter’s, an endless army of perfect soldiers rhythmically expelled by the five exits of the subway station. They stared at the last vehicle to clear the path and hemorrhaged out in every direction at a tranquil but determined pace until what seemed to us an infinite cycle repeated. The first three rows of Shibuyans—as we had named them—were already there even before the light turned red, peacefully ignoring the loud words coming out from the belly of the buildings all around. We were the only ones still gaping at the out-of-proportion screens, among the few left who couldn’t make sense of the strings of beautiful Japanese words flowing like miniature Shinkansens.
  


  
    The bronze statue of Hachiko felt instead familiar to us, more accustomed in Rome to small corners of vegetation and metal 
     busts. Ovidio and I had watched the movie dedicated to the faithful dog the night before leaving for Tokyo and commented our puppy Fausto would never wait for us for so many years if we happened to disappear as the university professor did.
  


  
    “I don’t really remember his face,” Ovidio shared when we realized there were too many guys around Hachiko to decipher which one was our friend. Back in the hotel room, Machiyo had sent us his face picture together with a couple of breathtaking nudes in front of the mirror. But now away from our laptop, his features had faded in our minds and we were left with his last sentence: “I will see you guys at 5:00 P.M. by the statue of the dog.”
  


  
    “I don’t either. I remember his di—Ouch!” I bent in pain, waiting for the burning of his pinch to go away. “That fucking hurt!”
  


  
    “Behave!” Ovidio sometimes treated me like a disobedient son. Always preoccupied that my impulsivity could cause us troubles, he told me that if we didn’t like Machiyo in person the signal was to talk about the Tokyo Tower and then say we had to go meet the rest of our group.
  


  
    “Fine!” After ten years together, I still got mad when he scolded me like that. I put on my serious face and turned to Hachiko. He pretended not to see me. All the researching, the chatting, the organizing of the how and when was left to me, but now that the real thing was happening with all the common sense and caution it implied, Ovidio wouldn’t accept any detour. His words were law.
  


  
    “Ovidio and Alessandro?” Apparently, one of the three thousand Asians around us knew our names. It hadn’t occurred to us that it would’ve been much easier for him to spot us. Machiyo smiled and shook our hands.
  


  
    “Hello!” Ovidio picked up from there and gently guided the 
     conversation to a steady comfortable point. Eliminating all the introductions and specifications the situation required, it was agreed Machiyo would take us to this izakaya he loved not far from Shibuya Station, because we were all hungry and willing to have a beer even if it was only time for a hot green tea.
  


  
    “It’s just across the street. Follow me.” It was our turn to dive into the flesh river, diagonally dissecting the intersection of Lost in Translation. Parting the solid column of people advancing in the opposite direction was officially my new pastime. It felt like the center of the universe. For a few seconds, you were given the chance to see it all at once: an unprotected look at the world as it is. Why was I the only one in ecstasy?
  


  
    “Alessandro! We are over here.” Deeply taken by their conversation, Ovidio and Machiyo were on the other side of the polygon formed by the tangle of streets. I took the opportunity to study our new friend from behind, noticing that his jeans announced an even better ass than we’d seen in pictures. He had a small frame that made all his moves and gestures seem agile and smooth, reinforcing the stereotype one of the guys in the chat was trying to sell us. We were expected to believe that since sex was perfected in Asia, the love Asians make had nothing to do with the race to orgasm we were used to.
  


  
    “...twenty or more just in this neighbourhood. We can go if you guys want to.” Machiyo looked at me and I took note of his smooth skin. He looked fifteen without a beard.
  


  
    “We were talking about the cat cafés, remember?” Ovidio rapidly briefed me, knowing I was in my own world—galaxies away from their conversation. On the plane, we had read about these very special cafés where you can drink your coffee while caressing one of the many cats living there. It was the ultimate relaxation technique the Japanese had come up with.
  


  
    “I’d love that! But I really need to eat something. The dorayaki 
     we had this morning is not helping anymore.” I laughed at my obsession for the little sweet sandwich and let them figure out the eating part.
  


  
    “Izakaya?” Machiyo confirmed with me.
  


  
    “Izakaya it is!” Izakaya is the Japanese equivalent of a pub. Lots of food, beer and sake.
  


  
     

  


  
    “This sashimi is like cream on my tongue. Thank you for taking us here. Let’s cheer to our new favourite izakaya!” I broke the silence. After the fourth beer our conversation had slowed down a bit, but we’d grown more intimate. While telling us about his university career, the little village he moved to Tokyo from and the fact he’d never left Japan yet, Machiyo never complained about all the flirting. Ovidio kept pushing his knee in between our new friend’s legs and I more than once put my drunken hand on his thigh discovering it was all muscle. We didn’t have a plan. It was probably the second or third time we let another guy in on our game. It was just a good vibe, and as long as it felt safe for our relationship, why not? I shared life with Ovidio, was sharing his body with another person really going to change anything? We didn’t think so. When I looked at my boyfriend, I felt his blood flowing in my veins, his thoughts penetrating my mind, every centimeter of his skin hurt like mine. When I looked at Machiyo, my mind switched to vacation, learning something new.
  


  
    “So, do you guys want to order more?” Probably frightened by the amount of food we Italians were able to gulp down, Machiyo investigated about the next step.
  


  
    “I’m fine.” Ovidio blew me a kiss when he wasn’t seen.
  


  
    “Fine.” I added, blinking at my beautiful boyfriend and caressing university boy’s thigh. He had a hard-on.
  


  
    “How about we leave Shibuya lights for Shinjuku futons?” 
     Ovidio burst when we were all looking at each other. We’d heard about a sauna place in Shinjuku where you could go, relax and even sleep the night if you wanted too. It was a multifloor complex known to be the major hub of gay life in Tokyo. “We wanted to check the 24 Kaikan saunas. Do you know where it is?”
  


  
    “Yes, of course. We could go there.” The smile on his face reassured us about the fact that Machiyo was fine with taking our encounter a little farther. “Yes?”
  


  
    We nodded.
  


  
    “He’s a good size!” I told Ovidio when we were all naked in the locker room. The place was a spectacle. You walked up to the second floor of the building, took off your shoes, entered the sauna, got your ticket at the machine and finally spoke to the person who was in charge of simply giving you the key to your locker.
  


  
    “Calm down!” My love knew my hormones were out of control. Walking completely naked in a room full of other naked men protected only by the vapors of warm water, drove me crazy.
  


  
    “Not bad...” He commented when he saw him too. Our Machiyo was spotless.
  


  
    We took a shower as requested before entering the hot pool. Sitting on a short stool, in front of a steamy mirror, we observed how carefully the guy—that only minutes earlier governed hectic Shibuya—soaped up his torso and his legs, without ever blatantly touching his genitals. The whole ritual of the bath was an elegant sequence of acts so erotic that Ovidio and I had to fight our erections back. The soap navigated down his chest into his cock and gently off the wooden stool. Then his hands rinsed his legs and his arms. He was ready. He stood up and turned to us, showing us for the first time his whole body.
  


  
    “Let’s go.” He took our hands and accompanied us into the 
     hot pool. The temperature hurt our skin a little at the beginning, but after the first moments it soothed every discomfort due to all that walking. We put him in the middle and held his hand for as long as we could resist. We knew that under the loud turmoil of water we hid our hard-ons, and we wanted to feel them. I was the first one to escape the chain and explore.
  


  
    “This is good.” I commented, to convince him it was the way to go. I brought my trembling fingers to his crotch and grabbed his cock. I exhaled and closed my eyes.
  


  
    “You guys are big,” our partner complimented us, once he started using his hands too. Ovidio and I moaned at the same time, when he worked a pressure on our heads with his four fingers in a way that felt like a blow job.
  


  
    The futons room was another universe. Two endless rows of futons on each side waited to be occupied. A feeble golden light descended from above.
  


  
    We picked the ones on the right and repeating the formula we’d used in the tub, we positioned Machiyo in the middle to make him understand we wanted everything equally parted. We immediately dove into a three-way kiss, respecting turns in fucking each other’s mouths with our tongues. When we laid our naked bodies on the fresh futons, we distinguished the moaning coming from the far end of the room. Intermittent, pungent and monotone, it projected onto our minds images of sexual acrobatics we desired.
  


  
    It was a totally different experience than we’d ever had before. All the tension and erotic aggressive charge that one perceives in such places in the Western world, was completely annulled. In its place, waves of pleasure and tides of smooth desire invaded our bodies from inside, to the point I started wondering whether it was possible to have sex and sleep at the same time because that was how I felt.
  


  
    A quick change of design left us with Machiyo’s legs across our chests and his head at our waist level. He swapped position and commenced to blow us almost at the same time. I could finally kiss my love and explore together with him the depths of the turgid ass not far from us. We pushed our fingers into him, slowly dilating his entrance with the indispensable aid of the thick saliva produced by our kisses. The energy kept flowing correctly.
  


  
    “Stop that, please...” we implored when our friend took us both to the verge of orgasm with such lingual virtuosity we weren’t able to comprehend. “It’s time for us to taste you.” This time we used him the way we wanted. I started eating his ass from behind while Ovidio helped me keep the hole exposed, and then we switched. He enjoyed in silence, and even in that delicate position he managed to bring the pleasure one notch up by rotating his hips and increasing the pressure when our tongue was on the right spot.
  


  
    Our futon slowly attracted more customers—who, careful not to intrude, joined the sexual voyage only with their expert hands. Suddenly, I felt countless fingers traveling all over my body and activating positive fluxes from everywhere. The faraway moaning continued.
  


  
    “I need to come guys...” My balls were in pain.
  


  
    “You both need to...” Machiyo pushed our heads closer to him, kissed us and slid in between our chests. “I want to serve you both...” He finished as he took me in. Penetrating him was the only right thing to do. I felt in place, with the whole world around me supporting me. I realized we didn’t know much about him. Machiyo hadn’t directed the attention to his person the way Ovidio and I had done. Regardless, we felt close to him. The language he’d used was different but had obtained the same results.
  


  
    “I’m coming...” I thought I couldn’t control myself anymore.
  


  
    “Slow down, Ovidio is still outside. Be nice.” Someone massaged my neck and then my shoulders, mysteriously helping me not to come. At that point, I’d completely surrendered.
  


  
    “Come in, my love.” I invited Ovidio to join me, sure that now we could make it together.
  


  
    “It’s up to them...” He confessed he didn’t have any control either. Someone’s expert fingers helped him make his way into Machiyo and assisted the first movements. We hugged. A strong, stable hug that went from my heart through the perfect body we were fucking, straight to Ovidio’s embrace. I was in love with my boyfriend and he loved me back.
  


  
    “Thank you for this...” Our mentor whispered in our ears as he kissed us incessantly. Our bodies formed a single block of flesh now. The soft futon under my knees balanced all our twisting and pushing in the attempt of getting more. The dozens of hands on our skin followed us without interfering, recalling to my mind the multi-handed Buddha we had seen in Kyoto.
  


  
    The first jet of cum was Machiyo’s, all over my chest. Then came ours, when the sex magician released us from his ass and played with our cocks to give us the final orgasm. Both his hands manipulated our pulsations and facilitated the imminent explosion. Ovidio and I kissed again and inundated his thighs.
  


  
    “Ready for that cat café now?” I asked loudly, and Ovidio pinched me.
  

  
  


  
    FOX GOLDMAN AND THE THREE BEARS
  


  
    Jamie Freeman
  


  
    
  


  I


  A House on a Hill


  
    Fox Goldman stumbles rounding a fire hydrant, losing his footing and scraping his foot. He glances down and sees red blood soaking through his white socks, but he ignores it and keeps running south on Powell as fast as his legs will carry him. He sprints through the gathering shadows of twilight, fully aware of the two armed men chasing him. The men are wearing black suits with skinny purple ties, sunglasses and pissed-off expressions. Fox takes a left on California Street, dodging pedestrians and cyclists, leaping over a low construction barrier, weaving between cars and charging through the lobby of the InterContinental Mark Hopkins Hotel. He pushes through a service door, zigzagging through the cramped hallways, and fleeing through a side exit. He hits the pavement running, leaps over a trio of dachshunds on pink leashes, and turns another corner, then another, 
     cutting through alleys, leaping fences, and finally taking a flying leap from the top of a garbage Dumpster across a tall wooden fence and landing feet first in an enormous swimming pool.
  


  
    He sinks to the bottom, kicks off and shoots to the surface, treading water and sniffing the air for the scent of danger. The sunset-tinted pink and purple world around him smells of tropical plants and flowers, caged parrots and damp soil, but he doesn’t smell danger. He glances around at the gray flagstone patio, the expensive poolside furniture, and the towering mansion, all dappled and darkened by the encroaching night.
  


  
    He listens for his pursuers, but the only sounds are the tinkling of wind chimes, the curious clucking of the parrots and the dry rustling of wind-stirred leaves.
  


  
    He is alone.
  


  
    He swims to the shallow end of the pool and climbs the low stairs to the broad flagstone patio. He is soaked to the skin; his phone is ruined and now he can hear the two suited attack dogs barking back and forth to each other as they search the alley on the far side of the fence.
  


  
    Fox takes a quick look around and decides to try the door to the pool house. His luck holds: the door is unlocked. He slips inside as one of his pursuers pulls himself up and stares over the edge of the fence. He sees the water on the flagstones; he sees the door to the pool house standing ajar, but then he hears the whirring sound of a dryer and decides his prey would hardly be doing laundry. He glances around the yard one more time and drops back behind the fence, trotting off in the direction of his partner’s voice.
  


  
    Fox is standing naked in front of the dryer listening to the sound of his jeans, socks, T-shirt, shoes, and hoodie circulating: shoes thumping, zippers and snaps jingling in arrhythmic counterpoint to the soft tumble of the wet fabrics. He shakes the 
     phone, lets the water drain out, and lays it carefully on top of the dryer along with his keys and his wallet.
  


  
    He grabs a plush white towel from a stack on a shelf, wraps it around his waist and peers out of the pool house, listening for sounds from the house or the alley beyond. He hears people arguing in Cantonese; a moped approaches and then zooms through its Doppler shift; air brakes sound in the distance. Nothing from the house; nothing from the alley.
  


  
    Fox sniffs the wind and pads out onto the flagstones. His legs ache with the exertion of his run after his long confinement. He rubs his fingers absently along the purple scars that encircle his wrists, pacing and thinking about his options.
  


  
    When he pivots and turns back toward the pool house, he sees an irregular pattern of bloody smudges on the wet stones. The cut on his foot is worse than he’d thought, blood gathering in a jagged line and then dripping between his toes. He wipes the blood with his towel and looks for a way into the house.
  


  
    Fox approaches the nearest in a row of French doors that lines the pool deck and tries the handle: nothing. He tries the next one: nothing. He tries the third one and the handle turns; his luck has returned. He grins and steals a look at his reflection in the glass panels.
  


  
    He is a lean, wiry young man with vulpine features: tiny, dark eyes full of cunning and mischief; a button nose; and a hard jawline that drops to a dimpled point beneath his long, thin-lipped smile. He has fine, straight black hair that, when he dove into the pool, was teased up on top of his head and tipped by fiery strawberry-blond highlights. Now the whole mess droops on his scalp like a fiery skullcap. He blinks at his reflection, grinning slyly and considering the possibility of encountering an alarm system. His dark eyebrows bunch together over his pronounced epicanthic folds; he likes this particular look, 
     thinks it makes him look exotic and inscrutable. He thinks often about how he looks—values beauty and versatility, likes to know what he is projecting to the world. He winks at his reflection and pushes the door all the way open.
  


  
    Nothing happens; no alarm, no dogs.
  


  
    He walks into the air-conditioned house, reconnoitering quickly and silently. There is an alarm system, but it is not engaged. There are five bedrooms including a vast master bedroom that takes up the entire top floor. He finds bandages in the master bathroom and wanders the house in calculating silence. There are expensive prints and paintings by Toulouse-Lautrec, Degas, Mucha, Klimt, and Kurzweil; lithographs by Beardsley; and art glass pieces—lamps, vases and windows—by Galle and Tiffany, all of them meticulously placed to accentuate the architectural beauty of this stunning, deserted Arts & Crafts mansion. Fox’s nose twitches in appreciation of the opulence around him. He drops his towel on the back of one of a dozen Mackmurdo chairs in the dining room and wanders through the immaculately ordered downstairs rooms, turning on lamps and inspecting the furniture, the carpets and the art.
  


  
    A note—dated today—taped to the hall mirror says: Annie, please be sure to feed the parrots every other day. Cupcakes in the fridge. Back in ten days. Love, da boys.
  


  
    Back in ten days sounds good to Fox.
  


  
    He wanders into the kitchen, poking around inside the industrial-sized refrigerator and coming out with a can of Tab and a pink bakery box. He sucks down the soda in huge gulps, opening the box to reveal a trio of giant Black Forest cupcakes. He snatches one of them up and shoves his face into the pile of chocolate icing. He pulls the cupcake apart spilling sticky cherries and thick gel all over his fingertips. He tries to remember the last time he ate, but he can’t pinpoint it, maybe the day 
     before yesterday, maybe the day before that.
  


  
    He inhales the cupcake, smacking his lips and licking his fingers hungrily. He reaches for the next one but decides to wait. Why hurry? He’s got ten days.
  


  
    He licks his hands clean and puts the box back in the refrigerator, leaving the empty Tab can and the crumpled cupcake wrapper on the butcher block, and wandering out of the kitchen.
  


  
    His full stomach and the warm silence of the house make Fox feel loose and happy. He explores the downstairs rooms, watching his naked form come and go in the antique mirrors. He finds a small, comfortable-looking room with slightly newer furniture, still Arts & Crafts, still accented with curving Art Nouveau lines, but with a newer feel. Fox runs his fingers along the spotless surface of a tall wardrobe and thinks Ethan Allen: expensive, but new. He cautiously opens the wardrobe and grins to himself. The media center, of course. A state-of-the-art television and a stack of electronic gadgets climb the delicate interior shelves. He rummages through drawers until he finds one that holds a jumble of black remote controls. He fiddles with the remotes until the television clicks to life. The rhythmic grunting of men having sex explodes from hidden speakers. Fox laughs in surprise and stands back to watch.
  


  
    A tall, dark-skinned black muscle bear is lying on his back, issuing deep, throaty sounds into the air. His long limbs ripple with muscles, but he is compacted, folded back on himself, his legs pinned to his chest while he is fucked by a second man. The second man is a thick, hairy, bearish slab of muscle with dark, curly hair and brilliant green eyes. He has his enormous hands braced on the muscular thighs of the black bear, pushing them down with each thrust. They are both grunting with the exertion, slick sweat coating their bodies.
  


  
    Fox’s cock starts to stir. He imagines the smell of them, 
     pungent manly sweat mixed with cologne maybe or lube or suntan lotion, and runs his thumb absently along the length of his own stiffening cock.
  


  
    Fox watches for a while, transfixed by the animal sounds and the hulking, brutal strength of the two men. And then, below the volume of their excitement, below the grunts and growls and heavy breathing, Fox hears the voice of a third man, coaxing them on. “Yeah, come on,” he’s saying. “Yeah, give it to him, baby.” The handheld camera is panning slowly around the couple and Fox realizes they are having sex on one of the deck chairs in the backyard beside the pool.
  


  
    So maybe these are the owners of his little bolt-hole.
  


  
    The cameraman circles the ursine couple, zooming in close and then panning across their bodies, letting the camera glide across landscapes of hairy muscles, flexing and slick with sweat. The black bear is groaning louder, a deep throaty growl: “Oh yeah, yeah, that’s it, that’s it.”
  


  
    Fox’s fully erect cock bounces in front of him as if it too is watching the display. He tugs absently at his balls and then fingers the wrinkled skin just behind his sac.
  


  
    His eyes never leave the video. A shadow slides into view, thick and muscular, elongated, but maybe shorter than the other two. The shadow disappears as the cameraman repositions the camera.
  


  
    The green-eyed top looks up into the camera, his beautifully symmetrical, dark features—maybe Greek—are brilliant and magnificent, godlike and arresting. Fox feels his breath catching in his chest as he fumbles for the remote, rewinds the DVD and freezes the frame. Bushy eyebrows crest a pronounced brow, offsetting a pair of wide, simmering, piercing green eyes. A bluish, stubbled jaw; lush, kissable lips and pronounced cheekbones round out his features.
  


  
    Fox strokes his long, wand-like shaft, looking into the green eyes as his cock bobs and points at the image, magically alive in his hands.
  


  
    He tears himself away from the green eyes for a moment, glancing around and rummaging through more drawers until he finds one that is filled to overflowing with bottles of lube, lotions, poppers, dildos, butt plugs and cock rings. He grabs a bottle of lube at random and rubs the cool liquid along the length of his cock.
  


  
    He turns back to the television, strokes himself for a while, committing the beautiful Greek muscle bear’s face to memory, and then pressing PLAY.
  


  
    The grunting sound returns, echoing strangely in the elegant silence of the house.
  


  
    Fox stretches out on the ornately patterned sofa, tossing aside an enfilade of pillows and concentrating on the rhythms of his strokes. On the screen, the Greek bear is starting to accelerate, pumping like a human train pulling into a remote mountain station. Fox imagines he can see steam rising from the smooth, burnished skin of his shoulders. The black bear’s face is contorted in ecstasy, his toes curling and his leg muscles flexing convulsively.
  


  
    Fox’s hand flies along the length of his own cock, pulling the desire up from deep inside him. He glances down at his hand and when he looks back at the screen, the cameraman is shooting the two grunting bears from behind. Fox’s eyes slide down the Greek’s broad, triangular back to the trim waist and the twin globes of his perfect, fuzzy bubble-butt. Below them, his thick thighs taper to perfect ovals at his calves and then taper even farther to meet the pink heels of his feet. The black bear is all but obscured except for his muscular legs, wrapped around the Greek’s waist like a vise. Everything is a blur of 
     motion and hair and sweat.
  


  
    The camera shifts downward, as if the little bear set it on the ground. Now the screen is dominated by a close-up of the Greek’s thick shaft pounding in and out of the black bear’s dark, purplish asshole. Fox feels himself starting to lose focus, his cheeks burning, his hand flying.
  


  
    And now the little bear is moving into the frame. He’s short, but perfect: pale pink skin and glistening blond fur that barely contain his bulging muscular body. Fox is mesmerized by his sleek, graceful movements as he inserts himself behind the two powerhouses, who are still pumping and pistoning toward the finish line, and kneels, pushing his face into the sweaty intersection of their mammoth bodies. Fox’s body jerks. He imagines himself in the little bear’s place, smelling the sweet, tangy flavor of sweat and lube, feeling the heat and the slick sweat and the coarse pubic hair against his own cheeks. He tastes the salt of their sweat on his tongue and it pushes him over the edge. A fountain of cum explodes from his cock, spurting past his perfect abs to splash on the twin mounds of his hairless pectorals. He gasps and grunts, his body going rigid with surprise and pleasure, convulsing as wave after wave of sensation courses through him. He jerks, spasms and wilts back onto the sofa, slipping into the hazy aftereffects of his orgasm. He doesn’t notice when the action on the screen ends. It is only when he feels his own melting cum sliding down his sides that he leaps up from the sofa, in fear of staining it. He throws his arms around his body, smearing the liquid jism all over himself and making his way sleepily upstairs to shower.
  


  
    He steps into the huge, three-person shower—further confirmation, had he been paying attention, that the three men in the video likely share this house—and washes away the remains of the day. He stumbles out of the shower, exhausted, dries himself 
     halfheartedly with a huge brown towel and tumbles into the enormous bed, burrowing between the pillows and blankets and letting the terror of his flight from the hired thugs and the sleepy aftermath of his orgasm rock him to sleep.
  


  
    
  


  II


  The Bears Return


  
    “I told you we forgot to set the alarm. It’s a good thing we came back.” Teddy drops his shoulder bag on the floor, pitches his keys into an antique bowl and crosses to the bar. He picks up an ice bucket and heads into the kitchen.
  


  
    “It’s a good thing we missed the last flight to Anchorage? It’s a good thing we’re gonna miss the first day and a half of our trip and we’re gonna have to cut our stay in Denali short? Or it’s a good thing the limo driver didn’t kill us when he rear-ended that Volvo?” Harvard’s voice is tired, but there’s a laugh beneath his words. “Which of those things exactly makes coming back here a good thing?”
  


  
    “The one about the alarm,” Teddy calls from the kitchen.
  


  
    Alex is checking his emails, slouched down on the sofa, scrolling through pages of messages on his iPhone. “Leave him alone, baby. To him, the delay is worth getting back here to reset the alarm and recheck his pre-vacation checklist.”
  


  
    Harvard toes off his shoes and throws himself down on the sofa with Alex, draping his long legs over Alex’s thighs, reaching out to stroke his dark, glossy hair. “It doesn’t really matter to me,” he says. “We leave today; we leave tomorrow.” He shrugs and closes his dark eyes, relaxing back into the sofa cushions.
  


  
    “What the hell is this?” Teddy’s shouting from the kitchen.
  


  
    Alex looks up from his iPhone, green eyes sparkling with 
     anticipation of impending drama. “What is it, baby?” he says. “Harvard’s trying to sleep.”
  


  
    Harvard stirs, grinning, but not opening his eyes. His left hand brushes absently across Alex’s lap, stopping when he discovers an erection beneath the soft denim.
  


  
    “What’s going on down here, Alex?” he whispers.
  


  
    “One of you knows what I’m talking about,” Teddy calls from the kitchen.
  


  
    Harvard’s fingers trace the length of Alex’s long denim-wrapped cock. “Nice,” he whispers. He rubs his hand more insistently against the front of Alex’s jeans.
  


  
    “Stop it, Bruin, you’re gonna make me come.” Alex whispers it, but he doesn’t remove Harvard’s strong fingers from his cock. The affectionate nickname and the plea for him to stop stir Harvard to more vigorous action. He shifts on the sofa, moving his hand against Alex’s erection, pumping and rubbing until Alex is squirming, pinned beneath the other man’s legs.
  


  
    “Seriously, guys,” Teddy says.
  


  
    “Teddy—” Alex starts to say something, but his words turn to a moan as Harvard’s hand hits exactly the right pressure point. Alex gasps and stiffens, and then a tense ripple passes through him and he comes in his jeans. “Goddammit.” He curses halfheartedly, sighing and collapsing back on the sofa. Harvard is laughing and rubbing his hands in the expanding wet spot in the front of Alex’s jeans.
  


  
    Teddy appears in the doorway to the kitchen, one hand holding a can of Tab, the other holding a crumpled paper cupcake wrapper.
  


  
    “These cupcakes were for Annie and the kids. There were three of them and now one of them is gone. Jesus,” he says. “Living with you is like living with a couple of teenage boys.”
  


  
    Harvard is laughing too hard to answer; Alex ignores them both and closes his eyes.
  


  
    “Well,” Teddy says. “Somebody ate one of these cupcakes and somebody left an empty Tab can out on the counter and I want to know which of you reprobates did it.”
  


  
    “Not me,” they both say in unison.
  


  
    “Come on,” he says.
  


  
    “Nope,” they say in unison.
  


  
    Alex grins, but he doesn’t open his eyes. Harvard laughs again.
  


  
    “Jinx,” they say in union.
  


  
    “Seriously,” Teddy says, frowning slightly. “Seriously?”
  


  
    “Dude,” Harvard says.
  


  
    “Come on,” Alex says.
  


  
    “Whatever,” Teddy says. He turns to head back into the kitchen, but stops suddenly.
  


  
    “What the fuck is that?” Teddy’s voice is higher now, riding shrill on the way to full-fledged panic.
  


  
    Alex’s eyes snap open and he’s on his feet. When Alex pushes his legs away, Harvard tumbles to his feet as well.
  


  
    Teddy is pointing silently at the wet towel draped over the back of one of the dining room chairs. The three of them look quizzically at the towel.
  


  
    “Somebody’s been—”
  


  
    “Hush.” Harvard cuts him off.
  


  
    Alex’s finger comes to his lips. Shhh.
  


  
    The three of them stand in silence, listening.
  


  
    The ticking of the grandfather clock in the foyer seems deafening in the silence. It is not until the air handler cycles off and the house descends into complete silence that the three of them hear the sound of snoring coming from somewhere upstairs.
  


  
    
  


  III


  Just Right


  
    The sounds of the three whispering, bickering bears trying to orchestrate a stealthy ascent to the third floor whirl into the master bedroom like a category five hurricane. Fox Goldman is instantly awake. He leaps to his feet, coming to rest in a low crouch beside the bed, his body tight as a spring, ready to flee.
  


  
    He hears footsteps on carpet and then on wood flooring, whispers and loud breathing and then he hears a voice saying, “Go!” and three figures race into the room from the hallway.
  


  
    He is crouched nude on the far side of the bed, his body tingling with adrenaline, his eyes wild, breathing deep, like he’s preparing to swim a long distance underwater.
  


  
    The three bears stand inside the door, staring at him in bewildered silence.
  


  
    He looks at the three of them: the short strawberry blond one in khakis and a black polo, the tall black one in jeans and a T-shirt that says PROPERTY OF BOSTON BRUINS, and the one in the middle with the faded green T-shirt and the tight jeans, wet near the crotch—the Greek. Fox looks up from the wet spot across the terrain of green cotton pulled tight across ridged muscles. His eyes meet a pair of wondrous green eyes, embedded in the face of a god. He feels the heat rising from his belly to his face, feels himself blushing, his cock rising in spite of—or maybe because of—the danger.
  


  
    “Who are you?” the Greek bear says.
  


  
    Fox tries to answer him, but all he manages to say is, “Destiny.”
  


  
    The bears stare at him in puzzled silence. The black bear’s head is cocked to one side as if he is thoughtfully considering this exchange. The little bear is wringing his hands nervously 
     in front of him. The bear in the middle is watching him with remarkable ambivalence.
  


  
    Fox blinks and tries to think of what to do next.
  


  
    He makes a decision, dropping to the floor and rolling under the bed.
  


  
    “What the fuck?” It’s the little one again. Fox can see three pairs of feet, one in white socks, the others still wearing shoes. The pairs move quickly in different directions as the bears move to surround the enormous bed. Fox squirms toward the head of the bed, pulling himself into a tight ball and watching through the darkness.
  


  
    “Come the fuck out. We saw you go under there.” The black bear has walked around to the far side of the bed and is kneeling, peeking under the bedspread and talking into the shadows.
  


  
    The Greek is at the foot of the bed, peering blindly in Fox’s direction.
  


  
    The little one is ranting about people eating his food and ruining his chairs and sleeping in his bed and then he starts talking about calling the police. He’s pacing back and forth beside the bed. Fox watches the pattern, back and forth like a human metronome. The little one is the weak link, the predictable one, the one who is not paying attention.
  


  
    Fox chooses his moment and flies out from under the bed, zooming past the little bear, down the stairs, and out the back door. He steps into his shoes, scrambles into his jeans, pulls on his shirt and hoodie, and he is shoving his phone, wallet and keys into his pockets when the French doors fly open behind him. He darts out of the pool house, runs past the luminescent, rippling water and rows of squawking parrots to the far end of the yard. He crashes through the foliage, vaults up onto the fence and then perches at the top, looking back over his shoulder. The three bears are standing frozen in the partially open French doors, surprised 
     expressions on their faces, like actors forming the final tableaux of a French bedroom comedy. Fox looks directly into the eyes of the Greek bear, the one who seems...just right, somehow. A shiver runs down Fox’s spine. Something tells him the story of this particular fox and that particular bear, is far from over.
  


  
    He grins, winks, salutes the three bears and flips his lean body up into a handstand, and then over in a nimble, somersaulting vault that sends him sailing up into the darkness beyond the fence.
  


  
    And then he’s gone.
  

  
  


  
    EX SPOTS THE MARK
  


  
    Eric Del Carlo
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    The tall drink of sexy water with the dark hair—there.” Bennet, my ex-boyfriend, pointed across the bar. ”He’s our guy.»
  


  
    Five years ago, Benny and I had been living together. Three years ago, we’d been driving each other crazy (not in the good way), and had broken up. Since then, we had become friends. Tonight, though, we were indulging in nostalgia—cruising for a trois for our ménage, something we’d done a lot of back in the day.
  


  
    “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I muttered, even as I scoped out our mark. He was damned handsome, and not in that clone-like gay-bar way. I figured him for twenty-five. Bennet and I were both a decade past that. His dark hair was a little overgrown, a little ragged. I could see the electric blue of his eyes even from forty feet away.
  


  
    “He’s hung like a porn star,” Benny, who was still very good-looking himself, pronounced confidently.
  


  
    I was never obsessed with cock size. But I had a different worry now. “Hey,” I said, squeezing my ex’s arm, “should we do this? I mean, really?” It had taken work to become friends again, and I was afraid of fucking that up—literally. Benny and I hadn’t had sex together since our breakup.
  


  
    He looked me in the eye, like he’d heard my thoughts. He smiled warmly. “Sure, Cody. It’ll be fun. I’ve missed this.”
  


  
    I grinned back. I’d missed it too, never having found another lover as sexually daring as Bennet.
  


  
    Without another word, we headed for our mark.
  


  
    Benny did a smooth greet-and-intro. The tall dark-haired man smiled back and said, “Hi, my name’s Mark.” At which point I shot whiskey and soda out my nose as I tried not to guffaw.
  


  
    It was Benny’s unerring eye that practically guaranteed success. After a few minutes of flirtatious talk, during which Mark glanced—a little confused—back and forth between us, Benny said boldly, “Cody and me were thinking of getting out of here, going back to his place. You want to come?” He didn’t need to spell out the double entendre in that last sentence.
  


  
    Mark blinked his beautiful blue eyes a moment, confused again. “Wait. You’re asking if I want to—”
  


  
    “Yep,” Benny cut him off.
  


  
    “Wow,” said Mark. “Y’know, I only just came out, like, six months ago. I’ve had—what?—five lovers my whole life. I...”
  


  
    Suddenly I felt a pang of sympathy for the guy. It also felt like Bennet and I were a couple of old trolls hassling a wet-behind-the-ears youngster. I patted Mark’s shoulder, feeling how solid and broad it was. “Hey, if you don’t want to it’s—”
  


  
    But a wicked grin spread across his face. “Oh, hell yeah, I want to! You’re both so fucking hot!”
  


  
    Benny winked at me, and away our trio went.
  


  [image: 006]


  
    My heart was speeding and I felt sweat glossing my palms. I had been expecting this to be completely familiar. It should have been. Bennet and me luring some sweet thing home—we had done this dozens of times. Hell, this was even the same apartment, since I’d kept the place after our breakup.
  


  
    But I was off balance, uneasy. The whole scene just seemed surreal, like when you’re having an erotic dream, but don’t know you’re dreaming until your high school P.E. teacher shows up wearing a leather thong.
  


  
    None of this is to say I wasn’t excited. Mark was a lovely specimen, and I instinctively wanted to nibble him like a cutlet. I was also aroused by Benny’s presence, by the very thought of revisiting that gorgeous body of his and renewing—at least for tonight—the intimacies of our red-hot past.
  


  
    Mark was looking at the few pieces of art I have hanging on my walls, and Benny had sidled up beside him, laying an arm across those strong shoulders, and murmuring and giggling with him. He shot me a look behind Mark’s back, one that said, Get the hell over here.
  


  
    I stepped up to Mark’s other side. He stood about half a head taller than me. I put my hand on his forearm, which was firm with muscle and mapped with veins. I had the sense he wasn’t just a gym rat, but maybe actually did something physical for a living, like construction.
  


  
    This wasn’t the time for questions, though. We weren’t on a date here. I remembered how these encounters were supposed to go. Very wham-bam-thank-you-mister.
  


  
    Benny was already stroking Mark’s cheek, his face alight with a lust I recognized immediately. It was a signal to me. I reached up and started undoing the buttons on Mark’s shirt. I wanted him; I really did. But I was still anxious.
  


  
    “I like your paintings,” Mark said, as Benny went tiptoe to trace Mark’s earlobe with his tongue. I slipped my fingers into his shirt to caress his sparsely haired chest.
  


  
    “The view’s better in the bedroom,” Benny said, voice already husky, and started tugging Mark toward the bedroom door.
  


  
    I followed, pressing Mark on his other side, like he was our captive. Flashbacks rippled through my head, memories of those dozens of others that Bennet and I had brought home. The thoughts were exciting and my body was responding—but I still felt that strange reluctance, like maybe I was too old to be doing this sort of thing anymore, much less with my ex-boyfriend.
  


  
    Maybe Benny would pick up on my feelings. He didn’t. In the bedroom, he was already flinging off his clothes. Instead, it was Mark who turned to me with those bright blue eyes, and asked, “Hey, are you okay?”
  


  
    I looked up at him. Six months out of the closet, he’d said. A babe in the woods, set upon by a pair of crafty gray wolves. Yet he gazed at me with genuine concern and empathy.
  


  
    “I guess I’m a little...nervous,” I heard myself say.
  


  
    “A little what?” Benny asked, halfway undressed. He shot me another look, and I knew what this one meant too: Don’t fuck this up for us.
  


  
    Mark laid a hand on my shoulder and squeezed. He smiled tenderly. Probably he understood awkward situations better than any of us, having come out so recently. He said, “Hey, if you don’t want to...”
  


  
    It was what I’d said to him at the bar. It struck me as a very sweet thing to say, considering the circumstances.
  


  
    I liked the strength of his hand as it held my shoulder. Mark moved a half step closer, and I looked up into his electric-blue 
     eyes again. We just gazed for a silent moment, then he bent down a few inches and we kissed.
  


  
    Sparks flew, or if they didn’t, I didn’t see because my eyes had drifted shut and I was just basking in the contact of our lips. There was something unusually powerful about this simple intimate act. I felt the rasp of his stubble. Our mouths started to move. When his tongue slipped out, I met it with mine. His felt like it had an electric current flowing through it, the same source maybe that was lighting up his blue eyes. It had been a long time since a first kiss had thrilled me this much.
  


  
    Then the kiss went into overdrive, and Mark and I were grinding our faces together, tongues thrusting wildly. I felt the calluses on his fingers as he cupped my jaw, angling my head to plunge his tongue even deeper. I reached up and raked my hand through his raggedy dark hair.
  


  
    I was startled for just a second when a second pair of hands slipped around his torso and undid the last few buttons on his shirt. I’d forgotten about Benny! I helped him get Mark’s shirt off, exposing well-toned pecs and abs, then I seized Mark’s belt buckle while he was tugging at my clothes with eager strong hands.
  


  
    There at the foot of my wide bed we all got naked. Benny paused to pull Mark’s head down for a tongue-flashing kiss of his own, while I plucked at the tall man’s nipples. I was already rubbing my hard cock against his muscled leg. Benny reached and grabbed a handful of my ass. I lunged past Mark to give Benny’s balls a gentle squeezing. I didn’t feel awkward anymore about my ex.
  


  
    Working together, just like we’d done in the old days, we pushed Mark onto the bed. He sprawled on his back, grinning, his luscious muscular body fully exposed. I actually gasped. Benny had been right, of course: Mark’s cock was porn star 
     sized. I gazed at his glorious nine inches, then Benny and I vaulted onto the bed.
  


  
    We literally butted heads over that big cock. I fell back, laughing and rubbing my forehead, while Benny got the first taste. He gripped Mark’s thick base and pointed his swollen purplish cockhead at the ceiling. Lowering himself over this sweet prize, he started out by bathing that fat crown with his tongue, swirling round and round. Mark squirmed on the bed.
  


  
    I decided to leave Benny to it for now, as he sealed his lips around the cockhead and started sliding his mouth down that shaft. Benny always was a great cocksucker. I shifted up the bed, figuring on kissing Mark some more or maybe nibbling on his nips, but he suddenly grabbed me by my arms and yanked upward. Then he was seizing my hips, pulling me farther up his body. I found myself straddling his broad chest.
  


  
    “Fuck my mouth!” he urged me.
  


  
    He didn’t have to tell me twice. I planted my knees and angled my body, glad I was still limber. Mark stuffed a pillow behind his head and opened his mouth. I fed the crown of my cock to him. He instantly locked his mouth onto me and applied a strong suction. I felt his tongue flick over me. I reached for the headboard and started sliding myself deeper into his mouth, watching his face to see if I was gagging him. The expression on those outrageously handsome features was one of pure bliss. He sucked my inches in eagerly, finally grabbing my ass and driving my cock right down his throat. It was so beautiful to look down and see myself disappearing into the circle of his lips.
  


  
    Behind me, I heard Benny slurping and moaning, obviously enjoying himself too. I cranked my head around for a quick look and saw him deep-throating that big cock. As he sucked Mark, Mark sucked me. It felt fantastic. I was now hunkered right over Mark’s face, humping his mouth. I felt and heard the slap of my 
     balls against his chin. Mark was fingering the cleft of my ass. One of his rough fingertips grazed my asshole, and a whip crack of pleasure went through me. I fucked his face even harder, watching my sweat dot the pillow as it fell from my forehead.
  


  
    Suddenly, Benny let loose a triumphant howl, and I felt the mattress rock underneath us all. “Hell, yeah!” my ex-boyfriend cried as hot spatters rained across my back. In the same instant, Mark’s mouth tightened almost painfully around my intruding shaft. By now he’d dug a finger in my ass up to the knuckle.
  


  
    I showed mercy. I climbed off him and let him gasp for air as the last jets erupted from his cock. I liked how his cum felt, warm and oozing on my skin. Benny was still crouched between Mark’s outspread thighs. His spit-wet mouth hung open, and he too was heaving for breath.
  


  
    Benny grinned wickedly, and I grinned back. My cock was throbbing. I’d been about halfway to coming myself.
  


  
    A calloused hand reached between my legs and fondled my straining shaft. “I can finish you with my mouth,” Mark said, “or you can fuck my ass. Either one; I’d love it.”
  


  
    I knew what I wanted, but it was Benny who went diving for my bedside table, like he still lived here. My stash of condoms was, however, right where I’d always kept them. He peeled the foil and scuttled over to me, slipping the pre-lubed latex sheath over my cock. His face was bright with sweat and desire. “You fuck this big boy good now,” he told me. I kissed him fiercely. Some part of me still loved him and always would.
  


  
    Mark had turned over onto his hands and knees, and I moved in behind his sculpted ass. Shivering in anticipation, I set my cockhead to his waiting ring. It had been lovely to watch my meat get swallowed up by his mouth. This was just as good, maybe better. The ultimate male/male connection, you could argue. I took him where he was most vulnerable, easing my cock 
     into his hole, careful that I wasn’t hurting him.
  


  
    He took it like a champ, even thrusting back against me to hurry the penetration. I sank all the way in, my thighs pressed tight against the backs of his, my fingers gripping his hips. His ass held me tightly. It was exquisite.
  


  
    Then I set myself to fucking him.
  


  
    We fell instantly into the perfect rhythm. I plunged forward, and Mark rocked back against me, every movement flawlessly timed. Pleasure swarmed over me. Gooseflesh rose on my arms. My nipples grew achingly stiff. My balls were spanking him again, this time slapping his backside. I dug my fingers tighter into his hips and started increasing the tempo.
  


  
    Mark stayed with me, matching my speed with his counterthrusts. I heard him calling out—“Yeah, fuck me!” and “That feels good!”—letting me know how much he was enjoying this. I was losing myself in sexual delirium. My head rocked back and my eyes shut as the rapture built. Molten colors rolled across the backs of my eyelids. I was heading for a fearsome come.
  


  
    I didn’t know when Mark had stopped shouting out encouragements, but I heard him making muffled grunts as I opened my eyes again. Benny now had his cock stuffed in Mark’s mouth, and was face-fucking him with the same gusto I was demonstrating. It was a beautiful sight. Mark was taking Benny all the way, the same as he’d done for me.
  


  
    It sent me into my final frenzy. I pounded Mark’s ass wildly, seeing the impacts ripple up his body. Benny and I slammed him from both ends. It was Benny who climaxed first. He wrenched his cock free just as he started to unload, big, thick, pearly jets splattering the sheets. His face was twisted up into a witch’s mask.
  


  
    Right then I went thundering past the point of no return. With a last hammering thrust, I let my juice fly. I gushed into 
     the condom, as Mark’s ass clenched around me. The bliss radiated over me, spreading out to my toes, the tips of my ears, everywhere. It was one of the most fantastic comes I’d ever had.
  


  
    Afterward, I slowly slumped back. Languidly I peeled off the condom, my eyes fluttering, my skin moist with perspiration.
  


  
    Someone kissed me. I turned to find Benny’s face inches from mine, a devilish grin on it. “Hey, lover, the tall drink of water is ready to go again. I wouldn’t mind him fucking me, but I thought I’d defer to you, this being your abode and all.”
  


  
    I blinked and looked around, seeing Mark hunkered a few feet away. His cock was fully erect again, all nine swelling inches, and he was gazing hungrily at me.
  


  
    Benny knew I wanted it, and he was going to let me have this ass-pounding. I gave him an appreciative kiss. No, we wouldn’t stop being friends because of this. If anything, we would be closer than we’d been in years.
  


  
    Dipping into my stash again, Benny came up with an appropriately sized latex casing for Mark’s substantial meat. When Mark had it on, he moved toward me. I stayed on my back, hooking my hands behind my knees and drawing back my legs. Again I was glad that I exercised enough to stay limber.
  


  
    Mark settled on his knees before me and touched the tip of his cock to my eager asshole. A preliminary shudder went all through me. The lube on the condom felt cool for just a moment, then Mark shifted his weight and started sliding inside me.
  


  
    Like I’d done, he took it slow at first. I was grateful for that, considering how big he was. My ring expanded for him, and new pleasure began to flow in me. He penetrated deeper. I looked up at his muscular body looming over me. I liked the sweet sense of vulnerability I felt. He sank the last few inches, and I had to cry out.
  


  
    “You okay?” he asked gently.
  


  
    My mouth worked silently for a few seconds before I managed to say, “Go ahead and fuck me. I want it. I want it!”
  


  
    He grinned, his blue eyes ablaze, and started his thrusts.
  


  
    I was skewered, impaled. Even though I’d adjusted to his size, my whole body lit up every time he filled me with his cock. It was a kind of pleasure overload. Sexual energy built and built within me. My ass was glowing. My limbs tingled. Something heavy thumped just below my navel, and I realized my own cock had surged back into full hardness. I didn’t even bother touching myself.
  


  
    Mark fucked me faster and harder. I felt the bone-jarring impacts of his body against mine. Droplets of his sweat fell on my face. His heavy balls smacked me. His big cock reamed me, and I loved it. I was shouting out again as the whole bed jounced.
  


  
    When I felt the sudden gushing warmth filling the condom, it tripped something deep inside me. My own second climax swept across me without any real warning. Independent of any contact, my cock was spraying cum over my belly and chest. Mark drove himself to my deepest place as he wrenched his way through his orgasm. I gazed up at him through a seething sexual haze, stunned at how beautiful he was.
  


  
    Eventually, he pretty much collapsed on top of me, and we embraced and rolled around on the bed, giggling. Benny was sitting off to the side, smiling down on the two of us, obviously very pleased with what he had wrought.
  


  
     

  


  
    Oh: if I haven’t made it abundantly clear, I fell in love with Mark that night. As it turned out, he had serious feelings for me too. By the end of that year, he had moved in with me. We don’t seek out random threeways very often, but whenever Benny stops by, we always make an exception.
  

  
  


  
    TRUCKER FUCKER
  


  
    Bobby Starr
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    I decided to check out the truck stop toilets before heading off to work. I didn’t want to miss out on any action. As I walked in the bathroom, I damn near bumped into this Mexican bear trucker who sucked me off the day before. Now I knew what he looked like. I could put a face with that talented mouth. He was cute enough. Razor bumps caked his face. I took one of the more infamous stalls with the glory hole in the wall. I hadn’t gotten my jeans down good before I heard the door being pushed open. It was the Mexican dude. He had done a complete 180 back to the toilets. I was ecstatic about getting my dick sucked. He’s got a mouth like a vacuum. I was free-balling under my jeans, with a sweaty ass-crack in the June heat. The trucker took the stall next to me, to the right. The one men use if they’re only into giving head. The bulky tissue dispenser constricted all efforts in having a dick shoved through from the Mexican guy’s side. I looked at him through the hole as I jacked off. The trucker was wearing purple boxer-briefs and a muscle shirt pulled up over his chest. 
     He was hung like a donkey, with a fat, uncut dick between his thighs. The skinny ones usually have big dicks. He licked his lips, looking back at me through the glory hole. I got up off my toilet and shoved my dick through the glory hole. His mouth felt wet and warm. He was really going to work on my dick until we were interrupted. I swiftly pulled out of the glory hole and sat back on my toilet. I hoped I wasn’t spotted. Whoever entered took the vacant stall on the left side of me. He stuck a note under the partition that read: Who’s that next to you?
  


  
    I gathered who it was: this guy named Jonathan, a regular in the bathrooms. He would usually come in to cruise during the later part of the day.
  


  
    This guy who’s about to blow me, I wrote back. I shoved the tissue and the pen back beneath the wall. I stuck my dick back through the glory hole. The trucker resumed his blow-job work. The Mexican guy applied the right amount of pressure and knew how to deep throat. I spoke dirty to him. “Suck that dick,” I said. I talk that way with every guy I get with. I held my shirt up over my belly. Jonathan couldn’t stand that I was having all the fun. He didn’t like the idea that someone else had beat him to my dick, so he exited the stall next to me and took the one on the other side of the Mexican. I didn’t care. I was getting good head. Had Jonathan got there earlier, he could have been where the Mexican guy was. I could hear Jonathan on the other side rustling around.
  


  
    I retracted my dick out of the hole. I wanted to see what the trucker was up to. I stood on my toilet and looked over the divider. Jonathan was stuffed under the partition, on his back with his mouth stuffed with trucker dick. The trucker leaned back into the pipes to give me a show. They didn’t mind. We were all suckers of dicks in the toilets. Jonathan wouldn’t have been able to recover fast enough if a cop walked in. Jonathan 
     got up off the floor and exited out of his stall. The Mexican guy opened his door to him. He didn’t hesitate to take Jonathan’s dick in his mouth. He was naked from the waist down. It looked to be a good eight inches curling up like a banana. Sweat trickled from Jonathan’s face as he skull-fucked the trucker. My dick grew as I watched over the edge of the divider.
  


  
    Jonathan came quickly in his mouth. The Mexican trucker spat him out into a corner of his stall. Jonathan tucked his spit-soaked dick back into his jeans and left. It was my turn. I wanted more of that Mexican man’s mouth. I rammed my dick into his mouth. It took a while to get me, but he wouldn’t let up. Sweat poured. Was he trying to break a record of who could give the longest blow job ever?
  


  
    “Suck it, suck it, suck it!” I chanted.
  


  
    Damn he could suck a dick. He was working me, keeping up with my aggressive thrusts. My balls banged against the stall wall. My ass was wet with sweat. I thought of calling it quits, but I wasn’t going to give up that easily. I went back for more and he was more than willing. His mouth was the dreamiest.
  


  
    “C’mon, suck it, suck it!” My jeans dropped around my ass.
  


  
    “Make me come.” He was like this machine that wouldn’t stop. He sucked the sensitive, thick head.
  


  
    “Yeah, that’s good,” I said. I smothered him harder into my musky middle. “Let’s get out of here. It’s too risky,” he whispered.
  


  
    When I heard the rustling of the trucker’s clothes, I also started to get dressed. He flushed his toilet and exited out of the rest-stop shitter. I didn’t bother to flush ’cause I hadn’t needed to piss or shit. The sunlight burned my eyes as I walked out into the lot of the truck stop. I put my hand over my eyes like a visor in order to make him out. I could tell by the boots. They were the same shit-kickers that he tapped on the floor for my attention. 
     I walked in his direction. He looked a sight damn better than most of the truckers I played with. His bubble-butt was tight under dirty jeans. He had black, feathered hair and both arms were covered with tattoos. As he walked sandwiched between two rigs that towered over him, he noticed that he was being followed. Once I got to the rig, I looked for him and thought I lost him, but there he was, standing in front of one of the trucks lighting a cigarette. He had blue-collar hands, with black grit beneath his nails. His handlebar moustache was thick with strands of white peppered in with hair of natural-born black. His eyes were so bloodshot I couldn’t make out their true color.
  


  
    “What’s up?” I said.
  


  
    “How you doin’?” he replied, exhaling a thick body of smoke.
  


  
    “Do you know of a place we could go?” I asked, getting to the point.
  


  
    “How about here?”
  


  
    “Here? It’s too dangerous. What if somebody sees us?”
  


  
    “No, I mean, here, my rig.”
  


  
    “What if cops ride up?” I asked.
  


  
    “They know what goes on here, but they don’t fuck with us.”
  


  
    I didn’t know of a place to go anyway—not that late.
  


  
    “What’s your name?” he asked.
  


  
    I never get around to introducing myself to these guys when they’re too busy going for my dick.
  


  
    “Malik,” I said.
  


  
    “Name’s Jorge.”
  


  
    I didn’t care what his name was but figured I needed to know it in case I wanted to shout it out later.
  


  
    I accompanied him to the driver’s side of his rig. He pulled the door ajar.
  


  
    “After you,” he said.
  


  
    “You might need to help me up. I’ve never been inside one of these things before.”
  


  
    I lifted up, pulling myself in. I felt Jorge’s hand on my ass, pushing the rest of me inside the truck. He had no problem getting in. It was like he had jumped in and out of the thing a hundred times over. Jorge shut the door behind us and locked it. I usually don’t get into trucks with strange dudes, and Jorge looked rough as hell, but he was worth the risk. His rig reeked of stinking feet. I could barely see. I stumbled on something that was hanging in the back of the rig.
  


  
    “You okay?” Jorge asked.
  


  
    “What is this?”
  


  
    Only the lot lights from outside lit our way. The scene was quite seedy and dirty. Jorge made the first move. He veered in and pressed his lips to mine. His moustache pricked my lips. Our tongues toyed as we pushed them in each other’s mouths. I tore at his clothes and he at mine until we were both shirtless. He had a hairy chest and belly: a real man. We fingered each other’s clasps and zippers until our asses were exposed and our hard dicks were free and I was looking at that fat and uncut one of his again. His fingers were a dream on my dick. Jorge played with my balls. He pushed me against the wall and pulled off my jeans. He dropped to his knees. I watched as he took my dick. He felt warm and wet on me.
  


  
    “Suck my fucking dick,” I said, as I played with his ears.
  


  
    He uncorked me from his mouth and began kissing along my belly, working his way up my chest until his lips touched mine again. It was my turn. I hadn’t had the chance to suck him off back in the bathroom. Jorge waved his Latin foreskin in my face until I opened my mouth to his thick piece. He held on to my head for leverage as he fucked my mouth. Slobber drooled down my chin as Jorge had his way with me. I held the cheeks 
     of his ass and pressed him hard into me, forcing his dick to slide deeper down my throat.
  


  
    “I can’t wait to get this up your ass, man,” he said. “Sit in the swing.”
  


  
    With the taste of his dick on my tongue, I worked myself into the contraption of leather straps and chains. Jorge bound my wrists and ankles into the restraints. My hole was at his mercy. He could shove anything up in me and there wasn’t a damn thing I could’ve done about it. Jorge massaged his dick with filthy fingers. I felt the tip of it at the start of my asshole. He gripped my thighs and was about to enter me when he noticed movement through the window of the driver’s-side door. I couldn’t move due to my binds. There was a knock.
  


  
    “Keep quiet,” said Jorge.
  


  
    “Let me out of this thing.”
  


  
    “Shut up,” he said.
  


  
    I struggled to free myself, but Jorge made sure I was tied in tightly. He opened the door to the knock and said, “What the hell took you so long?”
  


  
    Who was he talking to? What was going on? I panicked realizing that Jorge knew whoever it was that wanted in. He stood away from the door and allowed the stranger to climb inside the rig. It was another trucker, one I hadn’t seen before. I couldn’t see much of his face ’cause of the shades that covered his eyes. He stumbled in, staring in the direction of my hindered, naked body. A tail of dirty brown hair hung down his back. He was husky with a body tightly packed into a flannel shirt and jeans.
  


  
    “We were about to start without you,” said Jorge, crouching down behind the stranger. The guy looked to me as if I was some biology experiment waiting to be dissected.
  


  
    “I told you never to start without me,” he said.
  


  
    “What’s going on? Who’s he?” I asked Jorge.
  


  
    “This here’s my buddy, Big Rick. He loves black ass,” Jorge said.
  


  
    Before I could get another word out, Jorge shoved his finger hard up my ass. I groaned at his applied pressure.
  


  
    “Let’s get this shit started,” said Big Rick with a dirty-sounding Southern accent.
  


  
    He unzipped his jeans and fished his dick out of his white cotton underwear. I could see why they called him Big Rick. I was scared at the thought of something that huge going up my ass. There was no lubricant within reach, so Big Rick spat in his hand and slathered his dick with the stuff while Jorge stretched my hole for this brute’s grand entrance. Big Rick held me as he maneuvered inch after meaty inch of dick up my butt until all of him was planted inside me. As he fucked me, Jorge stood at the other end, running his cock across my lips. I opened wide. Jorge plugged my mouth with hung, hard, sweaty Mexican dick. I sucked him as Big Rick rode me. Damn near every orifice of my body was stuffed with redneck and Mexican trucker dick. Big Rick pulled out in his need to apply more spit, knowing my hole was growing parched, but within seconds, he had corked my ass again with his nasty pole.
  


  
    My eyes watered as I attempted to take as much of Jorge’s dick as humanly possible into my mouth, which was quite a lot given the history I have. I can’t help myself. I love men and I love sucking big dicks. The musky scent from Jorge’s ass and balls filled me up as he face-fucked me.
  


  
    “Gimme that black ass,” grunted Big Rick.
  


  
    “How is it?” Jorge queried.
  


  
    “Perfect fucking fit,” he replied. “You wanna switch?”
  


  
    “Fuck yeah, I’ve been dying to get in his hole,” he said.
  


  
    Big Rick unplugged his dick from my booty while Jorge slid his out of my mouth. My muscles relaxed a bit between the 
     switch, but it wasn’t long before both ends of me were crammed again. It was a fantasy brought to life to be fucked from both ends by two hot trucker types.
  


  
    “You picked a good one this time. He’s got a sweet fucking mouth,” said Big Rick.
  


  
    Jorge was fucking my ass hard, each thrust faster than the last. His moaning turned into yelling. As far as I was concerned, he could have fucked my hot, chocolate hole for hours on end. I held on to the sling’s chains as Big Rick took it out on my mouth. My full lips hugged his boner tightly as he pushed in and drew out.
  


  
    “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Big Rick hollered.
  


  
    I braced myself as he filled me with cum. His juice slid warm down my throat.
  


  
    “Eat my spunk, cum slut.”
  


  
    I licked the head of his dick clean. He walked around to where Jorge was fucking me.
  


  
    “Stretch his fucking hole,” said Big Rick. That turned me on even more. “Fuck that black ass.”
  


  
    Jorge warned that he was about to shoot his shit.
  


  
    “Shoot your fucking load up his ass.” I felt him ease his dick out of me. He moaned louder as he spurted thick streams on my belly, dick and balls. The rig smelled of trucker sweat and ass. The two of them got dressed, leaving me tied and soiled with cum. Big Rick’s jizz left a bitter aftertaste at the back of my throat.
  


  
    “You going to the Riverfront tonight?” asked Big Rick.
  


  
    “Yeah, soon as I’m done with him,” Jorge told him.
  


  
    “See ya next time,” Big Rick said, patting me on my ass. I looked on as he climbed out of Jorge’s rig. Jorge undid the straps from my wrists and ankles then held me as he let the rest of me out of the sling.
  


  
    “Get dressed. I need a beer,” he said.
  


  
    After I was fully clothed, we climbed out of rig and talked in the lot. He forked something out of the back pocket of his jeans. It was a business card.
  


  
    “I’m usually in Tallahassee every other week. Give me a call,” he said, pushing the card into the breast pocket of my shirt. My ass was sore; my jaws ached for relief as I watched him haul off onto the busy freeway.
  

  
  


  
    BALLS
  


  
    T. Hitman
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    Balls, big and hairy, dangled in front of my face.
  


  
    They weren’t the biggest or the hairiest I’d ever seen—and I’ve been up close to plenty, both in the flesh and displayed on the TV and computer screens. Like a lot of men of a certain age who love balls, the first few dozens sacs I jerked off to were delivered courtesy of the straight man’s stroke flicks. Back in the day, video rental stores could usually be relied upon to stock adult entertainment of the hetero persuasion, even if they didn’t always carry the kind where one man wraps his lips around another’s dick.
  


  
    A lot of those balls belonged to a handful of porn stars—Peter North, Mike Horner, Marc Wallice, Randy what’s-his-name. But squirt enough load, do enough porn, and a man’s rocks have a tendency to discolor and shrivel up to a texture like rawhide. The last stroke flick I saw North in, his bag looked so prickly that I thought he had an iguana hanging beneath the root of his dick.
  


  
    Gay porn, readily more available than ever thanks to the Internet, pretty much remedied my dilemma. I love balls. Big, hairy low-hanging sacs full of juice. Lately, the balls have been bigger, true—amateurs, whether gay, bi, or gay-for-pay who’ve sprayed their money shots into the mouths, fronts, or backs of their onscreen partners, maintain that bounce I love, have always loved. I crave a nut-cam view of a big pair swinging back and forth while the dude pounds a hole or a pair of lips. And I can’t stand it when a cocksucker is sucking away on the cock with gusto, but his ten perfectly capable fingers ignore two fully loaded rocks in their hairy ball-bag. On more than a few occasions, I’ve barked at the computer screen, “Yank on those fuckers! Give them a tug!” while pulling on my own.
  


  
    I love balls. I love to play with them, suck them, sniff them—that raw male odor of sweat-ripened nuts, to me, is one of nature’s miracles. I love them hairy. I love them visible, having slipped into view from the frayed leg of a pair of shorts, or half spilling out of a dude’s underwear.
  


  
    I especially loved the pair that Officer Mark Lawrence dropped onto my face.
  


  
    “That’s quite the set of nuts you’ve got there, dude,” I sighed, warming them with my breath.
  


  
    Officer Mark’s cock, no slouch either, pulsed under its own power. He could flex his balls, too, I noticed, from the periphery.
  


  
    “So you keep telling me,” he growled. “How about you stop admiring them with your eyes and show them some respect with your mouth.”
  


  
    I smiled and licked my lips. Up close, their funky stink hit my nostrils an instant before my tongue registered the day’s sweat on my taste buds. I gobbled his left nut between my lips, sucked on it and tugged on its slightly larger twin. Then, after spitting out the left one, I drew in the right. Mark’s cock flounced against 
     my cheek, hot skin against hot skin. Coarse hair musky with the sweat of the afternoon’s football game teased my nostrils. I drew in a deep breath, grabbed hold of his cock and pumped it.
  


  
     

  


  
    “You got balls,” I said that first day, right after the chase was over and the perp was cuffed and safely in the cruiser’s backseat, swearing and kicking at the safety mesh, most but clearly not all of the fight knocked out of him.
  


  
    It had come in as a 211 in progress—robbery. Code 2, no lights or sirens. I’d been paired up with the new guy, Officer Mark Sebastian Lawrence, only that morning and already liked him. But after the incident degenerated into a car chase through the heart of downtown Ellis, becoming a rolled stolen vehicle and then pursuit on foot through vacant lots, my new partner quickly also earned my respect.
  


  
    The lots were littered with debris—construction waste, broken bottles, shopping carts. It was dangerous, because one misstep and you’d find yourself with a broken ankle or tetanus. The perp was beyond thinking rationally; he’d jacked a car and flipped it after running off with the payroll of a local chain grocery store. It wasn’t going to end easy at this point, and we all knew it.
  


  
    Branson and Kreeg joined in the chase. I barked an update into my radio and raced after our guy. We took a sharp turn to the right and were on the train tracks that run along the canal. Canal...water...yup, our thief was making a break for the drink, thinking it his last chance at escaping. An ugly sitch was about to get even uglier.
  


  
    I’m in excellent shape. Play sports and visit the gym regularly. But even I looked like a slouch compared to Officer Mark, who streaked past me, a blur of white skin and black uniform. I caught a hint of his scent on the contrail of air that resulted: 
     clean male sweat, mixed with a heady hint of his arousal, testosterone leaching up from what had to be a hell of a set of stones and out through his glistening skin. His smell triggered a chemical reaction inside me. I struggled to keep up, cursed with an instant erection that tick-tocked with my steps. Thoughts of his balls and how damp they must be growing kept me hard.
  


  
    “Don’t do it, fucker!” Mark bellowed.
  


  
    The perp did it. Mark tackled him right as our quarry was about to dive into the canal.
  


  
    I’d played and watched a lot of football but had never seen a running back or the defense do so brilliant a job as my fellow policeman. Mark tackled the dude down, slammed his face into the grassy bank a foot shy of the water, and finished the play by reading the perp his rights.
  


  
    I wanted him on my football team and told him so.
  


  
    The guy had balls.
  


  
     

  


  
    I was able to fit both of his balls into my mouth. Mark rose to the tops of his toes in response and fucked his cock between my fingers. I squeezed down hard. The veiny tube in my grasp stiffened fully. Something warm and wet oozed over my thumb on the next thrust. I glanced up and saw that first trickle from his dick’s piss slit.
  


  
    “Stop hogging his mouth, dude,” a voice from my right interjected, shattering the moment. It was Branson.
  


  
    “Fuck,” Mark huffed.
  


  
    He scrambled for his pants, stirring the raw male stink in the air, which I’d grown high on, oblivious to that third male body in the room.
  


  
    “It’s okay,” I said, though clearly words alone didn’t calm him. Gone was the skilled athlete able to tackle fast-moving thieves and football receivers alike; an uncoordinated juggler 
     with two left feet took his place.
  


  
    Seeing that Branson had fumbled his dick out for service as well, however, did the trick.
  


  
    “Okay—as long as you don’t mind sharing,” Branson said with a cocky smirk on his face.
  


  
    The other policeman ambled over and planted his sweaty nuts on my nose. Mark thawed, his confidence restored by the hunger I showed to Branson’s balls. Eventually, I spit out the tanks that made and stored my fellow officer’s juice and turned my attention toward his dick. Overhead, Branson tipped his chin. Mark moved back into position, and I alternated between their two cocks, caressing hairy lengths of muscled leg with one hand. And, as I’d always promised myself since I first started jerking off to porn, angered by the frequency in which the nuts of attractive men got ignored, I gave their balls frequent tugs, rolling them together in their sweaty sacs.
  


  
    Mark grunted and fucked my face with the same ferociousness he’d shown in assaulting my hand. His balls gonged against my chin, hairy and pungent, full and loose, more beautiful than just about anything I’d ever seen or experienced. The exception being the pair on Branson who made it clear in actions that he was still there, still hard and ready to finish what we’d started.
  


  
     

  


  
    “We have this thing.”
  


  
    “Thing?” he asked, eating his lunch. Even the way Mark Lawrence chewed and swallowed was brilliant; a modern caveman in a cop’s uniform, his long, strong fingers balancing the burger. He’d shaved that morning; by noon, his lower face bore a magnificent five o’clock shadow.
  


  
    I slurped down the last of my soda through a straw. “Yeah, a bunch of us guys. In the summer, it’s the police softball league. Now, it’s football. We get together, play on a field over in East 
     Ellis, then hang out, usually at my place, and enjoy a few cold ones.”
  


  
    “Your place, huh?” Mark said around a mouthful of food.
  


  
    I nodded. “Me being the single dude, there’s less danger of being yelled at for not using a coaster or wearing your shoes into the house.”
  


  
    Mark chewed and swallowed before tearing off another bite. “Football—that sounds fun.”
  


  
    Not for the first time, I recorded his neat athletic haircut under his baseball cap bearing the Ellis PD’s name and logo, his hair almost as dark as his uniform, his pale blue eyes and classically handsome face. “It is,” I said, forcing my eyes away, but not before letting them drop to his crotch. The space beneath his gun belt bulged magnificently. Dude had balls, and I told him so.
  


  
    “I want you on my team,” I said.
  


  
    I would have done just about anything to get him to switch teams. Even before I watched him stop some crazed bonehead from taking a dive in the canal, likely to his death, I’d grown more than fond, just shy of in love with him. How couldn’t I fall?
  


  
    “Count me in, dude,” Mark said.
  


  
    I gave my cup full of melting ice a shake and hid my excitement with an emotionless, “You’re counted.”
  


  
    A couple of days after that, on a warm weekend afternoon, he was on top of me, in my face, and I couldn’t have been happier.
  


  
     

  


  
    It went something like this:
  


  
    Branson, Willet, and Kreeg came at me. I had the ball and was halfway to the Shirts’ end zone. The air gusted over my naked chest, cooling sweat, teasing hair. Thank a round of Rock, Paper, Scissors for that—I drew the Skins option. I ran, 
     sweated, feeling my balls bounce in my loose-fit cotton shorts, dogged by three dudes I went through the academy with, all wearing T-shirts, suddenly the enemy. When, moving like a crackle of lightning, another naked chest streaked up and took the two closest down, I made it into the end zone and spiked the ball. Skins won by a final of twenty-one to seven. I got rushed by my teammates. Gerlach and Valico hugged me. Sweat, male and intoxicating, engulfed us. And then I got tackled by one of my own guys, and he slammed me down in his enthusiasm, hooting in that same caveman’s voice that our ancestors probably used after slaying wild boar and mastodons; that voice that starts deep in the nut-sac instead of high up the throat.
  


  
    I recognized the bare chest with the T-pattern of dark chest hair superimposed over a great set of pectoral muscles. It was the dude who’d tossed me the ball. Officer Mark.
  


  
    “Fuck, yeah,” he barked.
  


  
    Our chests rubbed together. Our sweat mixed. I imagined our dicks, our balls, grinding together. Only I wasn’t imagining that part of the connection, or how much I liked it—just maybe how much Mark seemed to be enjoying it, too.
  


  
     

  


  
    We walked back to the lot, where mostly pickup trucks were parked.
  


  
    “Who’s coming to my place?”
  


  
    “I can’t today,” said Valico. “If I’m not home before five, the wife’s gonna hang my balls from the rearview like a pair of fuzzy dice.”
  


  
    We all had a good chuckle. Valico was whipped and knew it, but he wasn’t alone. Most of the guys bailed domino-fashion after he quit the game.
  


  
    My eyes connected with Branson. “I shouldn’t, but I guess I can hang for one beer.”
  


  
    “Good, I’ve got a case in the fridge,” I said.
  


  
    Mark clapped my shoulder as I pulled on my shirt. “I’m in.”
  


  
    Turns out, he had a couple of hot ones in his track pants, and I was about to meet them, up close and personal.
  


  
     

  


  
    “Balls,” he said.
  


  
    I handed Mark another cold one, wondering if I’d heard him correctly. “Say again?”
  


  
    He glanced at Branson on his way toward the door. “Balls. I bet none of those dudes are gonna get theirs worked on at home, by their women. Chicks like a hard dick inside them, but when it comes to a dude’s balls, they have no use for them.”
  


  
    Branson gave his crotch an absent scratch and sighed. “See you tomorrow, dudes. I’m about to head home and not get any.”
  


  
    “Later.”
  


  
    Mark’s and my eyes connected as Branson exited the room—and the house, we both believed. He had donned his shirt again, a black wife-beater that showcased that sexy patch of chest hair, along with the fur beneath his armpits.
  


  
    “A shame,” I said, gulping down a mouthful of suds, indicating Branson with a tip of my head. “Horny, good-looking dude like that.”
  


  
    “Yeah, especially now,” Mark said.
  


  
    “Now?” I parroted.
  


  
    “You know how it goes. After a good workout or a game of pigskin or hardball, a man’s nuts swell up. All that action and competition gets the testosterone flowing. Mine feel halfway down to my ankles right now.” He shook his meat again for emphasis.
  


  
    “You do have a set on you, dude,” I said, aiming the neck of my bottle toward his nuts. “Balls. Big ones.”
  


  
    Mark clanked his bottle against mine before taking a sip. I 
     kicked off my sneakers, grabbed the remote control, thumbing the keys. The wide screen flared to life. The phantom chill of being watched cut through the heat of me. Mark’s eyes were on me, I sensed—not yet realizing that Branson’s were, too.
  


  
    “Hell of a good time today,” Mark said. “I really needed this. I don’t know anyone yet around Ellis, apart from you and the dudes.”
  


  
    I turned to face him. “Yeah, some great guys on the force. We have a lot of fun on our weekends to make up for the stress of the job. I think you’ll like it here. You’ll fit in well.”
  


  
    Mark tipped his chin up in greeting. “Yup.” A swig, and then, “So why aren’t you married? And don’t tell me it’s because you haven’t met the right one yet.”
  


  
    Our eyes connected. I fell into the hypnotic pull of his pale blues, saw that his free hand was still scratching away at his nuts and, suddenly, I was struggling to breathe.
  


  
    “Deal, I won’t. Honest truth of the matter is, unlike those dudes with wives and girlfriends, I, myself very much appreciate a sac of sports-swollen come tanks, as hairy and ripe and loose as possible.”
  


  
    The expression on Mark’s face hardened. His eyebrows knitted together. He raised his beer to his lips and shot me a mean look from the distance of two or more yards away. I’m fairly good at reading people—that ability comes with the job—but for a terrible instant, I couldn’t tell if he wanted to clock me or tackle me again like he had on the football field. Luckily, Officer Mark Lawrence went with the latter.
  


  
    “You love a dude’s rocks so much; I got a big ole pair for you to suck on.”
  


  
     

  


  
    Big they were. Big and sweaty and, mercifully, they had escaped that whole manscaping trend that seems to have gripped most 
     of the civilized world. Not the hairiest nuts I’d ever seen, but in the top percentage—and all mine for the sucking.
  


  
    “I’ve caught you stealing looks at them,” he said, as I helped him out of his track pants. Underneath, Mark wore a form-hugging pair of black boxer-briefs. His dick, which I’d earlier crossed swords with on the football field, stood at attention in the front of his underwear.
  


  
    “You?” I asked.
  


  
    Mark kicked off his sneakers and stepped out of his pants. The buttery stink of his feet joined the musty odor of his nuts, forming a potent atmosphere for the fun between two men about to ensue. He shrugged. “I don’t know.”
  


  
    “You seem to know enough.”
  


  
    “Yeah, I know that I like my nuts worked, you like to work’em, and that’s good enough for now, right?”
  


  
    It was better than good. I yanked down his boxer-briefs and studied his balls up close, a magnificent set, equal to those on my good buddy Tate Branson, who let me service his on a regular basis, given that he wasn’t getting enough release at home. His nuts were big and hairy, pink skin verging on red.
  


  
    I sucked Mark’s balls—and sucked his dick, pulling on his stones and Branson’s, which pushed the new guy past the precipice. Salty-sour juice flooded my mouth. I matched his squirts by swallowing down. Before Mark finished, Branson forced the head of his dick past my lips and added his load to the mix, their grunts powering up before crashing back down.
  


  
    I released their nuts. My mouth reluctantly did the same to their dicks. I started to rise, but Mark clamped a hand to my shoulder, planting me back on my knees.
  


  
    “Where do you think you’re going?”
  


  
    I licked my lips. “What—?”
  


  
    “I told you, when I work out or toss around a football long 
     enough, my nuts fill up with jizz. There’s plenty more where that came from, but you gotta work for it. And I bet our good buddy here has another in him—if he can stay out a little longer.”
  


  
    “Fuckin’ A,” said Branson.
  


  
    Smiling, I again reached for their balls.
  

  
  


  
    NECK OF THE WOODS
  


  
    Shane Allison
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    Tom Brown Park is hot with cops hiding in plain clothes. Their blood runs blue in moral veins.
  


  
    They’ve been busting men left and right. Idiots getting caught and hauled off in cuffs to county lockup. Dumb-asses if you ask me. Dumb with a capital D. There’s no way that shit is gonna happen to me. I’ve been doing this for too long, and I’ve never been busted. Going on twelve years now. That’s right, twelve years, and never been arrested for so much as pissing in the woods. They know me by name at the bus depot toilets. I’ve got my number sprawled across every stall wall of every mall, library and college campus toilet. So much so I have to put my cell on vibrate. Dudes of all types: from freaky college boys to piggish professors lusting after my ass.
  


  
    Everybody’s been warned to stay away. If punks are not getting busted, they’re getting beaten up by cops drunk with hate, with homophobia in their blood.
  


  
    More and more trade has started appearing at the lake. I 
     cruise about to find two pickups parked. Some hairy daddy whom I’ve never seen before, dressed in overalls and boots caked with dried mud, is leaning against a Chevy. Can’t see who’s in the Toyota Tundra due to the tinted windows. I’ve never seen them before, and they don’t look like cops.
  


  
    I only come out here when there’s nowhere else to go, when I get tired of seeing the same tired, trifling trade at X-Mart, and the cock-teasing breeders too scared of their own shadow to want to get down seriously. I don’t want to do anything, they say. It’s too risky. This is the time of year this place is swarming with dick. Hell, I’ve seen men walk ass-naked in plain daylight. Don’t give a damn who sees.
  


  
    I’m starting to see sheriffs more and more out here though. One almost rode up on me while I was jacking off. Looked up and there he was. Motherfuckers are good at sneaking up on you. My friend Lynda says it’s been on the news about how they’re cracking down. I told her I didn’t know anything about it. She’s always telling me to be careful ’cause of diseases and shit. This coming from somebody who’s what, on her third kid?
  


  
    Apparently, someone saw two men fucking and filed a complaint. If you get arrested, they put your name in the paper now. Teachers and preachers are literally getting caught with their underwear down around their knees. Fools. Damn fools. Most of the trade that come out here are big-bellied husbands on the down-low from the wife. Talking about how their wives won’t suck their dicks anymore.
  


  
    That country bear is still standing there. He’s not a hustler. What hustler wears overalls and dips snuff?
  


  
    Fuck it! You just gotta have a fuck-it attitude about shit these days. He leans steady against the splashes of his truck as I saunter past him through thick mounds of sand.
  


  
    “How you doin’?” I ask, giving him one of my fuck me looks.
  


  
    He doesn’t speak, but stares off at the golden beams that shimmer off the lake.
  


  
    Well, fuck you, too. Some people can be so rude. When I enter the toilets, I’m hit with the stench of stale piss from the unflushed commodes. A cement partition divides the two. The floor is strewn with wet wads of toilet paper. The walls are moderate with graffiti. MEET HERE FOR HEAD, GWM LOOKING FOR FUCKBUDDY, FOR A GOOD TIME, CALL TAMMY, and pictures of dicks drawn in black marker.
  


  
    As I lean against the wall behind me, legs ajar, dick thick, the portly silver daddy walks in. He stands in front of a row of sinks.
  


  
    What the hell he doin’? I’m a bit nervous, and decide to hide my dick just in case he’s a cop after all.
  


  
    “Hey,” he murmurs from the opposite side of the wall. “Are there other places ’round here to go?”
  


  
    “Excuse me?”
  


  
    “Places. Are there other places ’round here?” I flush my toilet; pull my jeans and boxers up around my ass, leaving my dick poking out of a plaid slit. He grabs and squeezes it.
  


  
    “I know a place,” I say. “Let’s go outside. This place has cameras.” A brisk breeze blows across our faces as we walk down a narrow trail. He smells of sweat and dirt, his teeth brown from the tobacco.
  


  
    “You gotta place?” he asks. I lie and tell him I have roommates. I’m not into bringing trade home. “I’m from Thomasville, Georgia,” he tells me. He follows me down narrow trails, past bushes and trees.
  


  
    I let him in on a popular spot where everyone goes to make out, a place deep in the mouth of the woods that even the sheriffs don’t know about.
  


  
    “Lead the way,” he says in a Southern drawl.
  


  
    We trudge down a gravel trail, stepping over frequent mud 
     holes as we hike past bushes armed with thorns. “So you come out here a lot?” he asks.
  


  
    “After classes.”
  


  
    “Where you go t’ school at?”
  


  
    “Junior college right now, but I start at Florida State in th’ fall.”
  


  
    “Any action out here?” he queries.
  


  
    “Yeah, but mos’ly on th’ weekends. You gotta be careful though ‘cause o’ cops an’ shit. They been bustin’ guys left an’ right out here.”
  


  
    We get to a clearing beneath an oak tree. The ground beneath it is strewn with sun-bleached condom packets.
  


  
    We stand eye to eye, admiring each other beneath the Spanish moss that lingers above us.
  


  
    “You ain’ a cop are ya?” I ask.
  


  
    “Do I look lika cop?”
  


  
    I heard they gotta tell you if they’re police or not if you ask.
  


  
    “I was watchin’ you earlia,” I say.
  


  
    “Watchin’ me where?”
  


  
    “Up dere back on th’ sof’ shoulda.”
  


  
    “I was wonderin’ what was up wit dat car. You know dat guy in th’ truck?”
  


  
    “Neva seen ’im before.”
  


  
    I caress the bulge that’s snug within my shorts as I stare hungrily at his crotch.
  


  
    “So whatchu into?” he asks.
  


  
    “U’m versatile.”
  


  
    “Take ya dick out,” he says.
  


  
    I unzip and fork out my dick.
  


  
    I stroke it. Cum drips from my dickhead.
  


  
    “Take ya pants down.”
  


  
    I push them down around my knees. I stand before him in 
     semi-nudeness fingering the shaft, smearing a thumb across the pierced head of my dick.
  


  
    Suddenly, a chubby, freckled-face ruffian wearing a soiled T-shirt that says IT’S A REDNECK THING, YOU WOULDN’T UNDERSTAND, filthy jeans and sneaks stained from red clay, barrels down upon us. I never heard him coming.
  


  
    “What we got here, Claude?” Dude grabs me, holding me tight from behind. He presses himself against me. His scent of sweat is just as overpowering as his grip.
  


  
    “Got us a college boy. Found ‘im in th’shitter.” He pushes me to the cold ground of dead leaves and dirt. A few used rubbers are strewn about.
  


  
    “Fuck is this?” I say looking up at the boy.
  


  
    “Hush, nigger,” Claude says, mashing my face into dirt. Willie grabs me by the collar of my shirt and says, “Yoon talk lessen we say.” He stands over me like a master to his slave.
  


  
    “So le’s see it, boy,” Claude says, as he pulls me over on my back.
  


  
    “Damn, this boy’s got an earring in his dick,” Willie says. He spits out a mouthful of snuff into a bush nearby.
  


  
    “Come on, man, take it easy.”
  


  
    Claude slapped me across the head and said, “Speak when spoken to.” They pull me up and push me against the body of an oak tree.
  


  
    “Whatcha wanna do wit this nigger, Claude? It be a shame t’ let this ass go t’ was’.” Willie slaps me on my butt caked with dirt.
  


  
    “Le’s tie ‘im up,” says Claude.
  


  
    “I got some rope in th’ truck.”
  


  
    “That’ll do,” Claude says.
  


  
    When he returns, Claude grabs me, pulling my arms tightly behind me.
  


  
    “Wait, please!” I beckon.
  


  
    “Hush now, nigger,” Willie says, kicking me in my side. When he presses me into the ground, Claude jams his knee into my back, binding my wrists. I struggle to see what’s going on. I’m scared for my life, worried that murder is on these brutes’ minds, terrified of becoming a blood-splattered pansy left for dead.
  


  
    “We gon’ teach you a lesson, boy,” Claude says.
  


  
    “Hey, Claude, I gotta idea. Why ‘on’ we let ’im go.”
  


  
    “What? Let ’im go?”
  


  
    “So we can hunt ’is ass down.” Willie slaps me across my ass. Claude yanks at the knots that bind. “Whatta ya say, nigger, you wanna make a run fuh it?”
  


  
    “Fuck you!” I yell, spitting dirt.
  


  
    “Boy’s got a mouth on ‘im,” Claude says. “Do I need t’ clean that mouth out, boy?”
  


  
    “He’d probably like that shit,” says Willie.
  


  
    “We go’n letchu go, nigger,” says Claude. “If ya can git to that piece o’ shit car o’ yers befo’ we catcha, ya can go, but if we gitcha, yo black ass is ours.”
  


  
    “Are you going to untie me?”
  


  
    “Now what fun would that be, nigger?” Willie says.
  


  
    “Well? Whatcha waitin’ fuh? Get goin’,” says Claude.
  


  
    I yank my pants up and run like a bat out of hell, jumping over fallen pine tree branches. I can hear them not far behind, hot on my ass. I’m a possum desperately trying to get away from these demented fucks. I dodge and jump over boulders that have been put in place to cut down on erosion due to the carbon monoxide from highway traffic.
  


  
    “We go’n gitcha, boy!” they holler. “We comin’, nigger.”
  


  
    I’m still a ways from my car. I can’t see anything for the woods being so thick with trees. It was hard to move through the woods with my arms tied.
  


  
    “Here we come, boy!” I can almost feel their breath on my neck. They’re getting closer.
  


  
    “Where th’ fuck did I park?” Sweat pours down my face, stinging my eyes. My fogged glasses slip off my face.
  


  
    “Fuck!” I look back, but can’t see them behind me. There’s no sign of them, but they’re close; I can feel it. The thicket of trees becomes sparse. I’m only able to make out the headlights of my car.
  


  
    I run as fast as my feet will allow. My legs are burning. I’m so tired. It takes everything in me to keep from throwing up.
  


  
    “Gotcha, boy!” Willie yells, as he tackles me onto the ground. I struggle to worm my way out of his grip, but I don’t have the energy.
  


  
    “Claude, I got ’im.” Willie pins my beating chest, holding me down.
  


  
    Claude is sluggish and slowly makes his way to Willie and me.
  


  
    “Get offa me!”
  


  
    “Ya almos’ made it, nigger,” Claude says, struggling to catch his breath.
  


  
    “Now we go’n have some fun wit ’im?”
  


  
    “Lean ’im ova this tree,” Claude huffs.
  


  
    Willie drags me over to a fallen tree and pulls my shorts down over my ass.
  


  
    “Fuck you!” I yell. I make another attempt to break free from the rope.
  


  
    “Hush, nigger. A deal’s a deal,” says Claude.
  


  
    “Get ’im ready fuh this cock, Will.”
  


  
    I can barely make out what is about to go down.
  


  
    “Hol’ ’im down, Will,” Claude demands.
  


  
    “Afta he don’, I’s my turn, boy.”
  


  
    Two cruel hands pry my asscheeks apart.
  


  
    I hear Will spitting in my asshole. Brittle leaves snap beneath the weight of the heavyset ruffians as they rustle about. Claude straddles me.
  


  
    “Nigger’s ass iz tight.”
  


  
    “Let ’im in, boy,” Willie demands, pressing my face into a wet bed of leaves.
  


  
    I want to hold on to the last tittle of freedom that lies like a pearl between my butt, but Claude is hell-bent on getting in.
  


  
    I feel Willie’s grip start to weaken, so I buck up.
  


  
    “Hold his ass down, man, fuck,” Claude says.
  


  
    “Fuck up off me!” I holler.
  


  
    “Relax boy,” says Willie, pressing me hard over the tree’s trunk, tightening the rope.
  


  
    I brace myself, biting down on my bottom lip as Claude pushes into me. The deeper he explores, the harder I bite into my lip, hands clenching dirt. I swallow my fear with bittersweet pleasure.
  


  
    “You like that, boy?” Willie asks. I can smell the tobacco hot on his breath.
  


  
    “This whatchu want, nigger?” Claude queries. “Ain’t this whatchu queers come ’ere fuh?”
  


  
    My dick presses hard against the bark as he continues thrusting himself into me.
  


  
    “My turn,” Willie says.
  


  
    “Look like ya go’n need a lotta lube, man,” Claude states. He spits. I can smell snuff rolling between my asscheeks. Willie drives his dick in. He’s not as heavy as Claude on top of me. Claude shuffles in front of me, and holds up my sweaty face, wagging his dick at my lips.
  


  
    “Whatchu waitin’ on, nigger, an invatation? Open up.”
  


  
    “Fuck you, hick.”
  


  
    “Open ya mouth or u’m go’n give ya some t’ yell about.”
  


  
    Claude slowly works his dick in my mouth.
  


  
    “Ya give me teeth, boy, I’ll break ya neck.”
  


  
    He laughs as he fucks my face. I almost gag from the scent of manure and sweat.
  


  
    “Come on, nigger. Take it like a man.” Each end of me is filled. Willie takes it out on my flesh from the back, while Claude exercises his prejudice from the front.
  


  
    “Damn, this some hot ass.”
  


  
    “He gi’ head betta than my ol’ lady,” adds Claude.
  


  
    They both turn me over on my ass that’s sore and spent. They pin me under their weight.
  


  
    Willie slathers my dick with snuff. I watch as Claude stands over me undoing the copper rivets of his overalls. He pulls them down around his thighs exposing an ass grown with dark fur. He straddles me, and lowers himself onto my dick. My piercing grazes between his cheeks as he maneuvers my dick at his hole. It slides in easily. I yell hoping that someone will come to my aid.
  


  
    “Cain’t nobody hear ya way out here, nigger.” Willie stands over me, his dick hanging over my person.
  


  
    “Nigger’s ass feels good,” says Claude.
  


  
    “Ride ’im, cowboy,” Willie yells as I squirm and struggle. He presses a muddy boot into my face.
  


  
    “Be still, boy.”
  


  
    Claude grunts as he has his way with me. I attempt to hold my orgasm at bay, but to no avail; I shoot a load loose. His face shades red as he grits his tobacco-brown teeth, jacking his dick. He shoots off on me while Willie defaces me with cum. Claude slides off my dick, and stands next to Willie fastening his overalls. I roll over stinking of sweat, cum and manure, scared out of my head to think of what will happen next.
  


  
    “Whatchu wanna do with ‘im?” Willie asks.
  


  
    “Let ‘im go,” Claude replies. “We don’ had our fun.” Willie unties my binds.
  


  
    All I hear are leaves being kicked asunder as they walk off into the woods.
  


  
    “See ya aroun’, nigger,” Willie yells. I dress myself. My ass is sore. I make my way back to my car.
  


  
     

  


  
    I turn into the back lot of Tony Gas Mart where Willie and Claude are parked.
  


  
    “Fifty bucks, right?” I ask.
  


  
    “Jus’ like we agreed,” Willie says.
  


  
    I fish a thick wad of dough out of my pocket.
  


  
    “See ya nex’ week?”
  


  
    “If ya got th’ money, we got th’ time,” Claude says.
  


  
    “So I can reach ya’ll at th’ same numba?”
  


  
    “Anytime,” says Willie. We hauled ass turning in opposite directions down the sun-baked highway.
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