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Chapter
1

 


My mother
had left a week earlier to stay with her sister in Manchester
because my uncle was recovering from surgery and my aunt needed
help with their three wild, young children.

My
stepfather and I had begun to adapt to our time without her,
trading off on cooking duties initially and then falling into a
pattern of eating out or sending out for food. Neither of us was
any good at cooking. My best effort was beans on toast, and then I
burnt the toast.

As I
stood scraping the blackened edges he said, “We’ll order pizza
tomorrow.”

The
laundry room was getting filled to overflowing, and we ended up
making bets on stupid things like football games on television for
which the loser would have to do the laundry.

We had a
very close relationship. Since I was an only child I got a lot of
his attention. This increased as I became an increasingly
accomplished athlete when I entered adolescence. While he had never
been as versatile as me in his youth he had always loved sports and
admired athletes. He was in great shape and ran every day and
worked out constantly. He came to all my football games and was my
biggest fan. I loved his unabashed, sometimes publically
embarrassing, support for me and my teams. He was Greek and very
outgoing about his emotions.

When my
mother was gone we would often sit in the living room at night in
various states of undress, most often in our underwear and watch
Sky sports on television.

We would
yell and swear at the games, the players, the referees and
generally have a great time. On a few occasions he would let me
drink beer with him. After all I was eighteen,

One night
we had polished off a couple of beers, eaten a large pizza and were
a bit tipsy as the game ended. He said he was going to bed and
headed off to the bathroom. I heard him taking a shower, and
decided to watch the news so I could take a shower after him. I
heard the water shut off, but stayed downstairs for ten more
minutes watching the rest of the news and sports.

As I
staggered upstairs, I decided to stop by my parent’s bedroom to
gloat a bit with him about a score I had seen on the sports
channel, a game we had bet on, I had won.

When I
approached their bedroom I heard a moaning sound. I stopped for a
moment in the hallway and then approached the slightly open door.
Carefully I crept along the landing trying to avoid the squeaking
floorboards.

What I
saw shocked me!

My
stepfather was lying on his back on the bed with his legs spread
wide apart. One of his hands was pinching a nipple and the other
was slowly massaging his fully erect cock. He was wanking himself
off!

I was
caught between embarrassment, and an unexpected fascination. My
cock began to get hard as I watched him, and I reached into my
shorts and began to stroke it. I was transfixed by the sight of his
cock.

While I
had seen it many times at the gym or sometimes in the bathroom as
we passed going to the shower at home I had never seen it hard. My
parents were very uninhibited about sexual matters, and while we
never walked around the house naked, there was a sense of openness
and direct communication about sex in my family as I was growing
up.

But now I
was staring at his cock, it was huge, at least nine inches, uncut
and very thick. His thick fist was wrapped around it and he was
moaning as his hairy naked body rocked and hunched back and
forth.

I leaned
closer towards the door to view the spectacle, all the time rubbing
my own cock more quickly. Without realising it I leaned my shoulder
against the door and it creaked and opened further.

He opened
his eyes immediately and saw me!

He looked
quickly at me, paused for a second, and then stared intently for
what seemed like the longest few seconds of my life.

Then he
said, “Are you going to just stand there and stare or come in and
give me a hand?”

While we
had a very close, almost brotherly relationship, he was still a
very authoritarian man. His question had all the overtones of the
type of command I was all too familiar with. I pushed the door open
and walked into the room hesitantly.

He never
stopped slowly stroking his cock. He looked at my crotch, then to
the embarrassing look on my face, and said with a kidding half
smile, Drop those pants and get over here.”

To this
day I wonder if I would have done it if I hadn't had all that beer.
But I had, and I did what he said.

He slid
over to the far side of the bed, and I lay down beside him. Then he
took his right hand off his prick and reached over and grabbed
mine. It was very strange!

He began
slowly jerking my cock which by now was very hard. He was leaning
over me and I could feel the thick hair on his chest rubbing
against my shoulder.

After a
few moments, during which I was trying very hard not to come, he
leaned back and said, “Now do me for a while.”

Initially
I felt so awkward that I just lay on my back and reached down for
his cock. I took it in my hand rather tentatively and began to
stroke it. The feeling that shot through me was quite intense. It
was hot and throbbed and pulsed in my cool hand. While I had jerked
off with some of my friends when I was younger, my main sexual
experience had been with girls, I had lost my virginity shortly
after my sixteenth birthday, or wanking off by myself, which I did
frequently.

I
couldn't believe how thick and rock hard his cock was!

The
awkward silence was broken when he said, with a hint of irritation
in his voice, “Get up and do it right.”

I leaned
up on one elbow as he had done and began to wank him. He put both
hands behind his head, closed his eyes, spread his legs more and
began to moan slightly. Then his hips began to buck upwards and he
said through his clenched teeth, “Quicker, harder.”

By now I
was transfixed at the sight of his cock and frantically began to
jerk harder. Then he grunted as a spurt of cum shot into the air.
Then his right hand moved quickly down from behind his head and he
grabbed his cock from my hand, squeezed it hard and jerked it very
fast. A huge stream of cum shot out and laced itself straight up
his chest. Then a second and third long white rope followed,
reaching up to his neck and laying across the thick dark hair on
his chest and armpits. More cum was spraying itself around now as
the spurts subsided and it was dribbling down over his fist. His
strokes slowed, and he opened his eyes and turned towards
me.

As his
eyes came into focus he grinned at me, with a hint of embarrassment
I thought at the time, and said, “Your turn.”

He
quickly pushed me down on my back, got up and knelt between my
spread legs and began to wank me off while leaning over me. He
really was getting into it. By this point I was so dazed and
overcome by what had just happened that I lasted about thirty
seconds. He had my cock in his right hand, my balls in his left
hand and was clearly enjoying giving me a hand job. I started to
come. The first shot went straight up and he immediately tilted my
cock toward me and the next few streaked up my chest. He kept going
until I was done, then sat back on his heels and looked at me with
a smirking grin and that characteristic twinkle in his
eye.

I didn't
know whether to be embarrassed or burst out laughing, so I just lay
there catching my breath and thinking, what the fuck have I just
done?

He rolled
over on the bed and said, “We had better wash up, go ahead you can
use the shower first.” I got up and went to the bathroom, my head
still spinning. When I got out of the shower, I went quietly back
to the bedroom to tell him I was done.

He was
sound asleep, lying on his back with his big limp cock lying over
those huge hairy balls. Asleep. How could he sleep?

I went
down the hall to my room and after a few hours of tossing, and
turning, and wanking off twice, fell into a fitful sleep. I dreaded
the morning when I would face him. Mostly because I imagined he
would be completely humiliated by his drunken behaviour, he hardly
ever drank anything other than beer and even that was not too
frequent, and what he would think of me.

Needless
to say I was quite surprised the next morning, and in the intense
weeks that followed before my mother returned.

Early the
next morning I heard my stepfather get up and leave the house. I
knew he was going running as he did almost every morning. I drifted
back to sleep, and later heard the shower running, and then my
stepfather return to the bedroom and finally walk
downstairs.

A short
time later I got out of bed and went downstairs to get something to
eat before going to college. I had hoped my stepfather had left for
work, but he hadn't. He was sitting at the kitchen table dressed
very sharply in a white shirt and tie with his suit jacket on the
sofa near the door. He stared up from the papers he was reading and
smiled.

“Hi sport,” one of his nicknames for me and he said. “Sleep
Okay?”

“Yeah, fine,” I answered trying to sound as off-hand as
possible. I couldn't look into his dark eyes.

“I want to talk for a minute,” he said.

“Sure,” I replied as a wave of anxiety swept over
me.

He waited
as I took a carton of orange juice from the refrigerator and walked
over to sit across the table from him. As usual he got directly to
the point.

“Look, about last night ....” he started, looking directly into
my eyes. “I really don't want to feel like I made you do something
you didn't want to do. I guess I got a little carried away, I'm
sorry, I'm sure you think what we did shouldn't happen between
us.”

He was
clearly uneasy, and was choosing his words carefully.

“No it’s okay,” I began, “I guess we were both a little drunk,
no big deal.”

He looked
at me with a shy, studied, half-grin on his handsome face, and
paused a moment before he spoke. “Yeah, you know how horny guys
get, and me, well your mother has been gone for a while and you and
I are so close, and well you know how that happens, shit when I was
young I wanked off with lots of my friends, just like you
did.”

I was
getting uneasy at this point. In the same sentence my father had
referenced his sex life with my mother, his sex life as a youth
with his young male friends, and my sexual experiments a few years
before. How did he know about me and my friends? This was not the
standard discussion one has with his stepfather at the age of
eighteen.

But, at
the same time, most eighteen year old boys don't wank off their
fathers like I had last night. This was getting
uncomfortable.

“Look Christos, it’s okay.” I said. “Just a little weird doing
it with you, that’s all.”

At that
point a short laugh burst from my lips as I realised just how funny
in some ways last night was. He looked at me, his eyes lit up and
he chuckled softly. He was thinking the same thing, and the
uneasiness seemed to disappear.

“Well anyway, it felt pretty good for me,” he said still
smiling. “Except that you were such an uncoordinated geek, and I
had to finish it myself.”

I knew
this tone of voice, this type of challenge. Now we were back to our
familiar bantering and one-upmanship.

I
answered quickly, “Good thing I did help you, you were so drunk you
probably would have started using the vacuum cleaner for
sex.”

He
laughed out loud at this comeback. “Not bad kiddo you're getting
quicker all the time, almost as quick as you came last night,” he
teased.

We both
laughed at this and he got up from the table, reaching for his
jacket.

“Well, the way I figure it,” he said with a teasing smirk, “You
still owe me one.”

He always
tried to get the last word.

“In your dreams old man, in your dreams.” I responded quickly,
somewhat taken back by the suggestion.

I
certainly had thought this had been a once only event, an
aberration that I was willing to forget. I wondered, however if my
response sounded definitive enough, given that after I went to my
room the previous night, and my frantic masturbating had been
accompanied by intense thoughts of what had just happened. And even
more so by fantasies of him and sex, which I had tried
unsuccessfully to put out of my mind.

As he
passed behind me, he reached around with one arm and hugged me
roughly from behind as he often did. However, this time I froze.
There was no mistaking the hardness in his crotch as he briefly
brushed it against me.

Needless
to say that day at school, and track practice afterwards was a bit
of a blur. I struggled with trying to sort out what I felt about
the prior night. I was struck, and largely pleased that my reaction
seemed so benign. I wasn't freaked out, or shameful. Quite the
opposite, when I thought about it, I found myself grinning and
finding it almost humorous. However, I could not easily dismiss the
sight of his cock and the feel of that thick, hard meat, that was
not a laughing matter, and it was stirring up a lot within
me.

He got
home late from work that night. I had eaten, watched some
television and was up in my room reading. He knocked lightly at my
door and entered.

“Hey, what's up?” he said, sounding weary. “Not much, just
getting ready to go to bed,” I replied.

“Me too,” he said, sitting on the edge of my bed and picking up
one of my college books, “I'm exhausted.”

We talked
about nothing in particular for a few minutes, and then he got up
to leave. I was sitting at my desk with my back to him and he
leaned forward and placed one of his hands on each of my shoulders
and squeezed lightly.

He held
this grip for a few seconds, then said, “Good night,” and left the
room.

About a
half hour later, when I was coming back down the hall, I tiptoed up
to his closed bedroom door and listened. I could hear his soft
moaning and the bed squeaking. I went quietly back to my bedroom,
with my cock getting hard very quickly. I lay on my back and
masturbated, thinking about what was happening in the room down the
hall. As the jets of hot cum coated my chest, I reached down and
pulled my fingers through the thick cream. Then I brought them to
my mouth and slowly licked them, this was the first time I had ever
done this. I fell asleep still rock hard.

The next
few days were filled with tests at school, and preparation for a
big track meet on Saturday, and we saw very little of each other.
We would talk briefly at breakfast, and I would often be in bed
before he got home. Things seemed fine.

After the
track meeting, which we won, I went out with my girlfriend and a
group of friends to a nightclub and danced for hours. My friends
dropped us off at her house and as always, I was very horny and
tried to get her to go out in her backyard with me on the patio set
away from the house.

After a
lot of intense kissing and me feeling her up she said she had to go
in, she was having her period and didn't want to do anything else.
Frustrated, and with a serious case of blue balls I walked the few
streets to my house.

Christos
was up watching television and greeted me with, “Hey sport, thought
you would never get home. Have a good time?”

He seemed
in his usual good spirits and I expected this mood was helped by
his watching me win in the high hurdles and long jump at the track
meeting. He was sitting on the sofa in only a pair of gym shorts,
and his hair was damp. He had just come from the shower, after
going for a late night run as I expected.

I glanced
at the television and was surprised to see that he was watching one
of those soft porn channels. There was a woman with large heavy
exposed breasts leaning over a table talking to two men who looked
like customers in a bar.

“Yeah, we had a great time,” I responded. Then added, “I see
you're watching one of those high culture programs, what is
this?”

I was in
a feisty mood after the day's events, and certainly a bit combative
after my failed efforts on the patio at Amy's house.

“Oh! Excuse me Mother Teresa,” he said in mock horror while
laughing. “I didn't mean to offend your virginal
sensibilities.”

I had
been removing my shirt which was still wet from the sweat of
dancing and trying to get in Amy's pants.

I got it
off and threw it at him saying, “Screw you, do this laundry for me,
it’s your turn.”

The shirt
landed on his face and chest, and we both laughed as he tried to
yank it off while it got caught around his neck.

“No way Jose,” he said. “You're on laundry for the rest of your
life, you still owe me.”

I was too
caught up in glancing at the television, and thinking of a quick
retort to pick up on his reference. It hit me after a couple of
seconds and I stopped short. I had almost put our sexual encounter
out of my mind, except at night when I masturbated, over the past
few busy days.

“Are you going to pay off or what?” he said in a challenging,
half humorous tone.

I noticed
that his hand had slipped to his crotch.

“Or better yet, I'll go double or nothing if you want to be
such a wimp.”

He said
this as he held his right arm up and flexed his hand. It was an
obvious reference to our most recent, in an endless series of
competitions, habit of challenging each other to arm wrestling
contests to settle arguments.

“I owe you nothing,” I said as I flopped down on the sofa
beside him and started to take off my shoes.

We were
both chuckling, but I felt my crotch getting hot.

He got
down on his knees and laid his elbow on the wooden coffee table,
holding his forearm erect. I couldn't resist.

“I owe you nothing you ancient pervert,” I said as I knelt down
across from him on the carpet. I put my elbow next to his, and
reached for his hand. “I'll beat your sorry arse just to put you in
the laundry room forever, or at least until Mum comes home,” I said
in a feigned serious tone.

We locked
hands and started to arm wrestle. I had beaten him at this before,
on a few occasions though I had sometimes wondered if he had let me
win to try to boost my confidence. This time, though it took almost
a full minute, it wasn't even close. I expect I could have put up a
better fight, except my concentration kept getting distracted by
the intense look on his face, and the sight of his hairy chest
starting to bead with sweat. He pinned my arm to the table and held
it there.

“Ready to pay up? Now you owe me two things,” he said, staring
into my eyes.

He still
had the same kidding tone we always used when we were in our
competitive mode, but there was an edge of seriousness in his
voice, a challenge or a real level of question.

I knew I
could call this whole thing off immediately by just making one of
my typical snide remarks, by continuing our verbal jousting, by
making a joke of the whole pretence under which we had competed.
But I didn't.

And I'm
still not sure why.

I was
kneeling next to the table, sweating and exhausted from the intense
physical effort. I relaxed, and he let go of my hand. I simply
stared at him, took a deep breath, and sat back on my heels. He
took this movement as acceptance on my part, perhaps more quickly
than I meant it to be.

His eyes
never left mine, and I could feel a serious but gentle power coming
from him. He looked at me as he stood up and moved around the
corner of the table. It was a look of appreciation, as if he was
proud that I would now honour our bet. It was also had a hint of
the victorious sexual predator. I would remember that look for a
long time. But now I was too exhausted, too confused, and too
turned on to do anything but kneel there and see what he would
do.

He
lightened the mood by grinning slightly and saying, “Pay-off time
champ.”

He was
standing directly in front of me with his crotch only inches from
my face. I could see the bulge of that incredible cock through the
thin fabric of his gym shorts, as I stared at the thick dark hair
on his muscular runner's thighs.

He
reached out and put his hand on the top of my head and tousled my
hair lightly as if to say, “Go ahead do it, or you can stop if you
want to.”

I was too
caught up in the moment. The quick change from our smart-arse
remarks which started when I had walked in, to the sexual
references, to the arm wrestling, from the exhilaration of dancing
for hours, to the sexual turn on by Amy, I simply stared up at him
and raised my hand to touch his thigh.


Electricity ran through me as I kept going and reached up
under his gym shorts to feel his cock.

He stared
down at me directly into my eyes, and said, “Take them
down.”

It was
much more an order than a request. I reached up with both hands and
pulled his shorts to the floor. The huge cock that I had been
thinking about for so many days stood in front of me, thick, hard,
and very hairy. I began to massage it.

By now my
own cock was rock hard.

I reached
down and began to rub it through my jeans. I looked up and saw that
his eyes had closed and he was pinching his left nipple hard with
his right hand. I rubbed his cock harder, and watched his large
hairy balls move back and forth with every stroke. This kept on for
a couple of minutes and he began to rock and moan with a deep
guttural tone. I could smell his body, so close, and it was
intoxicating.

Then he
slowed his rocking motion and I looked up. He stared down at me
with slightly glazed eyes and said, “You owe me two things and now
I want the second.”

I stared
up at him not knowing what he meant. Then he reached down with both
hands, grabbed my head on either side and pulled it towards his
cock. I couldn't believe it.

His cock
touched my face, and I tried to pull back.

With one
hand he took his cock and the other grabbed my lower jaw and
squeezed it open. He forced the end of his cock into my mouth. I
struggled briefly, but the feeling was too overwhelming and I gave
in. I was sucking on his cock!

Once the
head of his cock was in my mouth he pushed a couple more inches in.
Then he took his hand off my jaw and the other off his cock and
held the sides of my head firmly. Then he stopped, holding me in
that position as he stared down at me. I had been so surprised by
his initial assault on my mouth that I was frantically trying to
adjust to breathing through my nose as his rock hard cock stretched
my mouth.

My own
cock had gone completely soft as my mood had changed to one of mild
panic. Hunched down, sitting on my heels, I looked up at him with a
startled, almost plaintive look in my eyes.

“Well ... ?” he said, staring at me.

It was
that same tone of voice, challenging, somewhat questioning, yet
expectant. He had taken me to the next step, but I sensed he was
offering me one last chance to decline.

Yet he
was clearly serious about this sex, and how far we had gone. I just
stared at him, feeling somewhat foolish kneeling inert in front of
him with his stiff cock in my mouth, but also somewhat compliant
and stunned.

He took
my silence for the confusion it represented, and responded by very
slowly pushing his cock deeper into my mouth and pulling it back a
few times, never taking his eyes off mine. Then he paused, again
leaving the decision up to me.

By then,
during his long slow thrusts, I had moved my hands up to grasp each
of his wrists as he firmly held my head. I did this more as a weak
attempt to control the depth of his thrusts than as a way to stop
him.

Now, as I
looked up at him, I could see the intensity in his eyes. I could
see, and smell the fresh sweat shining on his chest and running
down from his armpits. I slowly let my hands drop from his wrists,
and placed them on my thighs. Then, after staring into his intense,
questioning eyes for a moment, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth
wider.

Some
weeks later, he would describe this act as one of submission
between two equal men, and something that turned him on more than
anything he could remember.

That it
turned him on was unquestionable. I felt him step a bit closer, and
he slowly pulled his cock out of my mouth. Then he pushed his
crotch against my face, I could feel his huge cock leaning against
my nose and his balls touching my lips.

Use your
tongue,” he said firmly.

I stuck
out my tongue and felt his scrotum pressed close. I began to lick
the hairy sack, and could feel his balls tighten. I licked his
balls and around his hairy crotch and the base of his penis for a
few moments while he groaned lightly and moved his hips. I could
feel the electricity of his sexuality move through him.

“In your mouth,” he said cryptically as he began to breathe
harder.

I tried
to get his scrotum into my mouth but even in its contracted state
it was too big.

I
stretched my mouth wide and took his left testicle into it, and
sucked gently, “Harder,” he said through shortening
breaths.

Now I was
working frantically, trying to keep up with his increasing passion,
and, also realised that my own cock was beginning to harden again.
He pulled back slightly and pushed the head of his cock against my
lips. There was no resistance as he began to pump his cock into my
mouth. I felt like a passive receptacle as I tried to match his
thrusts and stretch my mouth without gagging.

He kept
it up for almost a minute, grunting and moaning louder with each
stroke. As I knelt in front of him with my eyes still closed I felt
like my entire body was some sort of device attached to the end of
his cock by my mouth.

Then a
wave of panic swept over me as I realised what he was about to do.
I opened my eyes and looked up over the huge hairy cock that was
ramming my face. I caught his glazed eyes and began to shake my
head from side to side staring pleadingly into his handsome face. I
saw a look of anger pass quickly across his face as he frantically
kept jerking his cock into my mouth.

Then he
pulled his cock out of my mouth with his right hand, grabbed the
top of my head with his left hand and began to come.

His teeth
were clenched, and the cords in his neck strained as he let out a
series of loud long moans.

I knelt
in speechless awe as his cock shot stream after stream of hot cum
on my chest and neck. I certainly had never seen, nor could I have
imagined a man coming so much. I was drenched.

As the
ropes of cum began to subside he pulled my face toward the end of
his cock, “Taste it, damn it,” he said with only a slight hint of
anger.

I stuck
out my tongue and touched the head of his cock. Then he pushed it
gently into my mouth and milked it a few times.

As his
cum ran down my chest I could feel the last short spurts cover my
tongue. I looked up at him and swallowed. The taste of it was
strong, salty and it excited me. He watched me swallow it with a
small smile on his face, and I lowered my head in
embarrassment.

At this
point I was hoping for at least a brief moment to gather my
thoughts and decide how to handle whatever was going to happen
next. However, this was decided for me. He reached down, grabbed me
by the shoulder, and led me around the coffee table.

He gently
pushed me to the floor on my back and pulled my jeans down to my
ankles. I reflexively reached one of my hands down towards my stiff
cock, but he grabbed it and put both my arms back over my head on
the floor. Then he straddled me, stared down at me and leaned
forward quickly and began to suck on one of my nipples while he
roughly squeezed and twisted the other.

A shock
ran through me at this intense treatment, and before I could
respond, he had backed down a bit and was lowering his mouth to my
cock.

By now I
was in ecstasy and ready to burst. My mind was reeling with
thoughts of our first sex a few nights before, my masturbating to
fantasies of more sex with him, my girlfriend, the taste of his
cum, and the unbelievable feeling of his large hairy body hunkering
over me while he greedily sucked my cock.

As my
hips began to buck, I could only moan and yell “Christos, I'm going
to ..... ”

It didn't
matter. I gushed my cum into his mouth, and he never missed a beat
as he pumped his face into my crotch. He sucked every drop from me,
and then kept my cock in his mouth for what seemed like
ages.

When it
began to soften temporarily, he sucked it further into his mouth
and I could feel his rapid breathing as his nose crushed into my
pubic hair. Then he let my cock out of his mouth, and leaned back
momentarily while he stroked his cock.

He moved
up over me straddling my chest on his knees, and then closer until
he was kneeling over my face. He was massaging his cock faster now,
and his balls slapped against my chin.

“Now are you ready to do it right?” he said in a half jesting,
but serious tone.

I knew
what he meant, but was too overcome and exhausted by what he had
just done to me to respond. His message was clear. He had just
sucked my cock and swallowed every drop. And this after I had
backed off from the payoff I had owed him, he was playing the
friendly competition routine to the hilt.

I could
hardly see his face since his cock and balls were only inches in
front of mine, so rather than say anything I just closed my eyes
and took his balls into my mouth and began to suck.

“Good boy,” he said as he leaned closer and kept jerking his
cock.

After a
few minutes of licking the sweat from his balls and sucking on his
scrotum, I started to reach around him to grab my own hard cock. He
stopped my hand and moved it back over my head so I was spread
eagled beneath him. He was going to do this his way.

He pushed
his cock into my mouth and started pumping into my face. I tried to
accommodate him but it was hard because he was getting rougher and
he was leaning over me holding both my wrists to the floor. Then he
stopped and reached behind my head and tilted it
forward.

“Open your eyes,” he said.

I
did.

“Now stick out your tongue.”

I opened
my mouth wide and stuck out my tongue. By now he was taking short
ragged breaths and his eyes were on fire as he lowered his cock to
my mouth.

He wanted
to see it happen, and he wanted me to see it.

Now I was
as frantic and turned on as he was. I could feel my cock jerking
involuntarily, and I just stared wide eyed as his cock descended.
With a few final jerks he began to come. He held my head up, and
then with the head of his cock an inch from my mouth, began pumping
his hot sperm into my mouth and onto my tongue.

As
consumed by passion as he was, he had a look of almost fierce
concentration on his face. Not one drop even splattered on my face.
He was shooting every bit into my mouth, and watching it with a
look pure lust in his eyes.

I
couldn't believe what was happening. I could see the hot ropes of
cum as they left the end of his cock and felt them fill my mouth. I
didn't swallow. I just let the hot juice build up and tried not to
gag. The sight and smell of this act was overwhelming and I had
never been so turned on.

When he
finished with me, he stopped milking his cock and stared down at me
expectantly. I just blinked once and swallowed, then swallowed
again. It was thick and tasted strong but I got it down without
gagging.

He
watched carefully, and then smiled slightly and leaned back so he
was sitting on my chest, as I tried to catch my breath.

After a
few minutes he got off me and lay down on the floor with his head
on my stomach. We were both drenched in sweat and while I could
still taste the strong flavour of his cum in my mouth, I could also
feel the sticky mess that clung to my chest from his first
orgasm.

We lay,
exhausted, for a few minutes. I was enjoying the silence as a
respite to try and organise my thoughts. He had just taken me, and
despite my very conflicted feelings about what had just happened, I
had allowed it, and enjoyed it!

The
silence didn't last long.

“Well, I guess we need another talk,” he said.

His tone
was tentative, yet mildly sarcastic.

“Christos, it’s okay,” I muttered.

I was too
exhausted to get into a deep discussion, and much too turned on to
get into a detailed talk about what had just happened. But I knew
he was concerned.

“Look,” he said as he drew a deep breath. “The other night was
because we were both drunk and I pushed the issue, tonight was
different, I wanted to do this, and you had every chance to stop,
but you didn't, I think we need to talk.”

“There is nothing to talk about,” I said. “What happened,
happened,” I continued with a resolved tone that even surprised
me.

“That's not good enough,” he said. “Tonight I sucked your cock
and made you suck mine, that's more than a couple of drunken
friends jerking off together, a lot more.”

I was
confused, but completely turned on. I was also aware that I had
seen a whole new side of him, a very intimate, dominant side. He
had drawn me in, even seduced me. But he had given me the
opportunity to stop this, and I had not.

“Okay, enough!” I said. “I don't want to talk about it, I've
had sex with you twice in the past week, and how do you think that
makes me feel? This is too weird.”

“It's weird for me too,” he said hesitantly. “But I liked it
and I think you did too, otherwise you would have stopped
it.”

By now I
was agitated and breathing faster. His head was lying on my stomach
and he could feel this turmoil, not to mention the fact that my
cock was rock hard and leaning against the side of his head even as
he spoke.

“Christos, I don't know, maybe this is happening because mum is
away, maybe it’s just a stupid experiment, I don't know, but I
didn't start it, you did. I just felt like I had to go along, and
then I liked it.”

I felt
ashamed, but what I had said was true, and the emotion was
beginning to overcome me. I didn't like admitting that he had this
power, but I had been a willing participant.

He rolled
over and put his head close to mine.

“I understand,” he said in a soft determined voice. “So how
about this for a man to man deal, just here in the family, I still
want it, I want more sex with you. If you want to stop, say so now
and it’s all over. If not, I'm going to keep asking for it, you can
say no anytime.”

He slowly
reached down and wrapped his hand around my cock. Very slowly he
wanked it, and stared at me.

I thought
for a minute, the words, I don't want to do this anymore, sprang to
mind, but what came out of my mouth was, “Okay.”

He moved
his head down to my cock and took it deep into his mouth and sucked
for a moment.

Then he
got up from the floor and said, I'm going to bed,” and left the
room.

I lay
there in stunned silence trying to assess what I had just done. I
knew what this meant. He would be approaching me for sex, probably
often and forcefully in the next few weeks, but I could say no. I
had put myself in a compliant role, yet I had the power to say no,
how was I going to handle this?

As I lay
there on the living room floor, the fantasies raced through my
head. I began to masturbate and ended with a loud moan as my cum
covered my chest. Once again I ran my fingers through the thick
liquid and brought them to my lips to taste.


Chapter
2

 


That
night I slept like a log and didn't wake up until almost noon. As I
lay in bed thinking over the previous night's activity, I was
surprised once again by my lack of guilt.

“I've had sex with Christos, my stepfather,” I kept saying to
myself quietly.

I kept
repeating this like it was some sort of bizarre mantra, hoping that
if I said it enough it would sink in, and I would have some sort of
profound insight that would set off an extreme emotional reaction.
It never came.

Then as I
ruminated more, it finally dawned on me that maybe I already knew
how I feel, confused, more than a little weird, but basically okay.
After all, we had always been very close. He was in fact my best
friend, even though he was my stepfather.

Finding a
reference point was the hard part. Most of my friends liked their
stepfathers, some of them didn't get along with their parents at
all, but none of them had the type of close relationship that I did
with him. In fact they envied me. My friends were always telling me
how cool my parents were, especially Christos, and said they wish
they had a stepfather like mine.

I took
stock of what I felt sure of. The sex, both times was really hot
even if I had been a bit embarrassed. Also I felt strange being the
compliant one, the one who had to be forced or cajoled into sex.
This was not my style; I was basically a pretty aggressive person
when it came to sex, or at least trying to get it with my
girlfriend and other girls in the past.

But
Christos was also very aggressive, especially last night, and I was
still reeling from the intensity of his approach to me. He really
knew what he wanted. Had he been thinking about his for a long
time? Also, I was still unsure about this scene and where it might
lead. I decided to let him make the next move. After all I had no
power, whether he said so or not. I knew my stepfather would never
really force me to do something like this if I did not want
to.

The next
move didn't take long. When I went downstairs to get breakfast, he
was in the kitchen wearing only his jockey shorts; this was not how
he usually walked around the house.

“Hi,” he said brightly.

“Hi,” I responded, noticing as I always did whenever he was
partially clothed, how handsome his body was, all muscles and
hair.

“Are we still talking?” he said in his usual kidding manner but
with a hint of caution.

“Only if you do my laundry for the rest of your life,” I said,
feigning anger.

He
laughed and said, “Screw you punk.”

I went to
the sink and began running the cold tap to get some water. He came
over to me and put his arm around my shoulder standing very close,
and kissed me on the cheek like he often did. I just smiled,
melting inside, things were still the same.

He could
always charm me and make me feel good. But it was hard to reconcile
this familiar fatherly affection with the intense passionate
sweating man that had been pounding his cock into my mouth the
night before. This was a shift I was going to have to work at
assimilating I realised.

He kept
his arm around my shoulder and stood close, waiting for something.
I just pulled away and went to the shelf for a glass. Could he
possibly want sex again, so soon? After all it had been more than a
week between our last two encounters. But then I remembered his
words from last night that he wanted to continue having sex and
would keep asking.

Oh boy, I
thought, when is mum coming home?

I moved
to the sink, filled the glass with water, and drank it down. He
hadn't moved and I looked down and saw the bulge in his underwear.
Without a word he reached down and put his hand on my crotch, very
gently cupping my balls and cock in his hand.

“I've got to go into the office for a while in an hour,” he
said. “How about a little fun before I go?” His tone was expectant
but almost quietly respectful. I leaned forward with both hands on
the counter.

He still
held my crotch, and the flash of irritation at this intrusion was
belied by my cock starting to get hard. I couldn't say anything for
a few moments while my mind raced, and then I muttered,
“Okay.”

That was
all that was said for the next fifteen minutes.

He led me
into the living room, knelt in front of me and stripped off my
sweatpants. Then he began sucking my cock, licking my balls and
inner thighs and generally working me into a frenzy of passion.
Then he pushed me to the floor and started jerking me off while he
sucked me. All this time I had said nothing.

I had
stared in fascination at the sight of his head working my crotch as
I stood over him. Now I stared in equal fascination as I lay on my
back and tilted my head up to see him lustfully sucking
me.

All I
could do at this point was moan loudly as I started to feel the cum
rise from my balls.


Hesitantly, I reached my hands down and grabbed his head.
Then I came in his mouth, long hot streams, with my hips bucking,
and he swallowed it all.

Then he
pulled off his underwear exposing his raging hard on, and lay on
top of me.

He took
my wrists and moved my hands over my head, as he stretched the full
length of his body over mine. His cock was hard and rubbing against
my belly, and I had quick intense images of my mother, was this
what it was like to be fucked by him? Is this how it
felt?

His face
was close, and he leaned in to kiss me. As I felt his lips descend
I involuntarily opened my mouth and his tongue entered.

I was
completely consumed at this point. His body was touching mine at
every possible point, as he continued to fuck my belly. I was
acutely aware of how hairy he was. I could feel the heat of his
heavy body as he rocked faster and faster on top of me.

His
tongue stayed in my mouth frantically massaging my
insides.

I could
smell the fresh sweat from his armpits as they moved close to my
face while he held my wrists extended above my head. Then he
started to come. As he heaved above me, lifting off for a second
and then plunging down again, I could feel the hot liquid beginning
to mash onto my chest and belly and mix with the dark thick hair on
his chest.

When he
was done, he collapsed on top of me still holding my wrists above
my head. He took his tongue from my mouth and just lay there. I
felt like I had been in a wrestling match at school, and the
referee had just stopped the action. But this was better. The feel
of his heavy body on mine, his sweat, his body hair, the smell, it
was all incredible.

I didn't
dare move, fearing he would get off.

Finally
after a few moments he stirred, and said, “Ready to say Uncle?”
Still the disarming humour.

“Uncle,” I said weakly.

Then I
brought my knee up gently and banged it into his crotch. He yelped
and rolled off me. Like only a few hours ago I was lying on the
living room floor covered with his cum and sweat, only this time it
was less of a shock, and felt all too familiar.

After a
minute he reached back up over his head and reached for my crotch.
What he found was a very hard cock.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” he said in mock
surprise.

“Nothing for you, you rapist arsehole,” I said in mock anger.
“Go to the office, and take a shower before you go so everyone else
won't have to smell your hairy-arse body.” I added in mock
disgust.”

He
chuckled as he got up and said, “You'll know it when you get raped
by me you sissy.” Then he grabbed my thigh and gave it a squeeze as
he headed off to the bathroom saying over his shoulder, “What are
you doing today anyway?”

“Playing football, and jerking off, you pervert,” I yelled as
he disappeared down the hall.

“Well at least you're good at football,” he yelled
back.

I laughed
out loud.

I played
football that afternoon for hours outdoors in the sun. I left the
intense sexual encounters of the past few days and the blur of
thoughts and emotions behind. I loved sports. I loved the
competition, the running, shooting, physical contact, friendship,
even the occasional fights.

It was
always great to be with my buddies. Whether it was playing football
or running track or playing cricket or all the other sports we were
constantly obsessed with. We were teenagers, full of energy, good
at what we did and loving it. Life flowed through us in great waves
as we endlessly worked our bodies into better shape and admired how
we were growing into men. When together, we joked and criticised
each other about our size and strength; about who had the biggest
arm and leg muscles, the best defined chest and stomach, the most
body hair.

There
were ten to fifteen of us who had been close since school and
stayed close friends as we grew through adolescence. We argued
about life, about girls and lied a lot about our experiences with
both.

As I
walked home late that afternoon, exhausted from the day-long
workout, I found my thoughts wandering back to Christos and the
recent change in our relationship. As thoughts of our sex together
raced over the surface of my mind, I found them interspersed with
images of my friends and many of the other boys we knew and spent
so much time with in our athletic pursuits.

I thought
about all the bodies I had seen, naked in locker rooms for so many
years, or partially clothed running around the tennis courts,
basketball courts, and gymnasiums in which I had spent so much
time. Older men, fathers, teachers, young men my age.

I began
to think of some of them differently. I began to realise that I had
always paid more attention to some of them. Not formal attention,
rather, an extra almost fleeting attention, a subtle
watchfulness.

I thought
about how I had noticed over the past year that one of the older
guys we hung out with had developed a very dark hairy chest, I had
, without ever realising it stared at his body from time to time
admiring it.

I would
also admire the thick forearms of my friend Carl and how the blonde
hair on his arms would lighten in the summer from the sun. And how,
though he was blonde, the hair in his armpits was so thick and
would darken when he sweated on the basketball court.

I thought
about all the cocks I had seen in so many locker rooms. It was a
strange sense of intimacy, cocks of all sizes, private parts,
private for who? I had seen them; we all had seen each other’s. All
those hairy crotches, those balls, the interesting way young men
began to develop that line of hair from their navel that led down
to their pubic area. I began to wonder how big some of my friends’
cocks would get when they were hard.

All these
fleeting images seemed so vague compared to the forceful, explicit
acts with Christos. I knew exactly what his hairy chest felt
like!

I knew
exactly how big his cock was, how it tasted, even what his cum
tasted like.

There was
such a gap, I had been noticing other men almost subconsciously
from a distance, wondering. Yet I had experienced him in such
intense physical intimacy, all of a sudden in the span of a couple
of weeks.

These two
worlds seemed far apart, yet I had a feeling they would merge. I
laughed quietly to myself as I thought about how my friends and I
had fantasized for years about getting laid. How we had talked
about it endlessly since we were thirteen.

Then
finally when we were sixteen or seventeen it had finally happened
to some of us. Some of the guys had bragged about their sexual
adventures. Others, like me, had told some of my friends about the
fact that my girlfriend and I had finally done it, but basically
kept it quiet.

What a
strange set of events to compare, fantasize for years about sex
with girls then after all the begging and pleading, finally get
laid.

Compare
that to never fantasizing about sex with a man, and suddenly you're
having intense sex with one and he is your stepfather.

Was I
gay? Was he gay? What the hell was going on? Why didn't I feel
crazier about all this? Why did I think in some ways it was pretty
cool, as a private experiment? Why did I find it even humorous
sometimes? What would happen if I told one of my
friends?

As the
questions began to build and race through my mind, I realised they
were pushing the feelings of a great day out of my mind. I didn't
want to lose the joy of the day so I began to run the rest of the
way home, smiling to myself, running faster and faster, and
sprinting the last three streets to my front door.

I arrived
drenched in sweat and walked in the front door with a yell, “I'm
home.”

I had
seen my stepfather's car in the driveway, but I did not get a
response. Walking quickly up the stairs to the second floor I
realised why. My stepfather was standing in his upstairs office
talking intently on the phone. I walked into his office and
silently waved hello.

While
still talking, he winked at me and motioned for me to come closer
which I did. He had been pacing around the room while talking on
his cordless phone and stopped in the middle of the room with the
phone to his ear. As I approached and stood close to him he reached
out and lightly grabbed my crotch while still talking on the
phone.

I jumped,
and tried to swipe his hand away, but he stepped closer and held
on, all the while continuing his animated conversation on the phone
with whom I could only assume was one of his business
clients.

He smiled
at me and winked again.

I rolled
my eyes in mock disgust, put my hands on my hips and stared at the
ceiling in an overly theatrical attempt at mild irritation. I was
hoping to dissuade him by showing disinterest. He didn't let go.
Instead he started to juggle my balls in his hand like they were a
pair of dice about to be thrown.

“Let go you jerk,” I said in a hissing whisper, trying to
suppress a laugh.

He smiled
a comically malevolent smile and shook his head, “No.”

I reached
down with both hands and tried to remove his grip. This prompted
him to say quickly to whoever was on the phone, “Listen, I have got
to go, I'll talk to you later.”

He took
the phone from his ear and thumbed the off button, then tossed the
phone onto his desk.

“Well, what do we have here?” he said looking at my hands
trying to undo his hands from my crotch.

He was
smiling in mock amazement and trying to contain his chuckling at
the funny picture we presented standing there in the middle of his
office.

“Let go you old goat,” I said, trying not to laugh, but paying
more attention to the fact that I was starting to get hard. “I've
got to take a shower and clean up.”

“You look clean to me,” he said with mock naiveté. He had put
his right arm around my shoulders and started walking me out of the
office room and across the hall to his bedroom, with his left hand
securely grabbing my balls through my gym shorts.

“How was football today,” he said in his best, pretend to be
interested, voice which always made me laugh.

“Just fine,” I said. “I told all my friends my stepfather was a
pervert and I was about to turn him in to the police.”

“Really,” he said, raising his eyebrows and chuckling. “Did you
tell them about how much you liked sucking my dick?”

“Liked it .... my arse,” I said. “You forced me and I'm telling
the whole world you’re a sicko. I can't wait to see you on the
evening news being led away to prison to be raped by every big
black guy in the world.”

By now we
were both laughing and getting into our usual bantering mode. But
he still had me by the balls as we entered the bedroom.

“Really Christos get serious, I want to get cleaned up. I'm
soaked,” I said.

While I
was still in good humour, I was a bit irritated at his fooling
around. Mostly because while sex was what I had been thinking about
as I arrived home, it was not what I had planned to do. I was
uncomfortable now because I was very hot and sweaty and like any
eighteen year old, self-conscious about my body in close situations
at times like this.

“Cleaned up?” he said. “No problem kiddo, I'll clean you
up.”

He was
still being light hearted and offhand in his remarks, but I sensed
a bit of seriousness creeping into his voice as he led me to the
bed. He let go of my balls and pushed me gently down on the edge of
the bed. I sat there as he knelt down in front of me and began to
untie my shoes and remove my socks.

He got
them off and stood up and reached for the bottom of my T-shirt. He
pulled it up and I reflexively raised my arms for him to take it
off. He stared at me for a moment.

What the
hell is he up to? I thought. Is this some game, does he want to
take a shower with me, or give me a bath?

I grinned
silently at the thought, how corny can you get? Neither thought was
close to the truth.

“Stand up,” he said with a bit of an edge to his voice. I did,
and he pulled my shorts down so I could step out of
them.

I had
only my jock strap left as I stood in front of him.

He leaned
forward and put his mouth on my crotch, on my sweaty jock strap,
and began to lick it while inhaling deeply. After a few minutes he
reached up and stripped the jock strap off and pushed me back down
on the bed. As I lay there puzzled, and even a bit turned off by
what he had just done, he unbuttoned his shirt, took it off and
stood over me. He was wearing only the jeans he had worn to the
office and his socks.

The room
was warm, and his physical attention had kept me sweating the whole
time. Now he knelt between my legs as I lay on the bed. He pushed
my legs open wider and leaned down to my crotch with his hands on
either side of me.

Then he
pushed his head slowly toward my balls and began to lick my
scrotum. With long slow sweeps of his tongue he surrounded my
balls, tilting his head from side to side as he went, in order to
get at every inch. I squirmed a bit, twisting my hips.

It was
starting to feel awfully good, but I was still embarrassed about
lying there so sweaty and needing a shower. I reached down to grab
my rigid cock hoping to jerk off and maybe hurry this unexpected
encounter along. But he intercepted my hand as it arrived at my
cock. He reached up and grabbed it, without missing a stroke with
his tongue, and held it for a brief moment. Then he raised his head
and moved my fingers to his mouth. He started with my thumb,
putting it in his mouth. He sucked it firmly moving it in and out
of his mouth, the slowly did the same to each of my
fingers.

Then he
licked my sweaty palm, the back of my hand and up to my wrist.
After which he pushed my hand away up toward my chest, and started
back to licking my balls, and moving slowly to lick my right
thigh.

It dawned
on me that this session might not end quickly; there was something
very methodical about what he was doing. The intense, deliberate,
almost athletic passion he had expressed in our recent sexual
encounters seemed hidden. It was there, I could feel it, but now it
was much more controlled. He was still in charge but now he was
setting a different pace. I took a ragged breath and tried to fit
my sweaty unease and raging need to come into the sensual glove
that was beginning to enclose me. It was difficult, he was
relentless and tortuously slow as he moved down my right leg to the
ankle, licking, deeply, thoroughly licking and gently biting with
his teeth and lips.

I tried
to imagine what he would do next. This question was answered as he
moved to my left ankle and began to work his way up to my
thigh.

My unease
at having someone licking my sweating body began to be overcome by
how good it was starting to feel. But I was still self-conscious. I
tried to find a bit of comfort by imagining what it would feel like
to do to someone what my stepfather was doing to me.

The
bodies I knew started to crowd my thoughts, my girlfriend, the
other young women whom I had kissed and felt prior to losing my
virginity, my male friends, and my stepfather. It became a swirl of
mirror images in my mind.

As he
licked my inner thigh, I imagined myself doing the same to one of
the guys at the gym. As he moved his tongue up to my hip, I thought
of my girlfriend and what it would be like to lick her so
thoroughly there. But the images kept collapsing back to him, to
his body.

What
would it feel like to do this to him?

I heard a
small groan escape my lips as he began licking my cock, but only
briefly, because now he was moving upward. I could feel his hot
breath on my navel as his tongue descended and moved slowly up from
my pubic hair. Then it pushed into my navel and I could feel the
rough dark stubble on his cheek raking across my belly.

The
images loomed again, now enhanced by the real feel and smell of
him.

What
would it be like to lick his sweating stomach? Different from this.
He was so hairy, all that thick dark hair that covered his chest.
That thick dark line that ran from below his furry chest down to
his groin, where it exploded into a thick deep bush of pubic hair,
licking it would feel different from what he was doing to
me.

Now he
was moving higher. His tongue moved to my nipples. His stubble and
mouth covered one of them, as he carefully licked and sucked. What
would this be like if I did it to him? His hair would be thick, his
nipples almost hard to find beneath all the long dark curls, what
would that feel like? All that hair against my tongue and those big
brown nipples of his.

What
would it feel like to open my mouth wide and try to gently bite one
of his large sculpted pecs? Now he was leaning back down near my
navel and starting long slow strokes that ended with his tongue
almost at my neck.

These
continued with the same deliberate tension and it was driving me
nuts!

He was
hunkered over me now, and I could feel his crotch rubbing against
mine. The large stretch of his hard cock pushed at me through his
jeans.

My arms
were at my sides with my fists clenching at the feel of each long
lick and the rough stubble of his chin and cheeks as they dragged
across my belly, my sides and chest. I was groaning now at each
trip of his tongue, my head rocking slowly from side to
side.

I opened
my eyes and stared down at the top of his head as he descended back
down. He was holding himself up with both arms, his palms flat on
the bed on either side of me.

As the
late afternoon sun shone through the window from behind him, I
noticed the thick dark hair in his armpits splayed out and shining
with dampness. The image of a bat's wings flashed through my mind
as the sun illuminated the thick long strands. I twitched as his
teeth gently grabbed my right wrist, then released, as his tongue
started up my forearm to my biceps, then back down again, then
up.

Then he
took hold of my wrist and raised my arm up over my head, pushing my
hand toward the wooden spindles of the bed's head frame. I made a
feeble attempt to pull my arm back down, but it was to no avail. He
held it there as his tongue started at my rib cage and worked
slowly up to my armpit where he buried his mouth.

Oh God. I
thought as I squirmed and convulsed beneath him. How could he do
that? How could he like that? Why did it feel so good? My initial
embarrassment yielded to the intense pleasure, and the feeling of
being overcome by him. He continued to cover my armpit with his
mouth and run his tongue through the sweaty dark hair, slowly
deeply licking while he breathed in through his nose.

All I
could do was groan and writhe beneath him.

When he
was finished he leaned over and forced his tongue into my mouth and
held it there while he ground his mouth and scratchy cheeks into my
face.

Then he
moved to my other arm and did the same. It seemed to take forever
as he licked up and down the inside of my bicep and pushed his
tongue flat against the damp hair then captured it between his lips
and pulled up, as if he wanted every drop of sweat to find its way
into his mouth.

I could
feel my cock twitching involuntarily, slapping up and down against
my belly.

There was
a pool of precum filling my navel and running down my side, and I
knew I couldn't last much longer. I moaned through my haze of
pleasure.

“Christos, please stop, please finish me off. I can't stand
it!”

By now he
had finished with my armpits, neck and shoulders and had moved down
to where he was kneeling between my legs.

“I'm not done yet,” he said in a husky tone as he reached each
of his hands under my thighs and roughly lifted my legs up forcing
my knees towards my chest.

I was so
disoriented at this point that it didn't dawn on me what he was
going to do until his face descended between my thighs and I felt
his tongue below my scrotum and I felt his unshaven cheeks on the
deep insides of my thighs.

“Oh Christos, no,” I said.

The words
left my brain as a strong declarative, somewhat fearful statement.
By the time they reached my lips they came out in a pleading almost
whimpering tone. What intervened was the electric shock that raced
through my body as his tongue forcefully penetrated my rectum. I
gasped and drew a frantic ragged breath. I couldn't believe what
was happening.

I
struggled and squirmed at first, half from the shame and even
repulsion at what he was doing, and half from the incredible
feeling of pleasure at this first ever experience.

But it
was clear there was no stopping him. His huge hands held my legs
back. Each one firmly grasping behind each of my knees and pushing
them against my chest as he continued his assault. His long thick
arms were extended straight out above his head. I could feel his
forearms against the back of my thighs and the hot sweaty hair of
his underarms raking across the insides of my upturned buttocks as
his face plunged deeper and deeper.

I had
never felt so vulnerable, so helpless.

He held
me there for almost ten minutes while he licked my arsehole and
every inch of my crack time and again and repeatedly forced his
tongue into me. I could only moan through my ever quickening
breathing and submit.

What else
could possibly happen after this? What could ever feel this good? I
thought.

Coming
would be almost anti-climactic!

When he
was done, he moved quickly to a kneeling position between my legs
and yanked down his jeans to expose his rock hard cock. My legs
were now on his shoulders and I stared up at him with a pleading
speechless look.

He
started to jerk his cock off and I reached for mine.

“Don't touch it,” he said as my hand fell to my side. Then his
stroking became faster. My eyes were moving frantically from his
crotch to his eyes, he was about to come.

Then just
as he was about to shoot, he reached his left hand down between my
legs and while staring into my eyes, pushed the middle finger of
his left hand firmly, all the way into my hole.

My mouth
shot open as I gasped, my eyes widened as felt his thick hairy
finger stretch the rim of my arse. Then in a swift move he pushed
his thick meat down and pointed it at my crotch and began to come.
I could feel the torrents of hot juice covering my balls and pubic
hair and gushing onto my stiff cock.

His teeth
were clenched tightly and he was breathing in ragged spurts, but
his eyes never left mine. It took only that look, of utter animal
passion, and another thrust of his finger, and I
exploded.

Cum
poured from my cock like I had never seen or felt before. I lay
there spasming helplessly with my hands in tight fists at my sides
for at least thirty seconds.

When it
was over, I was awash with cum, mine all over my chest and his
coating my crotch. He slowly pulled his finger from my arse, then
leaned forward and began to clean me off with his tongue. It took a
long time as he worked over me, sometimes licking other times just
pushing his lips into the puddles of cum, raising his head slightly
and running his tongue over his lips. When he did the latter he
would look up at me, and then slowly lower his head to
continue.

I could
only lay there in a helpless, spent daze. When he was done he moved
up and gently opened my mouth with his hand and pushed his cum
coated tongue into my mouth. Then he collapsed on top of me and we
lay there for a long time, stuck together with sweat and cum. It
felt so good, so close, but my mind started to race again. This had
been awesome, but I knew it was more than sex. Something else was
going on here. Today he had been so deliberate, so determined, so
disciplined, why?

I
couldn't help but feeling that I was being taught.

I woke up
in a dark room, on my parents' bed. For a moment I had quick sense
of panic trying to figure out where I was. Then, the day's events
slowly crept into my awareness, and I rolled over to look at the
clock radio beside the bed. It was 8 pm. I had been asleep for
three hours!

I turned
over on my back and stared into the darkness of the ceiling. I was
exhausted. What a day!

The
encounter with my stepfather this morning on the living room floor,
then football all afternoon with the guys, then the cleaning I got
from him when I got home. Things had clearly changed. This was
becoming evident as I languished in the soft folds of my parents'
bedding and my mind wandered off in that soft post sleep hypnogogic
state of floating, clear awareness.

What the
hell was going on here?

Just when
I had got to the point of thinking I could handle the recent sexual
encounters with him, handle them mostly by thinking humorously
about them, even though they were such a turn on, then he goes and
does this. Where did he learn that stuff? Has he done this with
other men? Why did that feel so good? Where the hell was this
going?

I smiled
lazily as I thought of what had happened a few hours earlier. He
sure knew how to turn me on, but boy could he get intense. He
seemed to be pushing me, probing further and further.

A
worrisome thought flashed across my mind, what if I said no and he
didn't stop? Our deal was that I could stop anytime; still, he had
said he would keep trying, keep asking for sex. Perhaps I should
try the no option, just to see what would happen. But, I thought,
why say no? Aside from the very uncomfortable feelings early on in
this afternoon's episode, it was great. Hell, who wouldn't be
uncomfortable?

I thought
I had had some pretty strange fantasies during my wanking sessions
alone at night, but none of them included someone licking me all
over while I was soaked in sweat, licking my armpits, licking my
arsehole, a finger up my arse.

And it
felt good, once I gave in. My mind screeched to a halt. Those last
fleeting words rolled back across the screen of the darkened
ceiling above, once I gave in.

I turned
them over slowly in my mind. They fit, but not quite. I was giving
in, but I was also getting new things. What was different? I had to
admit I felt closer to my stepfather. Hell, who couldn't after what
he had done with me. But closer wasn't the right word either, I had
never felt not close to him. Maybe comfortable was a better word,
comfortable with him and myself about sex.

He had
more access to me. I had given him more access.

My
stomach rumbled and I realised I hadn't eaten since morning. Enough
of this analytical bullshit, I thought as I swung my legs over the
side of the bed, and walked across the dark room towards the light
in the hall. It wasn't until I was at the bottom of the stairway
that I realised I was still naked.

But I
thought, who cares, and headed off through the family room to the
kitchen.

He was
sitting at the end of the sofa in his bathrobe. He was reading a
book, and at first didn't even realise I had entered the
room.

Then he
looked up quickly, as if surprised, and said “Hey, sleepyhead,
thought you were zonked out for the night, nice suit.”

His
humour was initially lost on me, and then I grinned at his remark,
and the foolish feeling of standing there naked in the middle of
the room.

“Glad you like it,” I responded. “I had your tailor make it,
and charged it to you.”

I heard
him chuckle as I headed for the kitchen where I devoured the last
half of a cold pizza and some warm Coke that was sitting out on the
counter.

After a
few minutes I returned to the room and saw him still engrossed in
his book.

I grabbed
the woven blanket that was draped over the back of the sofa, and
lay down on it with my legs curled up and covered myself with the
warm, woollen blanket. My feet were towards him and he looked up
momentarily at me and smiled as he grabbed my ankles. He pulled
both my ankles into his lap, adjusted his book and returned to his
reading. After a few minutes, I started to doze off feeling
wonderfully tired and relaxed, and glad to have him
close.

I felt
his hand begin to caress my leg, and I uncrossed my ankles in his
lap and let it continue. My cock got hard, and I started to drift
deeper into sleep as his hand reached for my crotch.

After a
while he clicked off the reading lamp, got up, and knelt quietly
beside the couch. He lifted the blanket and lowered his mouth to my
cock. I could feel the thick hair of his chest against my leg, and
my tongue stirred unexpectedly in my mouth. Then, as I drew a long
breath and fell into a deep sleep, he sucked me softly until I
came.

A few
months ago I had gone with my friend to pick up his mother at a
lecture at the University. The trade-off for him getting the family
car for a few hours that night was that he had to drop her off and
pick her up.

Upon
hearing this, he and I had made immediate plans to drive around
town, go to all the places our friends hung out and basically
flaunt the fact that we had a car for the night. Most of our plans
didn't materialise, but we did have fun in the parking lot at the
local shopping centre. We went to a far corner of the lot and he
let me drive.

We ended
up at the University almost thirty minutes early, and walked into
the back of the lecture hall. His mother was a psychologist, and
the guest lecturer was some famous woman shrink who had just
written a book.

As I
stood at the back of the hall I realised a couple of things, it was
full of older people and the speaker was really attractive. I
started to pay attention to what she was saying and quickly
realised that I didn't understand much of it. But one thing she
said stuck in my mind. It was something to the effect that people
learn more about themselves that is really of value when they are
asleep rather than when they are awake. She continued on about
solving problems at the unconscious level, and a lot more that
sounded pretty stupid to me at the time. I decided to tune out what
she was saying and tried to imagine what she looked like
naked.


Chapter
3

 


When I
woke up the next day it was well into the afternoon. I left the
couch and wandered sleepily into the kitchen where I found a note
from my stepfather. He would be back late that evening. I made a
huge sandwich, grabbed a glass of milk and went back into the
living room to eat. As I sat there cross-legged on the floor I
decided not to turn on the television. I sat in silence and
ate.

When I
was done I found myself wondering why I felt so mellow, almost
spacey. At first I attributed it to the many hours of much needed
sleep. Then I found myself thinking about what that woman shrink
had said at the lecture, then thoughts of my stepfather and me. But
the stepfather sex thoughts didn't seem as emotionally charged as
usual, neither as bothersome, nor as titillating, nor as
complicated. I felt like I understood a lot more, but I couldn't
put words to it.

When he
returned late that night I was in bed. He walked carefully and
silently into my dark room and sat on the edge of the
bed.

I rolled
over and said, “Hi.”

He leaned
over and kissed me on the forehead and said "Hi sport". Then his
hand reached under the quilt and gently grabbed my thigh. I leaned
my head back against the pillow and put my hands behind my head.
His hand moved to my crotch, and my cock began to get hard. A faint
murmur of appreciation came from his silhouette, back lit from the
hall light. He pulled back for a moment and began to unbutton his
shirt.

I took a
deep breath and said, Christos, I don't want to do this, I need to
go to sleep.”

His hand
didn't stop massaging my cock, but it slowed considerably, and the
change in the energy in the room was palpable. But he kept rubbing
my cock.

“Christos, I'm tired,” my voice lost a bit of firmness at the
end of this message, and I wished it had come out
differently.

Still he
kept rubbing, but more slowly. Then after a long moment he sighed
and said, “Okay sport.” But there was a clear edge in his voice.
“Sleep tight ... we'll talk in the morning,” he said as he leaned
over and kissed me on the shoulder, pulled the covers back up over
me and left the room.

Now I was
fully awake. I lay there for a few minutes and heard him walk to
the bathroom, then back to his bedroom and close the
door.

I was
suddenly aware that I was sweating and that my cock was very hard.
I reached down and began to wank off, strangely fearful that he
would hear me through the walls, and then I came.

As my cum
flooded over my stomach and chest I found myself reaching down and
frantically mashing my open palm against my belly, rubbing quickly
to capture the hot sperm. I brought my hand to my face and licked
it off like a hungry kid, reached down for more. It was a hurried
ritual until my stomach was dry and matted with the last remains,
and my face was smeared and drying.

I fell
into an angry, satisfied sleep, with my tongue raking around the
inside of my mouth. The cum taste was mine, a safe, secure familiar
taste. But it didn't quite satisfy.

There was
tension in the air the next morning as I passed him in the hall on
the way to the bathroom.

He smiled
at me and said, “Want some breakfast?”

But there
was a strained tone to his voice. “Sure, if your cooking,” I
responded.

I went
down to the kitchen after my shower and sat across the table from
him. He was slowly eating a plateful of eggs and bacon and I began
to dig into what he had put on my plate.

After an
unusual silence he said, “You angry at me or something?”

“Nope,” I said between bites.

“Is this getting too heavy, what's happening between
us?”

“Nope,” I said, trying to sound offhand.

He waited
a minute then said, “Learn any new words at college
lately?”

“Nope,” I responded trying to stifle a laugh.

“Are those the best eggs you've ever tasted?”

“Nope,” I said, staring down at my plate, knowing that if I
looked at him we would both start laughing, or start a serious
talk.

“That's strange,” he muttered, acting perplexed. “Because I
wanked off into the eggs.”

As
always, his timing was perfect. A laugh, actually half laugh half
gurgle burst forth from my mouth. It was accompanied by the large
gulp of milk I had just taken exploding from my nose and running
down my chin. He leaned back in his chair and smiled.

“You arsehole,” I managed to yell through my choking laughter
as I headed for the paper towels at the kitchen counter. He sat
chuckling at the table.

“Next time try wanking off into the microwave,” I said while
blowing my nose. “But turn it on, and wrap your dick in tinfoil
before you stick it in.”

Now we
were both laughing, at the absurd image of him wanking off into the
frying pan, which of course he didn't, but mostly because the
tension was broken. We were still okay, but things had changed. I
had said no and he had accepted it at least that was the way it
seemed.

The next
three days were very busy for both of us. He worked late each
night, and even went out of town overnight once. I was completely
consumed with college, track meetings, and even the unexpected
surprise of my girlfriend sneaking over to my house the night my
stepfather was out of town. She was getting unusually bold about
our meetings and I loved it. She even brought condoms!

We ended
up fucking lustily for a couple of hours, in my parent’s bed,
before she looked at the clock and realised she had to run home
before her parents found out she was gone.

Two
nights later I was finishing my homework at the old roll top desk
in my room when he got home. I heard him come in and yelled, “Hey
stepfather.”

“Hey,” he responded from downstairs. I heard him tramping up
the stairs and entering his bedroom.

After a
few minutes he emerged and I heard him walk into my room. I was
absorbed in reading an article and didn't look up. I was standing
in front of my desk leaning forward with a hand on either side of
the desk. I was wearing only a pair of sweatpants.

He came
up behind me and slapped me on my butt, his hand remaining on by
bottom.

“How's it going stranger,” he said.

“Okay,” I muttered.

I was
focused on the article and just glanced to my left, noting that he
wore only a towel wrapped around his waist. He must be heading for
the shower, I thought.

“Well don't let me interrupt you Mr Sociable,” he said
sarcastically still keeping his hand on my arse, and rubbing it
slightly.

“Huh? ... just let me finish this story,” I said, only half
hearing him.

He stayed
standing close to me with his hand on my arse, and began to lightly
squeeze my cheeks, his hand moving back and forth with a deliberate
motion.

I was
still engrossed in the article, but suddenly realised in the back
of my mind that he was not going to go away, that he was forcing
the issue. I quickly tabulated the days since we had our last
encounter, it had been a while.

I had
been feeling a bit full of myself for having exercised my no
option. I had also been very horny even after my secret fuck with
my girlfriend. But I continued to read while bent over the
desk.

He leaned
a bit closer and started to push his fingers down into the crack of
my arse as his right hand passed from cheek to cheek. He was saying
nothing while he did this, which was unlike him. This made me begin
to pay attention to what was going on, and made me a bit
anxious.

After a
minute, I started to straighten up and move away from the
desk.

His left
hand came firmly down on my shoulder blades, and he said, “Keep
reading.”

I
reflexively bent back down over the desk, and a wave of anxiety
swept through my stomach. It passed quickly and I started to
straighten again, until I heard a sterner, immediate command, “Stay
down.”

My
stomach clenched, and my head jerked around to the left to look at
him. His eyes penetrated mine, as if they had been waiting for my
gaze.

I bent
over, half angry, half willing, mostly turned on, and a bit
scared.

He stayed
positioned at my left hip, with his left hand still placed between
my shoulders, and his right hand on my arse. I could feel his cock
getting hard through the towel as it pressed against my
hip.

“Thought I'd give you something nice, kiddo, since we haven't
done anything in a few days,” he said softly. “Are you in the
mood?”

“Come on Christos,” I said half-heartedly It was a feeble
statement, given my surprise at his stern tone, and the sexual
energy I felt racing through me.

He
reached quickly, with his left hand and grabbed my crotch. He began
squeezing my balls firmly while continuing to massage my arse.
There was directness, a tension about his grasping, and it caught
me off guard. I said nothing.

He kept
up his massage and leaned a bit closer. I could feel his erection
against my left hip through the towel. It was clear that he wasn't
going to stop, and wasn't going to say anything until I spoke. I
weighed the uneasiness I felt at his bluntness.

His words
had asked, but the tension of his presence was
demanding.

I was
stuck for something to say, and my cock was getting hard quickly as
he rubbed it. This continued for a long minute as he rubbed more
roughly, and I got very hard. Then the silence was
broken.

“Well?” he said, in a husky, urgent voice, still the demanding
tone.

I turned
my head to the left and up a bit, somehow thinking that this motion
would make an answer spring from my lips, but nothing came
out.

A long
few seconds of silence passed, and the answer became evident to
both of us. I could feel his eyes drilling through me. I turned my
head back and lowered it in silence.

I heard a
brief intake of breath, and its ragged release. Like a winning
poker player whose opponent has just laid down his
cards.

I felt
his hand brush my left hip as he dropped the towel from his waist.
He stepped back quickly and moved behind me, grabbing the waistband
of my sweatpants on both sides and pulling them down around my
ankles. He reached down and lifted each ankle out and tossed the
sweatpants aside. He grabbed my right ankle and yanked it out to
spread my legs wide apart. Then he stood back in his original
position at my left hip, only closer now.

His left
hand grabbed my balls again, and I heard a wet sucking sound as his
fingers went to his mouth.

My mind
was spinning at the quickness, the determination of his actions,
and I realised for the first time what it felt like when fear mixes
with sexual excitement.

What
happened next was not really new. I had felt it once before, a few
days ago, but this time it was not in the context of the cleaning I
had received, but the lengthy sensual encounter. Now it was direct
and explicit.

His wet
fingers descended to my arse and, after gently rubbing the rim of
my hole for a few seconds, his thick middle finger forced its way
in.

I started
to jerk upward, more from being startled than from the pain. His
left hand quickly left my balls and grabbed the back of my neck
pushing it down.

My focus
went back to my arse as he pushed in deeper. It hurt, at the rim,
as the thick finger went in and I could feel the rest of his hand
pushing against the cheeks of my arse. But I was surprised at the
room that I seemed to offer inside myself.

The
surprise was jolted to another level as his finger touched
something inside me that shot a streak of intense pleasure to my
cock. I groaned loudly and braced myself as his finger began to
move like a piston at full length in and out of my arse.

I could
feel his stiff cock rubbing against my hip as he finger fucked me
and my thoughts exploded, alternating between the intense pleasure
and pain I was feeling. I wanted to say something, but the
situation overwhelmed me.

I felt at
once like a schoolboy bent over for a caning, nervous, humiliated,
and then at the same time like a peer with someone who was treating
me to a great new sexual experience, and taking complete charge of
me.

Then he
pulled his finger out and moved behind me. He fell to his knees,
and I felt each of those big hands grab my arse cheeks and spread
them.

A couple
of seconds passed, and I didn't need to turn around to know what
the pause was for. In my mind I could see that intense sexual stare
on his face, that look that had scared me when I first saw it, but
at later times had turned me on with its intensity. He was
savouring the view of my arse, splayed open before him, held in his
hands, his for the taking.

Then his
face descended. At first with a thrust, and his tongue plunged into
my arsehole. He held it there for a brief second and then began
circling it around inside me. Then it came out and he began
licking. Licking my crack from top to bottom, licking my hole,
licking the inside of my cheeks, then plunging it back into
me.

I could
feel the muscles in my rectum relax as they were soaked with his
spit and massaged with his tongue. It was relentless and continued
on and on. I was in ecstasy and could only moan and
whimper.

At one
point I bent my head down and looked through my spread legs. I saw
him from the neck down. That thick hairy body, kneeling, his cock
huge and hard sticking out, as his face wreaked havoc on my
arse.

I didn't
dare move my hands from the desk; they were holding me up, now that
my knees had turned to jelly. But my cock was out of control. It
was jerking involuntarily and I was going to come.

Between
groans and my frantic breathing I choked out the words, Christos,
please, I'm going .....”

He never
stopped. His face was buried in my arse crack. His lips and tongue
were still assaulting me with incredible pleasure. He just removed
his hands from my cheeks and reached around my waist. One big hand
grabbed my balls; the other cupped the head of my cock.

This
touch was all it took.

I started
pumping out streams of hot cum into his hand, groaning and calling
out his name as I spasmed.

His mouth
never left my arse.

Then in
my orgasmic haze, I felt him move his right hand away from the end
of my cock. His face pulled back for a second, and the palm full of
cum was wiped deep into my crack.

Then the
licking continued.

Later,
much later it seemed he pulled back and stood up. He grabbed my
side and turned me around. I faced him on shaky knees and looked
into his eyes for a brief moment. But it was clear there was
nothing to say at this point.

I dropped
to my knees and stared at the rock hard nine inches that was
bobbing and dripping in front of me. His hand went to the top of my
head, but it wasn't necessary. I moved my face forward and began to
suck him. I looked up as that huge cock started to fuck my
face.

I was
completely spent and felt almost inadequate because all I was going
to do was suck him off after what he had just done to me. I felt
completely in his service.

I opened
as wide as I could, and stared up at him as he started to increase
the speed of his thrusts, my face was a cunt. And I gave myself
over to the pure passive pleasure of the act.

Then
something wordless shifted deep inside me, and the world went into
slow motion. As I stared up at him seeing his face contorted with
pleasure, rocking back and forth above those big hairy pecs, the
smell of his sexual sweat stirring through my nostrils, my right
hand raised and moved slowly up his thigh.

It cupped
his big hairy balls as they banged against my chin.

My face
was stretched in a painful lust as I tried to accommodate the size
of his cock, it felt so good. I could feel his thick foreskin
stretched back over the tip, and raking frantically across my
tongue.

My hand
moved slowly behind his balls and I felt the sweaty hair that led
to his crack. His knees bent as he lowered himself a bit
involuntarily, caught up in the passion of his impending
orgasm.

Then my
middle finger moved into his arse crack. It was damp and very
hairy. And the pucker of his hole was prominent. My finger felt it,
and in the same motion I pushed upward and slowly, firmly, without
hesitation drove my finger up into him, in concert with his
thrusts.

His eyes
widened and he stared wildly at me. I saw a look of surprise as he
kept plunging his cock into my mouth, quicker now. I stared at him
and pushed my finger in deeper. He grunted as I twisted my finger
and wagged the tip up inside him, and was sure I saw a quick look
of puzzlement cross his face.

Then he
began to come.

It
started with a loud groan from between his clenched teeth, and grew
into a violent act. He clutched my head, pulling at my hair as he
released a flood of hot sperm into my mouth.

I gulped
and swallowed as fast as I could. I could smell the hot seed almost
more than taste it as it poured down my throat. But I was still not
fast enough, and some started to seep from the sides of my
mouth.

Moments
later, when he was done fucking my mouth he stood over me sweating
and heaving, his cock still in my mouth but getting
softer.

I pulled
my finger from his arse slowly while still looking up at
him.

He stared
at me for a long moment, and then smiled slightly. “I think we're
getting close to it sport, aren't we?” he said, less as a question
than a statement he expected me to accept.

I let his
cock fall from my mouth, and with streaks of cum out of both sides
of my mouth I looked up at him and just nodded slightly. I knew
what he meant, but I wondered if he knew what I meant.

I expect
there was something in my eyes that made him pause for a minute. He
had stepped back a bit as his cock fell from my mouth, and he was
staring at me. I returned his gaze steadily, and a moment passed. I
could see his quick mind doing calculations behind those handsome
dark eyes.

Then a
slight grin twitched at the corner of his mouth and his eyes
dropped a notch from looking into mine to looking at my
chin.

I
remembered that there was cum dripping down from both sides of my
mouth and blushed.

As my
hand lifted up to wipe it away, he stepped forward and stopped it.
Instead, he grabbed the back of my head with one hand and placed
the other quickly over my mouth.

Then he
rubbed back and forth like a parent cleaning off a kid’s face,
chuckling while he tousled my hair.

“Here, finish it up kiddo, I never miss any of yours,” he said
hugging my face close to his mid-section. I sank my teeth into his
hairy stomach and muttered, “Fuck you,” as he playfully rubbed my
face into his body and yelled, “Ouch.”

I was
still on my knees, still weak and overcome by the intensity of this
latest bout, and the incredible pleasure and release. He knelt down
in front of me and placed his thick arms on each of my shoulders.
Then he leaned forward and touched his forehead to mine.

“Talk time,” he said.

“I'm going to bed,” I responded wearily.

“Then we talk in the morning,” he replied.

“Yeah, okay,” I said.

Going to
bed turned out to be something different than I had
planned.

He stood
up, grabbed me under my arms and lifted me to my feet. He put his
arm around my shoulder and led me to his bedroom.

Once
through the door, he took me over to the large bed, slapped me on
the arse playfully, and threw me onto the far side of the bed. I
went along willingly, too tired to complain.

I just
pulled back the quilt and crawled under, exhausted, fulfilled and
so fucking tired.

He got in
on the other side and within minutes we were both fast
asleep.

 



Chapter
4

 


Wake up
for him was much earlier than for me. I heard him get up and leave
the room, then half-awake when I rolled over some time later I
heard the shower running. I expect he had gone running and come
back. Almost an hour later, I opened my eyes and felt him by my
side. I rolled over and saw him lying beside me, naked, lying on
top of the quilt, reading a book and sipping a cup of
coffee.

I stared
at him from the side, silently scanning his body and marvelling at
how hairy he was. I silently compared our bodies.

I was
amazed at the perfect symmetry of the hair on his chest. So dark
and thick, so perfectly arranged over that sculpted chest and
stomach. I had no hair there, but my mind began to wander, and I
flashed back to the time when I was thirteen and we had that talk.
He had spent the better part of a weekend telling me about the
birds and bees. Actually, he had used this reference only once and
in an offhand sarcastic manner. I remember loving the fact that he
did this, because it had implied that I was more grown up than most
kids my age. He always had a way of acknowledging my youth without
making me feel diminished. For as long as I could remember, the
tone of his conversations with me always implied that I was his
equal, as much as possible.

My youth
was always acknowledged, sometimes with some very stern words, but
the expectancy of my manhood was always implicit and
encouraged.

He seemed
to always have one foot in my youth, and the remembrance of his,
and the other in his view of me as an adult when we talked, like he
knew what I would become, but could only do so much at any given
time to urge me on.

The word
‘respect’ wafted up through my mind and began to focus my vacant
stare. As my focus increased I came back to the look of all that
hair. I must have stirred a bit, because without looking up from
his book he lifted his right hand and placed it on my head to
lightly muss my hair.

“Oh, you're awake,” he said. “I was just getting ready to call
the undertaker... but I couldn't decide whether to have you laid
out in a suit or a dress.”

“Eat my shorts and go make breakfast,” I replied
lazily.

“The word is lunch you sleep addicted sissy,” he replied with a
chuckle. “It's already afternoon, you've missed college and, as a
matter of fact, I was just thinking about the note I'll need to
write to your teachers. Should I describe the events that led to
your oversleeping as a rim job or simply call it an arse
licking.”

Oh shit!
My mind raced to remember what day it was; did I have track
practice, any tests? Thank God no. I took a deep breath over this
realisation, and figured I was ahead of the game, not having to go
to college.

“Call it teenage abuse you sicko. Then go make lunch and do the
laundry while you're at it,” I mumbled.

“No way Jose,” he replied, pulling at my hair. “Go eat, clean
up, and then we're going to talk, remember?”

“You're an uncaring, arse licking pervert.”

“Right, Snow White, and what have you been doing with the
dwarfs lately?” he replied, laying down his book and wrapping his
arm around my head.

“Fuck you, you hairy arsed dwarf,” I muttered loudly as he
squashed my face into his chest.

He was
giggling now and the ripples of laughter in his chest bounced my
face up and down. I couldn't help but laugh as I tried to wrestle
him out of this headlock, all the while liking the feeling of that
thick hair on my face.

He let
go, still laughing, and I left to go shower and get something to
eat.

As I left
the bedroom, I tried to keep my face averted so he couldn't see the
grin that was wrapped around my face, thinking of his remarks about
the note to my teachers.

Forty
five minutes later I had eaten and showered and headed back
upstairs to the bedroom with a large mug of coffee. He was still
lying in the same position, naked on top of the quilt, and absorbed
in his book.

I had
thought a lot in my brief absence, and flopped down beside him
trying to act as casual as possible. I was wearing only my white
briefs. My plan had become to take the initiative.

“Christos, I've got some questions.”

After a
brief moment, he put down the book, took of his reading glasses,
and turned to me. I saw a brief smile flit across his mouth before
he put on his serious face. I knew the smile was still there behind
this visage, and was probably a smile of appreciation at my being
so assertive about what was to come. I grinned silently at this
knowledge.

“Christos, are you gay or something.”

“No, to gay,” and then he paused, “And maybe to
something.”

“What does that mean,” I asked.

“What it means,” he said as he shifted his position and turned
to face me, lying on his side, “Is that I'm not gay, but I do like
sex with men sometimes, but I have always liked sex with women,
especially your mother.”

“What do you mean sex with men sometimes; do you do this stuff
a lot?”

“No, not for many years.”

“Where did you learn all this stuff,” I asked, feeling a bit
uneasy at what might come next.

“Partly from being a very horny teenager like you, and partly
from when I was in the Army,” he answered.

“The Army, you had sex with guys when you were in the
Army?”

“Yes, a bunch of them, when I was just a few years older than
you are now.”

“Who were they?”

"Other
guys my age, but the main one was Adonis who was about a year older
than me, we did it fairly often.”

“How did it start?”

“When I took Basic Training at a camp near Athens, I hadn't
expected to have the sort of experience that I'm about to tell you.
I arrived in the middle of June, along with hundreds of other
cadets. We were civilians about to have the equivalent of boot camp
instruction, intending to prepare us for officer training that
would later follow during the next couple of years in
college.

In the
fifth week of the programme, my company went on a camping trip,
which is the Army's way of saying forced march followed by
uncomfortable campout. The march was not too bad. In spite of
carrying the full combat gear, though the high humidity made even
the islander boys sweat a lot. We finally got to a place in the
woods where those in charge decided we should settle down for the
night, and we made camp.

When the
acting squad leader told us to buddy up with someone for each
two-man tent, I found Adonis standing next to me. Since we were
both in the same squad, a group of about a dozen men, we slept in
the same part of the barracks, used the same showers and toilets,
and were occasionally paired up for exercise drills that required
two men. I had previously noticed how Adonis seemed especially
quiet when he was near me, and how he seemed to try to be around me
as often as possible. He was from Crete, with a quaint, and had a
nicely tanned body, just short of six feet in height, somewhat on
the thin side, though well-muscled.

He had
nice green eyes that seemed to sparkle, and a somewhat shy smile.
He was quite cute. Notice I didn’t say anything about his hair. He
didn't have much, at least, not more than some fuzz.

When we
talked, he seemed to be especially interested in where I was from
and what I liked to do. Yes, I noticed him, but since there is no
privacy in basic training, I never had a chance to talk to him on
any particularly personal level.

I was
both surprised and pleased when I found myself paired up with him
for the night. I immediately started to fantasise about the
possibilities. Not that I expected anything to happen, not in the
middle of an Army camp of all places, and not with someone who was
planning on joining the Army to be an officer, then again, so was
I, and that didn't stop me from thinking about such things.
Luckily, we did not draw night watch or anything else which might
interrupt our sleep.

When
Adonis and I finally got into the tent, after some night time
training, I was getting quite uptight. It had been a couple of
weeks since I had a chance to wank off, as there was no real
privacy in the barracks. I found the only chance to do it was
during the night-time watch, which I got only every week and a half
or so. Yeah, I was quite horny, from being around a lot of guys day
after day, watching them take showers and such, and not being able
to wank off with any decent frequency.

I was
ready for Adonis, now if only he were ready for me? I found myself
becoming shy when it finally came time to crawl into my sleeping
bag. I ended up just saying goodnight, and not suggesting anything.
And I was really exhausted. In Army basic training, you do not get
much sleep, so any chance you get, you sleep. So I started to fall
asleep within minutes after settling down.

Then I
felt Tony move his bag closer to mine. A few minutes later I
half-felt, half-heard, his bag's zipper, as he slowly opened it. I
stayed silent. Then, when I started to think I had just imagined
it, I felt his warm fingers touch me on my chest. He ran his
fingers through the hair on my chest, his was quite smooth, and
then they slowly moved down my body. I was not sure if he was aware
I was awake, or even cared.

He got to
my belly button which he circled, and finally, to my pubic hair. He
stopped for a moment, probably a bit surprised that I didn't have
any underwear on; it was hot that night, and I was horny, so I had
pulled them down to my ankles when I had first crawled into my bag.
It was when he wrapped his hand around my erect cock that I decided
that I had better become a more active participant. I quietly asked
him if he liked what he had found.

“Yes. You're sure horny, aren't you? I just wanted to see what
you felt like.”

I decided
to see how horny he was, so I slowly leaned across and very slowly,
it was dark, remembers, and gave him a kiss on the lips, rather
hard. He accepted it, and gave it back, squeezing my cock as he
did. Yeah, I had a live one!

He turned
out to be quite horny. After kissing some more, still firmly
grasping my cock, he quietly asked me to zip open my
bag.

After I
had opened it, thereby exposing myself to him, he got onto his
knees next to me. I reached between his legs and grabbed at his
cock through his underwear. He was hard also, and a bit longer than
mine, although thinner. While I was arranging my bag and checking
him out, he was busy rapidly stroking my hard-on.

“That feels good, Adonis. You'd better slow down a bit, or
else...” I said.

His reply
was to lie down next to me, and begin licking my cock, from the
base to the tip. I was very turned on, by this time. Unfortunately,
he had arranged himself so that I could not reach his cock, so I
placed my hands on his head instead. By now, he was sliding my dick
in and out of his mouth, incidentally sliding his fuzzy head along
my chest and belly, exciting me even further.

“I'm about to come. Do you want to....?” I whispered in a pant,
trying not to be heard by anyone outside, wouldn't that be an
embarrassment, but barely able to control my voice as the feelings
of pleasure overcame me.

He was
willing to take it, and kept going. It only took a few more seconds
until I shot my load, ejaculating for the first time in over a
week. I was acting out a fantasy, that of being with him like this,
that I had not expected to ever realise. He readily swallowed my
cum, and continued to bob his head up and down on my cock, until I
indicated that I was through. I just lay there a while, in the
after-glow of the orgasm.

I heard
him move away, and a bit later heard him rummage through his
equipment near the entrance of the tent. I heard the slosh of
water. He must have gone to his canteen, to wash out the taste of
my cum in his mouth. I didn't really blame him. I covered myself
with the flap of my bag, and waited for the next part. But nothing
happened. He just finished taking his drink and settled back into
his bag and was silent. I couldn't even hear him stroking himself,
if that was what he was doing. After tapping my fingers on my bag
silently for a couple of minutes, with increasing frustration, I
finally leaned across and kissed him lightly on the ear, and
whispered into it, “That was great. I thought you were horny as
well.”

“What...?” he asked seemingly surprised.

“Want to fuck me?” I asked, trying to make it sound as nasty as
I could, considering that I was whispering. “Fuck you.

Yeah, of
course!”

I opened
my bag again, as he got out of his. He was still quite hard, as my
fondling of his crotch indicated.

“Off.” I quietly demanded, somewhat unnecessarily.

He pulled
his underwear off. I moved down and licked his cock, trying to get
a lot of saliva on it, to lubricate it. I could tell that he was
not too far from orgasm, so I didn't prolong it. I rolled onto my
belly, and he got on top of me, his legs between mine.

Then, he
slowly lay on top of me. As he went down, I reached up and grabbed
his wet cock and positioned it so that it would easily penetrate my
arsehole. Once he was down, and was partly inside me, he began
slowly pumping, thrusting himself into me, somewhat
slowly.

“I won’t break, you know.” I said feeling turned on again by
the feel of his long prick sliding in and out of my hole. He
increased his pace rapidly. I knew that this wouldn't go on much
longer as he had been as randy as I was, so this opportunity for
more than simple relief was to be savoured while it lasted. It
didn't last much longer. Within two minutes of insertion, I'd
guess, he gave a final few hard thrusts then held still. I could
actually feel his cock throbbing as he came and shot his load into
me. He continued to pump a few more times, but slower, apparently
getting the last traces of his pent-up sexual energies out of
himself.

He gently
slide off my back, and placed an arm around me, gave me a light
kiss, “Thanks.”

Weeks
later, back at home, I received a letter from him. In it, he told
me how he had had one girlfriend in high school, and had successful
sex with her, but never really felt complete afterwards. It turns
out that I had broken in a virgin gay that night, right in the
middle of the campsite.

I paused
for a moment, trying to phrase the words to my next question
carefully.

“How about since then? I mean since mum.”

I held my
breath.

“If what you’re asking is did I ever cheat on your mother, the
answer is no.”

I
exhaled. Perhaps a bit too loudly.

“However,” he continued. “When you were younger, your mother
and I had what some people call an 'open marriage' for a few
years.”

I held my
breath again.

“What that meant was that we had sex with other couples,
friends of ours, we did it all together, sometimes two couples
sometimes more. It was all basically in good fun, among friends,
sometimes the sex was man to man, and mostly it was man to
woman.”

The image
of my mother in bed with another man rushed through my head like a
freight train. The image of him being present while it happened,
and even having sex with another man in my mother’s presence
started to cause the train to derail.

He must
have seen this image racing behind the silence of my widened eyes,
and said, “Look, kiddo, that was a long time ago, we were a lot
younger, times were different, and maybe I shouldn't have told you
this, but we have always been honest, and since you
asked.

“No, that's okay, just a bit hard to imagine, I mean you and
mum, and other people.”

I was
breathing a bit heavily now. Partly from trying to digest this new
information, mostly from the strength it was taking to try and
convince myself that this wasn't turning me on. My mother was,
after all, very attractive. She was not even forty years old but
looked about thirty.

My cock
was rock hard at this point, and I wondered how long I could keep
my hands which were holding the coffee in my lap to cover it. Then
it dawned on me that this was a bit of a non-issue. Because as I
looked over at him, I saw that his cock was hard too.

He was
lying there, propped up on one elbow and looking at me. He was
naked and hard. I had only my briefs on, with the head of my cock
sticking out.

He cast
his eyes down to my crotch, and then looked up at me.

The look
in his eyes was almost humorous, and said, “Who are you
kidding?”

I relaxed
my arms for a second, placed the coffee mug on the night stand,
took a deep breath and took off my underwear.

I turned
and looked at him, not knowing what to think or ask.

He smiled
and said, “Now it's my turn for questions.”

“Forget it!” I said in a threatening tone, I knew didn't fool
him.

“Ohhh no, it’s your turn,” he responded grinning
slyly.

“How many of your friends have you wanked off with?”

“None,” I answered.

“Tell the truth, you geek,” he said, while he laughed and
reached over to twist my left nipple, a bit too hard.

“Okay, a couple, when we were younger,” I yelled, half
laughing, half in pain.

“And all you did was wank off?” he yelled, laughing and
reaching over to get me in a headlock.

“Yes, and get off me you hairy bastard,” I said through
clenched teeth as I tried to wrestle him off me.

He was on
top of me now and whispered in my ear, in his best sotto voce
sarcastic voice, “You always seem to focus on my hairy body,
something you like about it, something you want?”

We were
both struggling now, and laughing as we wrestled on the
bed.

“Fuck off, you Dink,” I growled as he got on top of
me.

His
weight stretched the length of my body as I lay on my stomach, it
felt good, and I relaxed.

After a
long pause, during which the levity between us seemed to gently
shift, I said, “It's just going too fast, I like it, but it makes
me nervous. You're always in charge. You always do things to me,
you always start it, I never....”

“Have any control,” he finished my sentence.

“Yes,” I said.

The word
came out partially as a moan, since his cock was grinding into my
arse cheeks, and I could feel the damp sweat of his chest on my
back.

“You can say no anytime, you have, and I stopped,” he muttered
into my ear.

“I know, but......”

I took a
deep breath, and I tried to figure a way to say what had been
building in my mind for these past weeks.

“You're going to want to fuck me, don't you?” I finally blurted
out.

There was
a pause, and I could feel his body tense on top of me.

“Yes.”

“It's going to hurt, isn't it? Did it hurt when you got
fucked?”

“Yes, at first, then it got to feel really good.”

He was
breathing heavier now, and his right hand pushed its way around my
hip as he reached under me. He wrapped his hand around my cock and
held it tightly.

“I can't do it,” I said.

“Why not?”

“It's too gross, and besides that you're too big.”

This
sounded like two good reasons in my head, before I said them. But
when they came out of my mouth they sounded a bit weak.

“Not good enough,” he said firmly.

“Christos,” I said, in frustration, and a bit
plaintively.

“Look, you come up with a loud, serious no or I'm going to
finish what I started last night.”

The tone
of his voice was a step away from threatening, a step away from
tender, from hopeful from demanding, and all very
sexual.

“You're always in charge!” I said as defiantly as
possible.

The words
finally came out as I wanted. As a challenge and a
question.

Thirty
seconds of silence passed. Both of us still hard, sweating and
laying there like wrestlers after the final bell.

“Okay,” he hissed into my ear.

His voice
had the same challenging expectancy as mine had. He rolled over
away from me on the bed. On his back he reached both arms above his
head, and each of his hands grasped the rungs of the bed's
headboard.

He spread
his legs, stretched out there before me and said, after a minute,
“Well?”

I lay
there by his side for a brief moment, then when I realised what he
was doing got up and kneeled between his legs. I was, to say the
least, ambivalent, but still rock hard and I stared at him. My eyes
raked over his body, spread-eagled beneath me. I stared at his
muscled arms, studied them from wrist to shoulder. I stared at the
thick, damp hair that stood on end in his armpits. God, why was
that so sexy to me?

His cock
was hard and twitching. I stared at the thick foreskin and how,
even when he was hard it didn't pull all the way back from the big
purple head as there was so much of it!

My first
thought was to bend forward and suck him.

But I
stopped and thought again. No, I thought, this situation is still
one of his creation. I looked into his eyes and saw that lustful,
intense stare, the one that had intimidated me and turned me on so
much in the past few weeks.

I got up
off the bed and walked out of the room, down the hall, and stood in
my bedroom for a moment. I stared down at my cock. It was hard and
aching, and I knew if I even touched it I would come. I took a deep
breath and returned to his bedroom.

He was
still in the same position, on his back with legs spread and arms
gripping the headboard. He looked a bit puzzled as he watched me
come into the room and stand beside the bed.

I don't
know from where within me the words came, except that later I
realised they were the words he had said only moments before, but
they came out of my mouth with a quiet confidence that I think
surprised both of us.

“Not good enough.”

His head
turned toward me, again those intense lustful eyes.

“Huh?” he said.

“Kneel on the floor in front of me.”

A long
pause and I thought I saw a smile cross his eyes as he got off the
bed and knelt down. I took a small step forward. I needed to move
because I thought I felt one of my knees shaking.

He
reached up to take my cock in his hand, and again I was surprised
at the words that came out of my mouth, “Just your
tongue.”

He looked
up at me, those eyes still intense, but now searching my face,
perhaps for a hint of the level of my resolve.

Then he
did something that sticks in my mind to this day. It was one of the
most sexual gestures I had ever seen, and I didn't know why it
affected me so much, but it was so explicitly powerful. He slowly
took his hand off my cock and put it behind his back. Then he did
the same with his other arm, grasping his wrist behind his
back.

Then he
began licking me.

He
started by sticking out his tongue to catch a long string of precum
that had begun to descend from the head of my cock to the floor. He
caught the end of it and lifted his mouth towards the head of my
cock to get it all on his tongue,

Then he
swallowed and began licking the head of my cock. His tongue then
went down the length of my cock to my balls, the inside of my
thighs, under my scrotum, then back again to start over.

He kept
going for ten minutes and I stood over him watching, and fighting
off the pressure of the cum building in my shaft. Fighting off the
urge to explode in his face.

The sight
of his thick hairy body, arms behind him, kneading his unshaved
cheeks raking across my thighs was almost too much to
bear.

He was
doing me, working me, with a fervour that seemed to increase with
each lick, each minute, and his energy seemed to transfer to my
whole body. I was raging inside. I wanted to get my hands on him,
to bite him, suck him, lick him, and wrestle him. I wanted to get
my arms around him. To feel him, as much of him as I could, to feel
all that hair, those muscles, to taste that sweat, grab those thick
wrists.

I wanted
to get inside him, kiss him, stick my tongue in his mouth, stick my
cock in his mouth, and stick my cock in his arsehole.”

The train
started racing through my head, only faster now than
before.

I felt
out of control, but the sexual energy coursing through my body
overcame any thoughts that tried to intrude, and seemed to provide
a clear wordless focus.

“Turn around,” I said, hoping that the fact that I really
didn't know what I was going to do next didn't show in my voice.
The decision was, in part made for me.

He stayed
on his knees, shuffled around, and bent over. He planted both hands
wide apart and his head lowered, and all this in
silence.

I stared
at his bottom, studied the back of those thick thighs, with their
symmetrical patterns of hair, each moving towards a convergence at
his arse cheeks.

Then the
way the patterns darkened and thickened as they descended towards
the crack, that crack.

I didn't
know what to do. I couldn't take my eyes off that forbidden
territory, but I was stuck for a moment.

Then the
events of last night pushed their way into my mind.

I
remembered the ease, the aggression with which he had taken my
arse. I reached down and grabbed his cheeks, a thumb on the inside
of each one, and I spread them.

The
energy increased, and ran through me like electricity. My eyes
sucked in the sight of the damp, hairy ringlets in his crack. So
dense, so thick! It reminded me of my girlfriend's
pussy.

I reached
down and touched his arsehole, tentatively with one finger. I could
feel him twitch at the touch.

Now I was
really in unfamiliar territory. With the exception of my brief
burst of angry courage last night when I had stuck my finger up his
arse, I had never touched, even really seen another man's
hole.

I could
feel my knees start to shake and I knew I had to do something or I
would lose whatever control I had.

I yanked
my finger back, spit on it and thrust it back down, and into his
arse. His head jerked up violently and a loud grunt escaped his
lips, but he said nothing.

Then
after a brief body spasm that seemed to ripple through him and end
with a fierce clenching of his hole around my finger, he lowered
his head and exhaled deeply.

But he
was starting to breathe hard now. I traced a big circle inside his
arse with the end of my finger. It felt like velvet. I started to
piston my finger in and out slowly. His grunting and the sound of
his breathing increased. It seemed to fill the room, as I stared
down at what I was doing.

It was
all raw sex.

Nothing I
had ever done compared. Everything converged and rocked my senses,
the sight, him on all fours sweating and moaning below me, the
smell, his sweat and mine, the feel of my finger up his arse, the
feeling of being in charge.

I was
beyond thought at this point; everything was pure lust, physical
sensation.

The image
of him holding me over the desk last night wafted up before me.
Then it moved forward and seemed to wrap itself around my face,
like a wet sweaty towel thrown in the locker room. The grunts I
could hear from him now seemed to match the grunts of pleasure I
heard last night when he was eating my arse.

That was
all it took.

I shifted
around so I was directly behind him and knelt down. I pulled my
finger out of his arse, spread his cheeks again and looked. Again,
all that hair. The hole, wrinkled and big as a ten pence, that big
crack, that changed in shape as I stretched my hands and pulled on
his cheeks. It was so open, so inviting, and so dangerous. There
were no words from him, only the heavy breathing and
moaning.

It was on
me to act.

I stared
down at my throbbing cock. I looked at his hole, and then my face
descended. At first I just licked, only partly conscious of the
strong smell.

Then the
smell registered in my brain, and I was surprised that it wasn't
offensive. It was strong, but exciting and new. But that passed in
an instant as I became fixated on the results of my wet tongue in
his crack. The thick ringlets of hair swept upward, damp and matted
in response to the upward sweep of my tongue, and then down and
matted as I raked the underside of my tongue from his sternum to
the back of his testicles.

I took a
deep breath after a few minutes of this and plunged my tongue into
his asshole.

As my
lips stretched and I extended my tongue into him I was aware of the
strong new taste, and the strange feeling of having his ring close
around my tongue. The image of him hugging me, wrapping me in his
arms jumped into my mind. It was gone in an instant, as I heard him
groan loudly and thrust his butt back against my face, almost a
violent response to my penetration.

I didn't
stop, couldn't stop. I kept plunging my tongue into him, loving it.
Smashing my nose into that dark corridor of hair. This was
someplace I was not supposed to be, and I loved the sense of pure,
intimate, forbidden, violation.

I was
frantic now, and could feel my eyes widen, my heart thumping, and
spit foaming at the corners of my mouth. I pulled my face back and
my eyes, my whole body, absorbed the landscape before me. His hole
was twitching, nestled nervously in a canyon of spit soaked dark
hair.

As I
pulled back and knelt behind him, I was struck by the simple raw
intimacy of the scene. I had never seen him in this position. I had
never seen anybody in this position.

But there
was something about the way we were positioned, the location of our
bodies, men together.

The
unease I felt, the awkwardness of our discussion only moments ago
that led to this, the events of the past few weeks between us. They
all seemed to be drawn into a vortex, swirling upward like a wind
that raced through my mind. It was palpable. I felt it. I was
transported back in time to someplace unfamiliar. Someplace new.
Someplace full of men together. Cave men, gladiators, athletes,
soldiers, explorers, friends, public friends, furtive friends,
secret friends, men of the world, old men, young men, all across
time.

The
timeless archetype swept through me. It started as a commotion in
my head, and then moved to my crotch. It grabbed my balls, slowly
firmly, it moved to the bottom of my shaft, firmly holding it. It
was wordless, intense, it had its own history, and it consumed
me.

I looked
again quickly at his arsehole. It was twitching involuntarily. The
sweaty dark hair around it seemed to be shifting in a slow dance.
That same gaze caught my cock. It was bobbing and twitching in the
same way. The long line of his hairy crack seemed to match the
length of my hard cock, and I wanted to lay up against him to feel
the match, for reassurance, but I continued to stare and breathe
harder as each second passed. I couldn't bring any thoughts to
bear, nothing to make sense of all this.

Then the
newly arrived images of this strange history increased their roar
in my head, and I stopped trying to understand.

I leaned
forward and reached for him. Each of my hands grabbed first the
thick cords straining in his neck, then his shoulders, and then
wrapped around to feel, palms wide open, the sweaty hair of his
armpits. My palms visited there, feeling the heat and texture, for
a moment before moving down and back towards me to his chest. His
nipples, I grabbed them, sought them out, fingered my way through
the thick hair. I pinched them, and he groaned loudly.

Then my
eye caught something else. It was the full length mirror on the
wall in front of us. I was struck that I hadn't noticed this
before, but there I was, there we were.

The
mirror caught my gaze, and bounced it back off the sweaty form bent
beneath me, then back up to my eyes. I stared at myself and was
shocked at the upturned corner of my lips, my teeth exposed, the
sweat pouring down my face, and the spit that had gathered at the
corners of my mouth, that was shaped in such a primitive
snarl.

The image
seemed suddenly, strangely familiar, like I had done this before,
many times before, but I hadn't, and other men had, not me, other
men.

The image
sank deep inside me, in a cavern of silence to be explored
later.

But it
left a deep affirmation in its wake. A permission, a reminder, an
expectation.

The rest
came easy.

My hands
continued their pillage through the thick hair of his chest and
belly. They grabbed his cock briefly, and returned to his
cheeks.

I spread
them again, and heard his panting voice, it seemed far away,
saying, “Do it!”

I reached
for my cock. It felt like a metal bar, wet at the end. Almost
unfamiliar. I placed it against his twitching rim at stared at this
unique first meeting. A blurred image fought its way through the
sexual tornado that consumed me. It carried me back through
time.

“Well, try them on, do they fit?” He had said standing over me
smiling expectantly.

I thrust
my hand deep into the fragrant, leather treasures I had just
received. It was new, strange, but the perfect gift. Just
what

I had
wanted.

“Oh Yeah! They fit just great.”

I had
said with a fierce gleam in my eye as I pounded one bare fist into
the prize that covered my other hand. I thought a million frantic
thoughts about the future on fresh cut green grass. He had bought
me my first boxing gloves.

The smell
of leather wafted through my head as I stared at that same fisted
right hand, now wrapped around my cock.

I pushed
the swollen head of my shaft against his rim and entered
him.

I heard
him cry out. From behind him I could envision him biting his lips.
The cry turned quickly into a grunt, and then quick breathing. I
stopped, and looked down at the length of my cock minus its head,
which had disappeared inside him.

The
feeling was incredible!

I took a
deep breath and leaned forward. Another stifled cry and I saw his
fists clench. He was rocking a bit now, back and forth on clenched
fists and his knees. The dark hairs at his hole had wrapped forward
to join my cock as it entered.

How many
other times had they been forced into his hole? By soldiers, by
other men, all those years ago, while my mother had
watched?

These
thoughts vanished as quickly as they appeared in my tortured brain;
the feeling was just too intense to be displaced.

“Oh yeah, it fits just great,” I muttered quietly.

I leaned
forward again, another couple of inches disappeared. I leaned
further into him. My eyes rocketed back and force between the
hairy, sweaty meeting down between my legs, his arsehole, my cock,
and then back up to the mirror.

It
offered a larger view. I leaned forward again, leaned into him,
leaned forward into an image of myself, through the looking
glass.

The last
swollen inches of my cock, down to its base, entered him
quickly.

Almost
without a sound, except the frantic, ragged, breathing and muffled
grunts from him that now seemed to have been there
forever.

I stared
at the sight. It was done, I was caught up in every detail,
everything was new, and again, went into slow motion. I lifted my
hands off him and leaned back, careful to stay completely inside
him. The sight of my thick dark pubic hair wedged between his
cheeks, touching against the hair that lined his crack.

The feel
of my balls, the front of my sac, touching the back of his sac. The
sight, the sight of my staring down at my crotch and not seeing my
cock.

Because
it was buried, consumed, welcomed in another man's arsehole. His
arsehole!

The sight
of his strong muscular body, sweating and heaving beneath me, bent
over, grunting in pleasure and pain.

I took it
all in as much as I could. Then the gorgeous, rampant details
seemed to all come together before my eyes. They sucked themselves
into a small tornado that swirled above his sweating, bent body and
travelled upwards to my face, stopped for a moment, and entered
me.

Entered
me through my nose. So I could capture the stunning mix of smells
that were happening because of this act. I sucked in a deep
breath.

The
tornado travelled from my face, my head, to the back of my neck.
Then raced down my spine touching every nerve. It hit the base of
my spine and lit up every nerve in my body. I felt it take
possession of me as it rushed to my cock, waiting to be
released.

So I
started.

Slow at
first. Then faster. I plunged my cock into him, pulled it back out
almost to the end, and then drove the full length in
again.

I had
nothing to compare this to, nothing to judge it against.

He was
starting to moan louder now and match my thrusts with his hips, and
I just fell into the increasing rhythm.

At a
certain point it just began to feel so natural.

I leaned
back and put my hands behind my head, never missing a stroke; I
could smell myself as I grabbed his thick biceps from behind, never
missing a stroke.

Leaning
even closer I grabbed his wrists, near his balled fists that were
holding him up, my chest touched his sweating back, never missing a
stroke.

I bent
back a bit and reached for his crotch. I could feel the precum
dripping from him, his cock was like steel. I started to wrap my
hand around it, but stopped, as an image flashed, a long ago lesson
turned into muscle memory, a rugby ball in my hands.

 


“When you move up on it, plant your feet and look at the whole
field. Look closely, look quickly. Hold your hands tight, close
together. Then take charge! Then bend your knees and get ready.
Keep your hands together!



Always
keep your hands together, wide open, fingers together. Be ready;
make a net with your hands, so it can't get through! Reach for it
with both hands, gather it up, pull it to your chest, then start
your release. It should all be a smooth motion

He was
teaching me, for hours each day, with my new rugby ball in the
field near our house, so I could make the team, he was such a good
teacher.

I reached
forward and beneath him to his crotch and held my hands close
together.

Open and
beside each other. Like holding a book, only tighter. My palms
touched the sides of his cock, finger tips near its head, and began
to move in sync with my hips.

My
thrusts were increasing in speed, equal to the tone of his grunts
and loud breathing. I was over him, pumping, breathing hard. I was
in him, deeply, then back, then deep again. It was all sweat and
hair and muscles, and I loved it.

It lasted
only another minute. My balls clenched like a vice grip and I
started to come. I felt the surge of hot sperm race to the head of
my cock and, after an exquisite heartbeat, exploded into him. I
didn't pull back. I stopped thrusting. I just held myself deep in
his hole. The muscles in my groin and belly did all the work, and
my cum kept pouring into him like the end of the world.

When the
first hot torrent hit him deep inside, he started to come. He
thrust forward and back only twice. That was all it took. His hot
cum blasted into my open palms, and he shuddered uncontrollably as
his belly seized and convulsed.

He was
groaning and heaving now, louder as each second of this wet
coupling passed, quickly, frantically as we soaked each other,
inside and out.

It was
all one steady stream, and the sperm seemed to never end as I
emptied myself into him, and he poured himself into my
hands.

We
spasmed together, out of control, spasmed in large life, in this
moment, in front of the mirror, spasmed large in a life dance, our
bodies twitching in concert, like a single sperm under a
microscope.

As it
began to subside, I felt my hands separating and moving away from
the heat of his cock. They appeared, like magic from beneath his
belly and moved in a dream toward my face. Each hand cupping a huge
puddle of his cum.

They went
to my cheeks, then my neck, my chest, down my belly. Smearing all
the way. Then back to my face.

I held
out my tongue, like he had made me do days before on the living
room floor on my back. But now it was a greedy tongue not a scared,
worried tongue. A confident tongue.

I licked
off the damp remains of his cum, and sucked the smell deep into me,
as he twitched beneath me, with my cock still buried to its root,
in his arsehole.

And I
looked into the mirror.

As I
stared, it felt like I was viewing the image of us locked together
through my body. It was like my chest had eyes, like my shoulders
and stomach had eyes, like my crotch, my cock, my balls had eyes.
Like the sweat between us had eyes. My whole body was on alert,
watching, fascinated, as it placed this event in my
memory.

The
placement of this image by-passed my brain, and imprinted itself
within my whole body. Like the smack of a young fist into the
sweet, leather palm of a new boxing glove.

It took a
minute, then another minute, then it began to subside, and I
realised it was done. He hadn't moved or made a sound, and I was
grateful for this silence. I stared down between us at my cock
buried in his hole. I was still hard.

But I
grabbed his hips and slowly began to pull out. The head of my cock
reached the inside of his rim, and I paused for a second then
pulled back.

As I left
him there was a small sound. It sounded like a quick
kiss.

After a
moment he rolled over and looked up at me. It took a few seconds
for a vacant stare to leave his eyes. I wondered where he was, lost
in that stare.

Then he
focused on me standing over him and smiled. I walked forward on my
knees to get closer, and stared at his face, searching.

He stared
at my cock as I knelt above him. It reminded me of the look on
people's faces when they are introduced for the first time to
someone they have heard a lot about.

Then I
simply fell down on him, and we lay chest to chest for a long time.
No talking, no disclosures, no explanations. Just exhaustion and a
new understanding for both of us.

When I
got up off him he was asleep on the floor. I showered, and left the
house.

I met up
with my friends after they got out of college, and spent the rest
of the day roaming around town, hanging out, and paying only vague
attention to their kidding remarks about me seeming spaced out, and
asking me why I had missed college.

 



Chapter
5

 


Even
before I arrived home that evening I knew things had changed. I
could feel it within me. I didn't know what form this change had
taken in him, but I knew he would be different. I had been quietly
boiling inside all day.

There was
a feeling of exhilaration, release, a feeling of ease, passionate
ease. Confidence.

When I
got back to the house, he was in the kitchen making dinner. His
favourite classical music was playing loud from the family room,
and he was busily engaged in making one of his rare feasts as he
described them, a welcome departure from the pizza feasts we had
been living on in my mum's absence.

I yelled,
“Hey, I'm home,” as I entered, and sank into a kitchen
chair.

He turned
and looked quickly at me over his shoulder.

“Hey,” he said, “One special feast coming up.”

Then he
looked back briefly to the sauce he was making.

After a
quick moment of stirring and dipping his finger in the bowl for a
taste, he looked back at me. It was a brief but intense stare, and
then a wide smile slowly tugged the corners of his mouth up, and
lit up his eyes. It was a big gentle smile, with expectant eyes. He
was asking if everything was fine. My heart soared, and a similar
smile lit up my face.

I stared
at him, started to chuckle, and enjoyed the ease with which my
quiet laughter changed into an expectant grin.

I kept
staring at him.

He held
my stare, and after a long moment a knowing grin teased at his
lips.

He
reached behind him without turning, and stuck his finger into the
bowl on the counter.

Then he
walked across the kitchen and said in his best mock serious tone,
“Here try the sauce,” as he stuck his coated finger toward my
face.

I did my
best to stifle a grin, and opened my mouth. His thick middle finger
descended and entered my mouth.

“Dinner should be ready in fifteen minutes,” he said as he
worked his finger around the inside of my mouth, all the while
grinning slightly.

I wrapped
my tongue around his finger, and played along with his game,
pretending to be offhand and serious.

He pulled
his finger out of my mouth slowly, and said, “How does it
taste?”

I looked
up at him and said, with a thoughtful pretence “Hmm salty, and a
bit like bleach.”

He tilted
his head forward and stared down at me, as if looking over a pair
of reading glasses. His best stern, fake professor look.

“It appears the tuition we spent for your gourmet cooking
classes was wasted.”

“Either that, or you can't cook,” I replied.

We both
laughed at this, and my gaze drifted down to his crotch. He stood
still, close in front of me. I felt the mood shift, and without
thinking reached out and cupped my hand up between his
legs.

He just
looked at me for a moment, this was, had been, his type of
move.

He
stepped back, turned and walked to the stove. As he bent over to
lower the flame and stare at it for a second, my cock twitched at
the sight. He stood up and turned towards me.

“Like I said, fifteen minutes until dinner.”

There was
a flat, almost expectant tone to his voice. My voice lowered to
meet his tone.

“Plenty of time,” I said as I stood up and took a few steps
away from him into the family room.

After
that there were no words.

I walked
to the centre of the room, turned to face him, and just pulled down
my zipper. He fell to his knees in front of me and pushed his face
toward my crotch while he started ripping his shirt off. I just
grabbed the back of his head and stuffed my cock into his mouth. As
he sucked me, he kept removing the rest of his clothes.

I was
doing the same, and in a minute we were naked and I was fucking his
face furiously. After a while he grabbed my wrists and pulled me
down to my knees.

Then he
kissed me hard forcing his tongue down my throat, and grabbed my
tits hard. I took it as long as I could, then pulled his hands away
and grabbed his balls hard.

After
that it was all wrestling and wet biting sex. I loved it. We were
two kids, two men, reaching, grunting, grinning both with the same
mindless goal.

It ended
when, at one point he was on his back. I had had enough rough
foreplay, and just grabbed his hair and forced my cock into his
mouth. His eyes opened wide, and I just stared down at him. I
pushed the first three inches into him, and started to jerk my cock
from the base. His hands left my shoulders and fell back spread out
wide on the rug. I wanted his mouth, and was taking it. My fast
steady thrusts increased as I saw drops of sweat fall from my face
on to his flushed face.

I used
his mouth for a minute then groaned loudly as I started to come. He
gulped and gagged a bit while it poured down his throat, but his
eyes were shining and wild at what was being done to
him.

By now he
had reached down and wrapped his hand around his cock. He started
to jerk it, and as I pulled out of his mouth I put my middle finger
in my mouth, and pulled it out covered with spit. He kept working
at his cock, but his legs spread and lifted reflexively. I kept his
gaze as I reached down between his cheeks and firmly inserted my
finger into his arsehole. His head jerked back quickly as I entered
him but he never missed a stroke. I pushed in further until I could
go no further, and tried to match the rocking motion of his
strokes. The strokes increased as he approached orgasm, and I dug
my finger deeper and looked into his eyes as I knelt over him. He
came with a loud gasp, and I watched the cum jet up over his hairy
chest to his neck, marvelling at how much I was attracted to the
sight of those white streaks laying on that thick dark
hair.

I worked
his arsehole with my finger until he was done, then kept it in as I
leaned forward and spread my tongue flat against a spot just below
one of his nipples that had a large puddle of cum.

I kept my
mouth there for a long moment as I slowly removed my finger from
his arse. Then I rolled over and lay beside him.

After a
long luxurious silence he said, “I think the sauce is ready to
eat.”

“So do I,” I said as I reached over and raked my fingers
through the damp cum on his belly.

We talked
animatedly at dinner. It was a long delicious feast, and we both
ate sitting naked at the kitchen table in candle light.

I slept
like a log that night with vivid dreams of floating rapidly through
space.

I was
naked, standing erect with my arms open, moving faster and faster
toward a dim image in the distance. As I accelerated the image
became brighter and clear. It was him. Naked, arms open wide, and
moving directly towards me.

As we
approached, my heart quickened at the impending collision and my
eyes opened wide. But there was no collision. Instead we passed
through each other, like ghosts. I felt a hot rush go through my
translucent body as I sped along, and the taste of his body in my
mouth. And my body became less translucent, more solid, and I saw
the hint of a symmetrical shadow on my chest.

I stirred
sometime in the early hours as he entered my room. I never opened
my eyes or even wakened as I felt him pull back the sheet and
descend hungrily between my legs. I could feel the damp hair of his
chest against my inner thighs, and had a vague image of him running
in the pale early morning. He put his mouth around my cock, still
soft, and sucked me until I was hard.

Moments
later I came in his mouth. Then I heard somewhere in the distance a
quick slapping sound, a muffled grunt, and then felt a hot wetness
on my chest and belly. Then the soft sound of feet
leaving.

I
realised later when I woke up that the veil that had existed
between us had dropped.

My
frantic fantasies and wonderings that had characterised the past
weeks began to slip away as I reviewed, with a strange clarity what
had been happening.

The sex
had started, it had moved from awkward, intermittent encounters
always at his initiation, to more explicit acts in which I felt an
active partner.

While the
sex had always been good, it had been body sex, held back by my
continued reservations and detachment. Then I had acted, I had
fucked him. I had fucked my stepfather. And this had changed my
mind; something had fused together within me.

I had no
explanation for what had happened. But as the day progressed a
single word wafted up from the recesses of my mind,
lust.

This
feeling, this word, must have been seeping from my pores by the
time he arrived home that night.

He yelled
his usual “Hey I'm home,” as he walked through the front door. He
didn't have to yell, because I was only a few feet away on the
living room couch reading a sports magazine.

“Hey!” I yelled, trying to mimic him.

“Oh, good, you're here,” he said as he tossed his suit jacket
on the chair.

His busy
entrance demeanour changed quickly as he put his briefcase down and
started to undo his tie. He just stared at me while doing this.
Then with the most presumptuous, sexy, casual move I had ever seen,
he stepped toward me and slowly pulled down his zipper.

I don't
know how, during the past forty eight hours he had come to the same
realisation I had. Perhaps it wasn't a revelation to him. Maybe it
was just the realisation of his original goal when he had first
seduced me.

When his
hand reached his zipper, time slowed. When he looked at me the
background noise of the radio in the other room faded. All I could
see and hear was that zipper, and his thick hairy hand.

Every
click of the zipper against the metal teeth seemed like a single
bead on a rosary. The phrases in a litany, designed to build to a
single conclusion. I heard each click clearly as his hand descended
in slow motion.

Then I
just looked up at him and nodded once, as if he had asked me to go
over and turn on the television.

By the
time I was on my knees in front of him I was hard as a rock. I
pulled aside the white briefs and pushed my face into the thick
dark hair. Searching for his cock with my hands and
tongue.

When I
got it out I sucked greedily. It took only a few minutes until he
started shooting in my mouth. When I thought he was done, I pulled
my mouth back to finish swallowing and catch my breath. But he
still had more, and a short spurt landed on my cheek and
lips.

By now he
had his shirt off, though his pants were still on and his belt
still buckled.

He pushed
me back on the couch. Without a word he pulled my cut-off sweat
pants down and started to wank me off. As I lay back, he reached up
and put his hand on my face, then pushed his fingers into my mouth.
I sucked them like a cock.

He didn't
put his mouth on me until I was thrashing around on my back and
ready to come. Then he stopped pumping my cock and sucked it down
his throat.

I didn't
know what felt better, coming in his mouth or sucking his big hairy
fingers while I convulsed on the couch.

When he
was done with me, he stepped back and smiled down at me.

“What's for dinner?” he said.

“You just had it,” I responded, trying not to laugh.

In the
days to follow we were like a frantic, newly married couple. We
couldn't get enough of each other, lusting openly for every new
taste, every new position, every new location in the house,
everything was exciting.

But what
fuelled the rampant lust between us was the unspoken understanding
that the barriers had been removed. The roles between us, at least
during sex, had slipped away. It was open season, and the
exhilaration, the freedom I felt, seemed to make my whole body
tingle every time I saw him enter the room.

The
sexual satisfaction was tremendous, but rather than provide relief,
it seemed to feed on itself. The more I got the more I wanted. I
also realised that the change between us has caused a change within
me. I felt myself drifting to the boundaries of my previous
feelings about passivity and aggression, and stretching
them.

When he
was forceful with me, I would not only give in, but experiment with
acting as passive and submissive as possible. I tried to be his
bitch.

As
foreign as these feelings were to me, I relished the
experimentation. I was surprised at how safe I felt doing this.
Surprised at how I felt I had lost nothing in the process, and how
it seemed to free me to exert my other side even more.

My
aggression towards him took on a whole new depth of
feeling.


Chapter
6

 


I was
talking on the phone to my girlfriend one night. She had been a bit
irritated lately because of my lack of attention, and I was trying
my best to reassure her.

My
stepfather came home from one of his late night meetings. When he
walked through the front door, he was exhausted and drenched in
sweat. He smiled and waved to me across the room as I sat cross
legged on the floor with the phone to my ear. He was heading to the
shower.

As it had
become a morning ritual, he had sucked me off while I lay in bed
half awake. But as always I had been horny all day, especially
since we had missed each other for dinner. I put my hand over the
phone and said to him as he headed for the stairs, “Don't
shower.”

It was
the type of cryptic statement that had become common between us in
the past few days whenever one of us wanted sex. He stopped, looked
back over his shoulder, nodded, and continued up the
stairs.

When I
hung up the phone ten minutes later, I was already hard. I walked
upstairs and found him doing sit-ups on the floor beside his
bed.

I stood
over him and pulled my shirt off over my head.

When he
was done, he stood up and faced me. Then he pulled down his gym
shorts and stepped out of them. I looked down at his crotch and saw
it was damp and his cock was shrivelled and lying over to the side
over his balls. His long wet pubic hair was matted against
it.

“Hope you’re not too tired,” I said.

“I'm whacked,” he replied wearily. “But I've got a feeling that
doesn't matter.”

“You're right,” I answered moving toward him.

I grabbed
the bottom of his shirt and started to pull it over his head,
partly.

He pulled
his arms down through the short sleeves, but the neck of the shirt
never got over his head. I flipped the shirt back over his face,
with its neck still around his.

“What is this Klan night?” he said sarcastically. I could see
his stomach muscles tighten in a short laugh.

“You got it Grand Dragon,” I said, trying to temper my
chuckling with a stern tone.

I grabbed
his wrists and pushed his hands behind his head.

Then I
paused for a moment and let the new found feeling of sexual
domination ripple down my spine until it twitched my cock. It was a
welcome friend, first met when I had mustered the courage to fuck
him. I liked the opportunity to get to know it better.

He knew I
was going to be in charge this time, and I heard a brief sigh leave
his lips from behind the cloth that covered his face. He
voluntarily spread his legs further apart, and locked his fingers
behind his head.

I just
stared for a moment and felt my mouth get wet as I looked at him. I
could feel the back of my eyes get hot as they searched his body
like blue lasers in the dark.

I stepped
forward and grabbed his left shoulder with my left hand. At the
same time, my right hand gripped his huge left bicep. A quick smile
crossed my mind when I realised that I barely had time to curl my
lips back before my mouth descended into the thick wet hair of his
armpit. I licked this sweaty forest like a kid with an ice cream
cone. Then forced my face even deeper, inhaling, and rubbing my
nose back and forth.

Loving
the feeling and smell. Loving the taste of his running sweat.
Loving it, taking it, without hesitation or shame.

I
switched to his right side when I was done. Then I raked his chest
and nipples with the same blunt ravenous appetite. Long slow greedy
licks. The flavour of sex settling deep into the taste nerves at
the back of my tongue.

When I
was done, I pulled the shirt off his head. I could see the new
sweat beading on his forehead, and he looked at me with a welcome,
weak grin.

I pushed
him towards the bed; he stumbled briefly before collapsing on his
stomach in the middle of the big mattress.

While I
was taking the rest of my clothes off, I saw him reach up and wrap
each of his hands around the spindles of the bed’s headboard and
spread his legs.

I loved
that he did it voluntarily, without a word from me.

When I
got up over him, I reached down and spread the cheeks of his arse.
My first impulse was to drive my tongue into that wet hairy crack,
but I stopped and just looked down at it. I moved my tongue back
and to the bottom of my mouth and let the spit gather.

When I
leaned forward and stuck out my tongue it was a funnel. The saliva
poured down and coated his crack, and I watched it stream down in
slow motion. Surrounding that dark hole like a wagon train waiting
for the Indians.

Then it
was my fingers for a few moments, then my cock.

Slowly at
first, then a strong push. He grunted and whimpered, his head in
the pillows and his hands clenching the headboard.

I took
him gently at first, leaning forward to lick his back and bite his
sweaty shoulders. Then faster, leaning back on my knees with both
hands holding his cheeks apart so I could see the delicious damp
sight of my cock going up his hole.

I came
with a loud yell, and shivered as the cum left my body and entered
him. He responded by bucking his hips up to meet me, holding them
up in brief rhythm while I pumped down and shot my sperm deep into
his arse.

When I
was done with him, I just lay on top of him exhausted.

After
accommodating my slow descent for five minutes he began to stir. It
started as a slow motion that caught my attention because it
started to push my cock out of him. I pushed forward to keep it in,
and he rose slightly off the bed.

Then he
began to move more quickly as he fucked the bed. I joined his
movement and rode him carefully, my hands squeezing his shoulders
as he shoved his crotch into the sheets.

When he
came, it was with a loud sustained groan. I thought about reaching
around and feeling the hot cum spurt from his cock, but instead I
cupped my hands on his sweaty pecs and let him finish.

Then I
pulled out slowly and left him there to sleep.

Sex had
settled into our daily routine. He would suck me off each morning,
sometimes coming on me as I lay half asleep, sometimes squeezing my
mouth open and coming in it.

I never
really woke up when he did this. I just lay in that luxuriant state
of half sleep and let him use me.

Then in
the early evening we would be sucking and licking each other in the
living room or kitchen. Often we would do it again upstairs before
going to sleep.

It was
constant, different each time, and I couldn't get enough. We were
acting out every random fantasy that crossed our minds. Most often
with barely a word or two spoken. One of us would initiate the
action, and the other would immediately respond, knowing their
role.

It was as
if all our previous competitiveness around sports trivia, sports,
arm wrestling, and everything else we competed about had collapsed
into a dense critical mass. A black hole, a single
focus.

The
competition now seemed to be to prove to each other that anything
was fine. The loser would be the first one to balk. To hesitate, or
question, or say no. But I sensed that this competition also was
being acted out within each of us.

We would
often kid each other briefly after sex, or the next day, about what
we had just done. Kidding, teasing, even veiled compliments at the
new act, the new position, the new stretch in our respective
ability to act more passive or more aggressive than the
other.

But I
also began to realise that he had a much deeper well of fantasy and
experience to draw on than me. This turned me on at first, but I
became aware that I was not as creative as him. I was especially
not able to match him at the creative tension we would each try to
achieve when one of us had chosen to be the dominant one in our
encounters.

This,
plus the fact that while he had used my arse with his fingers and
tongue a number of times, he had never really tried to fuck
me.

 



Chapter
7

 


I got a
chill up my back. I could feel my goose bumps.

“Okay if I touch it?” he said from just behind my right
ear.

I
couldn't talk. I just nodded a little. I was as nervous as a
grasshopper.

His
fingertips touched the top of my shoulder and traced lines down my
back towards my middle. And I shivered like a horse tormented by
flies.

“Flawless,” he said.

I could
smell his shaving lotion, spicy and tangy.

He was
tilting my head about, his face only inches from mine.

“You smell good,” he said in a hoarse
almost-whisper.

“Good enough to eat?” I smart-mouthed back.

“Good enough to get in really deep trouble if you aren't
careful,” he said with a grunting little laugh, pulling back. “I'd
hate to see you get hurt.”

The ice
was jangling, I'm sure. I was trembling.

Was he
going to fuck me or wasn't he?

I wanted
to see what it would be like. But I couldn't just say that, could
I?

Putting
the glass down on the table next to the fridge, “You won't hurt
me.” I didn't dare look at him when I said that.

“No. Never,” he said.

He was
behind me again.

“Will you?” I asked quietly, as I poured tea into each
glass.

“What?”

“Show me a little serious trouble?” I asked, topping off his
glass, putting the stopper over the air inlet of the tea
jar.

“Sure?” he asked.

He knew
what I wanted.

He was
behind me, a little to my right.

“Yes,” I said without a moment's thought.

I put the
teapot down on the counter, making no move to put it back in the
fridge.

“Now?” I could feel his breath on the back of my shoulder, just
slightly. I teetered, hoping to brush against him.

I had to
force myself to breathe so I could respond.

“Yes.”

His
fingertips touched me again, reaching around in front this time,
lightly tracing the muscles, tense for some reason, moving up to my
pecs, to my shoulders. I turned my head around, twisting my body in
his arms, and our mouths were only a centimetre apart.

“Sure?” he whispered softly one more time, his sea-green eyes
drawing me closer. His hands were on my back, strong yet firm,
holding me steady, not pulling me towards him, but keeping me right
where I was, gently massaging my skin. I didn't know what to do
with my hands, so I put them on his hips, my thumbs resting on the
belt.

“I.” I stammered. “I want . . .”

“This?” he said in the barest of whispers as his lips closed
the gap and landed square on mine.

They were
soft, moist, slightly open, and before I knew what was happening,
his tongue had slipped through my lips and was exploring my mouth.
My tongue caressed his, exploring, just like my hands were all over
his body, trying to get under the shirt, touch his skin, feel the
heat of him. I managed to get my right hand under his shirttail,
exploring the ropy muscles I'd watched ripple under his bronze
parchment skin for as long as I could remember, wanting mine to
look just like his.

His hands
were on my back, holding me to him, not crushing, but immensely
strong, reassuring.

The kiss
finally broke as we came up for air, chests heaving, pants
straining as our things tried desperately to touch the
other.

“Yeah,” I said. “That. More. Now.”

I got
what I wanted, at least for a minute or two. His shirt came off
somehow, and I felt his skin against me, warm, electric, rubbing my
suddenly tender nipples into an electric frenzy, as my hands went
up his spine, over his shoulders a little, around his neck. Our
teeth cracked together at one point, and he pulled away, kissing my
face, my eyelids, and my nose.

I was
breathing so hard, I couldn't think, and my heart was thumping in
my ears.

My shorts
fell to the floor as soon as he undid the button, and his fell a
second later, his keys jingling as they hit the floor, right next
to my bed.

He wasn't
wearing any underwear, and I felt his cock snap up against my
thigh. He pulled his hips back a little to let it arc upwards, and
pulled me back into him, his cock now against my briefs, touching
my skin up to my belly button.

It felt
huge, hard, and slippery.

I started
to say something, but he stopped me with another kiss, at once hard
and tender, his lips so soft, and his tongue so insistent. I held
him to me, and his hands went to the sides of my briefs, pushing
the elastic down, freeing my cock, which snapped up between his
legs, stopped in his yoke.

We stood
there, for I don't know how long, our mouths making urgent love, my
briefs frozen above my knees, his hands all over my back, down to
my bottom, massaging, and smoothing, exploring, loving, sending
waves of shivers through me.

We
started to lean, then fall to my bed, the covers still open where
I'd left them when I got up, the cool sheet against my back as he
somehow supported me in the fall, gently lowering me, his cock no
longer touching me, mine now wedged against his stomach.

He
whispered into my face, his breath heavy on my lips as I opened my
eyes again to look at him, his beauty, the bronzy aquiline nose,
the long dark eyelashes, the flashing green irises. I didn't know
what to say. I couldn't speak anyway.

“I want to make you feel better than anyone on earth,” he
whispered in my ear, his legs between mine, his elbow supporting
most of his weight. “I want you to be mine.”

I wanted
to be his, too, wanted him to love me, take me with him wherever he
was going, hold me like this until we grew old, and turned to
dust.

I felt
his thick cock between my legs, under my balls, and suddenly knew
he was going to put it in me down there, fill me with it, put his
cum into me, deep into me.

I briefly
thought of the hurt, then wanted him there, wanted him inside me.
My cock throbbed, and I suddenly felt the pang of my insides
contracting, ready to spit out my cum.

“Ahhh . . . !” I moaned. “I'm coming . . . !”

He
plunged down, and took my cock in his mouth before I knew what was
happening, just in time to catch the first spasm, his mouth doing
something to it that made my coming more intense than I'd ever felt
before, even using warm soap and water or warm cooking oil, up to
then the best ever.

I
hollered out my release, the feeling so good it almost hurt, his
mouth continuing to pull the spasm from me.

It was
minutes later, but way too soon over, but he made it up to me,
covering my mouth with another of those kisses that raised my blood
pressure instantly, my legs somehow around his waist, lifting my
bottom towards him, almost inviting him inside.

“Not yet,” he said. “Soon, but not yet.”

I
trembled with the urgency of my need to make him come inside, make
me part of him, show me what it felt to be loved, and said
something like, “Now, Christos. Now.”

He pulled
away from me, pushed my legs down, and was suddenly beside me, not
on top of me, his cock sticking over my hip bone, pushing under my
still-hard erection.

His kiss
was back, and his tongue made love to mine, first inside my mouth,
then inside his. His teeth felt smooth as oiled glass, the roof of
his mouth ridged but smooth in the back. He was moaning with his
need. I reached down with my left hand and felt him.

It felt
huge, bigger than mine, soft, with skin loose even when he was
hard, easily moving back and forth as I moved my hand.

He broke
the kiss for a second and looked up over my head, then resumed in
the space of a hummingbird's wing beat. His arm reached over me,
and I knew it was for the hand cream I kept on the headboard,
supposedly for my dry hands, but more to aid my solitary sexual
pursuits.

I knew he
was going to do it, and felt, good, I guess, glad he still wanted
to show me, take me.

He never
broke the kiss, even as he turned me a little on my side, my right
arm underneath his shoulder, as he popped the top of the lotion and
squirted some, a lot, of the cool liquid on my belly, in a pool in
the hollow under my button. He put the plastic bottle back on the
top of the headboard, and moved his hand to the pool of lotion,
spreading some of it on my still-hard cock, and then moving his
hand under me, spreading it in the crack of my legs, under my nuts,
around my hole, but not in it.

His hand
went back for more lotion, and he pulled his hips back a little,
his cock slipping out of my hands. I knew he was smearing it with
lotion, getting it ready to move inside me, taking his time with
me, loving me.

He rolled
my bottom half a little further, so my cheeks were almost like I
was laying on my side, but my back still flat on the bed, his left
arm under my shoulders. I felt his thing move between my legs,
warm, slippery, hard like bone.

I broke
from his lips, and said something dumb, like, “Take me!” or some
shit.

He just
kissed my cheek, even as his legs wrapped around my left leg, and
he rolled me a little back towards him, his thing now sticking up
between my legs, my bottom almost resting on his lower
belly.

“I love you,” he said in a whisper.

He began
gently rocking, his erect bone moving under my balls, the shaft
moving across my hole.

“This has to be special. Slow and special. Just for
you.”

I
whispered back. How foolish I was. I didn't know what was love, not
really. I was in heat, in lust, in thrall, in ecstasy, and I wanted
his cum inside me, wanted to feel his thing deep inside me as he
spurted like a fire-hose, drowning my need of him, if only for a
while.

He moved
his hand to my chest, touching my left nipple, making a circular
motion over it. His left hand was on my left nipple, his fingertips
gently tweaking. He flexed his arm muscle and thus raised my head
more to his lips, and my right hand moved up and down his back,
over his spectacular backside, over the globes of his cheeks, up to
his hipbone, jutting away from his taut body. Chills went through
me, the stimulation too much, yet not enough.

His hand
with lotion went to my cock, and he grasped it lightly, just at the
top, my foreskin in the middle of his palm only. I thrust upwards a
little, more to feel his hand on it, and I felt his cock move down
and under me, the head now under my balls, almost at the
hole.

I
wriggled a little, trying to get it in the right place, but he
pulled back a little, teasing. I moaned into his mouth my
frustration, but he just took my moan and swallowed it, and
returned a little moan of his own, his tongue now deep in my mouth,
almost to my throat.

We rocked
like that for an eternity, a millisecond as my still-hard cock
moved in and out of his hand, still only lightly, just enough to
make me ever more horny, want him to apply a little more pressure
with his hand, speed up a little, make me come again. I knew I
could, felt the shivers in my insides that said I was not that far
from coming again. If only he would increase the pressure a
little.

I felt it
right at my hole; pushing lightly then pulling back, in rhythm with
me, the pressure always just enough to make me tingle, make me want
it inside me, but never enough to really push into me. I tried to
push back, but he retreated every time, making me whimper in
frustration.

I
eventually stopped trying to get him inside, and just let him
tickle me, relaxing as the feeling in my cock started to build
up.

Opening
up to the pressure, I felt the head of his cock pass into me. It
didn't hurt at all, just a twinge, a tiny twinge.

“Don't clamp down,” he said. “Just relax, let it come in,
really slow. Don't push, either.”

I trusted
him, loved him, knew he wouldn't tell me wrong, and let my hole
down there stay loose, but not trying to force it out.

We kept
rocking like that, my cock moving more and more in his hand, until
almost the whole thing was going through it, but he wouldn't
increase the pressure, wouldn't bring me off, no matter that I was
getting intensely close to the edge. His hand was like smooth
feathers, like running water.

I felt
full inside, a little uncomfortable at first, but it didn't hurt,
just another twinge.

Suddenly,
I felt something ripple against the inside, the underside of my
cock, but inside me, where I never felt it before, and it happened
again and again, building the pressure and I lost it again, my cock
exploding in his hand, the white liquid spurting up to my chest, my
moan deep inside his mouth, his hand softly coaxing more of my cum
from me, more by vibration than by massage. I broke away from the
kiss, trying to catch my breath.

“Oh, God!” I whispered into his neck.

“Good?” he whispered, his lips tracing from the top of my head,
over my forehead, down my nose.

“I never felt like that before,” I whispered.

“You almost made me come,” he said on the tip of my nose. “Your
insides grabbed me like a fist.”

“Can't you come like this?” I asked back, still on cloud
ninety.

“It won't take long,” he said. “I can't hold back too much
longer.”

“Come inside me, Christos,” I said. “I want to feel you come
inside me.”

“I'm not all the way inside yet,” he said. “Stay
relaxed.”

I did,
and he kept slowly rocking, his hand now gripping my cock more
firmly, the strokes getting longer and longer. His mouth went over
mine again, and I pulled at his right shoulder with my left hand,
urging him deeper into me. He was really stretching me now, as the
thick part of his cock gradually forced open a path, and I felt a
twinge each time he moved deeper inside me, always with that
tingling feeling inside under my dick, but twice, once on the
inward once on the outward strokes.

“I'm in,” he said again, and I felt his abdomen tight up
against the inside of my right cheek, his legs grasping my left leg
in a vice, my right leg hooked over his right thigh. I felt with my
left hand, and his balls were tight up against the inside of my
left leg, big as golf balls, maybe bigger, soft, his sac full,
ready to burst into the opening made by his cock.

“Play with them,” he said. “Roll them around. Let me get ready
to fill you.”

I started
to speak, but he sealed my lips again with his, and started moving
a little faster, not taking it all the way out, only maybe halfway,
his balls stretching with each thrust.

I felt
his cock, underneath, as it moved in and out of me, amazed that
anything so big could fit in there. I was so proud, so happy he was
about to come inside me. He gripped my cock more and more tightly
as his thrusts increased in speed and length, and his hand moved up
and down in perfect rhythm, sending waves of pleasure through me,
just as the movement inside me was sending the tingling feeling
right to my toes.

I was
sweating, just as he was, and our whole bodies, everything, seemed
to slide together in time with his thrusts, my bed thumping up
against the wall every time he hit bottom, sending more waves back
into us.

“I'm going,” he half whispered. “Here it comes!” He took a deep
stroke out, and then plunged back into me. “I love you!” he cried,
just as he put his mouth over mine again, and I felt the huge head
of his thing surge past the tingly spot and I squeezed down to hold
him inside me.

From
nowhere, from everywhere, I got the feeling all over again, so hard
it almost hurt. I could feel my muscles or whatever they are bear
down on his cock, and with my fingertips, felt the contraction of
the muscles behind his balls as he fired into me, just as he got to
the end of his plunge and stopped. I felt him pump into me again
and again, even as my orgasm evaporated, probably too intense after
too short a pause to last for long.

He stayed
like that for as long as he was coming, moving back and forth no
more than an inch or two, timing it so that the spurts were always
at the deepest part of the movement, moaning inside my mouth, then
gasping for breath as the coming took the last of his strength,
wrapped it up in his sperm, and sent it into me.

 



Chapter
8

 


We had
some minor improvements that needed to be done before mum got back.
Ariston, Christos’ brother, offered to come and do some of the work
for us so I wouldn't have to take time off from college to do it.
Christos was too busy at work to help much.

Ariston
was amazing. He did a lot of work that I would not have done within
a year. I felt guilty because I wasn't able to take time off to
help. He just told me that he was happy to help out and it kept him
busy. Ariston finished all of the small projects on the house and
he asked what else we wanted done.

The first
project was a deck on the back of the house. I knew he couldn't do
all of the work by himself, so we planned to start construction on
a Saturday so I could help.

We spent
the first day of construction putting in the footings for the deck.
It got pretty warm that day and soon we both had stripped off our
shirts. I know I had seen Ariston without a shirt before, but this
was the first time I really noticed his great build. He had a
well-defined chest from years of construction work. He also had a
nice chest full of hair. I always admired guys with hairy chests
since mine is completely hairless.

We got
the footings all poured and decided to take a lunch break while the
cement set. I made us some sandwiches and grabbed a couple of
beers.

Because
of the heat, we had already downed a couple of beers each
already.

After
lunch we decided to start cutting the boards needed to finish the
deck. The footings wouldn't be ready to continue until the next day
or so, but this way Ariston would have all the materials ready to
assemble later.

By the
time we had all the boards cut and organised we had finished off a
few more beers. Most of the beer was sweating right back out of me,
but I was starting to feel a slight buzz. We decided that was
enough work for one day and called it quits.

We went
into the house and took showers to freshen up.

It was
too hot to get dressed so I just put on a pair of shorts and headed
to the living room. Ariston was already there and was only wearing
a pair of boxers.

“Too hot for you too I see.”

I smiled
and said, “Yes and there is no reason to get dressed
now.”

Ariston
handed me another beer. It’s a good thing my wife isn't here. She
hates it when I have more than one or two beers in a day. It felt
good to be just the guys.

Ariston
noticed that I was rubbing my shoulder.

“What's wrong, can't handle hard labour?”

“I'll admit I'm not used to it, but I think I pulled a muscle
lifting some of those boards.”

“Well I know the perfect remedy for that. Come over here and
sit in front of me.”

I walked
over and sat on the floor between his legs. I could feel the heat
from his furry legs as they brushed up against my arms. He grabbed
my shoulders and started to work the muscles. He had very strong
hands and the muscles started loosening up under his
manipulations.

“This is no good.”

“What do you mean? It feels great.”

“I mean, I can only work the top of your shoulders in this
position. Lie down on the floor,” he instructed.

I didn't
hesitate. I moved to an open area of the living room and lay face
down. Ariston moved over and straddled my lower back. His legs were
now touching my sides. He started working my shoulders
again.

“That's better, now I can get your back and arms
too.”

I let out
a low moan as his hands found my tender muscles.

“Wow, you are really tight. I hope you didn't hurt yourself.
When I'm done we should put some pain relief gel on
this.”

I barely
heard a word he said. I was drifting off under his skilled
hands.

After a
few minutes Ariston sat back so that he was sitting on my lower
back. I could feel his balls pressing into my back.

“I'm not too heavy am I?” he asked.

“No, you're fine.”

However,
his weight was pushing my privates into the floor. The combination
of his hands on my flesh, the heat of his body toughing mine and
the pressure was causing other muscles to react. I could feel my
cock starting to harden, stretching down the leg of my shorts. I
tried to think about other stuff to get my mind off my cock. But it
wasn't working.

"It’s
been a long time since I gave another guy a massage. I forgot how
much I enjoy doing it.”

The idea
of this very macho guy giving massages to other guys was something
that I could not picture. As he moved down my back he repositioned
himself so he was now sitting on my bottom. I could feel his balls
pressing against my crack, and something else.

Was he
hard? No, not Ariston.

He worked
my lower back for a while and then moved lower. He moved again so
that now he was kneeling between my legs. I was glad to have his
weight off me, maybe now my cock would go down. Then suddenly his
hands were on my bottom, massaging my cheeks.

“Why don't we lose these shorts?” he said.

Before I
could respond he grabbed the waistband and started to pull them
down. I rose up quickly so that they would come off easier. My cock
sprang up so that it was now pressed up against my belly. I was
glad because now he wouldn't see it sticking down between my
legs.

Once he
had my shorts off he went back to work on my bottom. Kneading the
muscles.

Then his
hands worked way down my left leg. He worked my entire leg and then
my foot. I had never had a foot massage before and could not
believe how good it felt.

After a
few minutes he switched to the other leg. If it wasn't for my hard
cock throbbing under me and rubbing against the rough carpet, I
would have drifted off to sleep. His massaging and the beer had me
very relaxed.

“Right, turn over.”

He said,
slapping me on the butt.

“What, it's fine. My back was more than enough.”

“Nonsense, my massage isn't complete until I do the front too.
Or are you nervous about me seeing your dick?”

“No, it’s not that.”

“Oh I see.” he said. I could hear the understanding in his
voice. “Don't worry. That happens to me every time I get a massage
too. In fact it happens when I give one,” he said with a little
chuckle.

“What?” I said lifting up and looking back at him. I could see
his hard cock sticking out of the front of his boxers. I had never
seen his cock before. It was huge and it was definitely
hard.

“So, are you going to turn over so I can finish?”

I decided
that I didn't have anything to hide now, so I flipped over on my
back. The cool air felt good on my hot cock.

“Well, I see why you were shy.” he said looking at my cock. I
have always been proud of my cock, but it didn't compare to the
piece of meat sticking out of his boxers.

“Yes, well it’s not much compared to that thing.” I said
pointing at his cock.

He
flushed.

“Well, since you are in your birthday suit, do you mind if I
get a little more comfortable?”

“Whatever, I said.

He
chuckled.

He pulled
off his boxers and tossed them aside. I lay back and closed my
eyes. Ariston straddled my abdomen. The tip of my cock was brushing
up against his crack. My mind was in torment. This isn't supposed
to be happening. This is another guy, and on top of that, it's my
stepfather’s brother.

It didn't
seem to bother him. His hands went to work on my chest. He worked
my chest and arms before moving to my abdomen. He moved so that he
was kneeling between my legs again. I was relieved that my cock
wasn't brushing up against him anymore. He worked on my abdomen and
then moved down my left leg. He worked my left thigh for a while
and then switched to my right one. His hands brushed against my
balls several times. I felt my cock leap every time he made
contact.

As good
as this massage felt, I would be glad when it was over. Suddenly
his hand was on my cock.

“One muscle left.” he said.

My eyes
flew open as he started to stroke my cock.

“What?” I said.

But my
body was in control. His strong hand was gently stroking my
cock.

“I don't think.... “

I didn't
even get a chance to finish my protest. He bent over and took my
cock in his mouth.

“Oh my God!” was all that came out.

My head
dropped back down to the floor as he took the entire length of my
cock down his throat. He really knew what he was doing. My
girlfriend didn't like to suck cock and when she did it was less
than satisfying. Ariston on the other hand obviously knew what he
was doing.

I tried
to fight off the orgasm that was coming on quickly, but it was no
use.

“Oh God Ariston, I'm going to shoot.”

I
practically yelled it. I couldn't believe how good it felt. My cock
was extra sensitive after rubbing against the carpeting for so
long. I expected him to pull off, but he started sucking even
harder. I reached down and grabbed his head as my cock erupted in
his mouth. He never missed a drop. He let out a little moan as he
swallowed each blast of cum that flowed out of my cock.

When he
had finally sucked the last drop of cum out of my cock, I let go of
his head and collapsed on the floor. He kept sucking for a couple
of minutes, milking any last minute drops of cum.

“There, now your massage is complete. Now it's your
turn.”

“Pardon me?"

My eyes
flew open and stared at him.

“Yes, it’s your turn to give me a massage now. It’s only
fair.”

“Oh, alright. It probably won't be nearly as good as the
massage you gave me, but I'll try.”

Ariston
rolled over onto his stomach and I straddled him with my now limp
cock rested on his lower back. I did my best to copy the massage
that he had just given me. I worked his shoulders. I marvelled at
the hard muscles beneath my hands. I worked my way down his back,
buttocks and legs.

Soon it
was time to do his front. He flipped over and his huge cock sprang
up. I wasn't sure if I could do what he had done to me. I straddled
his stomach. His cock was pressing against my balls. My cock went
instantly hard. I had to get off his cock so I only worked his
chest for a few minutes and then moved down to his abs. I had to
move in order to do this. I was now kneeling between his legs. His
cock was so big that my arms kept brushing against it while trying
to massage his stomach area.

Finally I
moved down the legs, first one leg and then the other. I knew what
was next and I figured I owed it to him. I reached out and took his
cock in my hand. Slowly, I started to stroke it.

“You don't have to, if you don't want to.” he said, looking
into my eyes.

I looked
down at his cock, feeling it throb in my hand. I realised that I
did want to do it. Without answering him, I bent down and took his
cock in my mouth. I tried to take it all down my throat but only
got about half way down before I gagged.

“Take it slowly,” he encouraged.

“Work your way down a little at a time.”

And
that's exactly what I did. I worked on what I could handle and once
I was used to that, I would take a little more down my throat. I
was surprised that before long I was taking the full length down my
throat.

“Yeah, that's it. It feels great.”

I grabbed
his big balls in my hand and started to roll them around, squeezing
gently. He moaned. God, if my stepfather walked in right now. Here
I am giving his brother a blow job in the middle of our living room
floor, and loving every second of it. I started to work his cock
faster now, moving up and down the length of the shaft.

“Oh, you're making me come. I hope you're ready for this
one.”

I wasn't
ready for the flood that followed. His orgasm was so intense he
almost bucked me off. I held on tight but I wasn't able to swallow
all the cum that flowed into my mouth. There was just too much to
swallow. I gulped as fast as I could, but some still leaked out of
the corner of my mouth.

After the
tidal wave subsided, I pulled off and licked the cum that had
leaked out from the base of his cock. A month ago I never thought I
would ever taste another man's cum and here I was devouring it like
it was the last food on earth.

When I
had him cleaned off, I sat back on my heels. I had forgotten about
my own hard on. My cock was aching for release again.

Ariston
opened his eyes and looked down at me. He saw my hard cock and
said, “You're ready for more?”

“It looks that way.” I admitted to him.

“Well, we'll have to see what we can do about that.

But,
let's get off this hard floor,” he said as he got to his feet and
held out his hand to me.

I took it
and he pulled me to my feet. We were standing face-to-face. I was
looking deep into his eyes and without any thought; I bent my head
forward and kissed him on the mouth. He kissed me back shoving his
tongue into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him
tight, our mouths tightly locked together. Our hands were gently
caressing each other’s backsides.

He
finally broke the kiss, took my hand again and led me to his
bedroom.

He pushed
me down onto the bed and climbed between my legs. He took my cock
in his mouth again. I just closed my eyes and moaned.

After he
had my cock nice and wet, he climbed on top of me. He positioned
his butt over my cock and pressed down. I stared in disbelief. I
was about to fuck him. His ring of muscle held for a minute and
then the head of my cock popped through. He stopped for a minute to
get used to the feeling and then started to slowly lower himself
onto my cock.

Soon he
had the entire length buried in his arse. He then started to raise
and lower himself on my cock. I reached down and took his cock in
my hand and started to stroke it, the whole time watching my cock
slide in and out of his hole.

After a
few minutes, I let go of his cock. I wrapped my arms under his legs
and rolled him over onto his back. I managed to keep my cock buried
inside him the entire time. Now I was on top of him. I let go of
his legs and he wrapped them around me, pulling my cock even deeper
into himself. I leaned forward and kissed him again, my tongue
exploring his mouth. I started to fuck his arse harder
now.

“Yeah that's it. Fuck me,” he encouraged.

I
couldn't get enough of his arse. I pounded away like I had been
doing this my whole life. He reached up and started to pinch my
nipples. This sent shock waves through my body. He also started to
squeeze his arse muscles, clamping down on my pistoning
cock.

“Oh, you are incredible. You are going to make me come
again.”

“That's the idea!”

I lost
control. I drove my cock deep into his arse as I started to come.
My whole body shook from the intensity of the orgasm. I collapsed
onto him as my cock shot my load of cum deep into him.

When I
had finally stopped shooting and shaking, he took my head in his
hands and pulled my mouth to his. We kissed deeply.

Finally
he broke off the kiss.

“Now it’s my turn.” he said with a smile.

“But I've only done it once before.”

“Don't worry, I'll go slowly.”

He pushed
me off him and over onto my back.

He
started to kiss me deeply again. I was melting under his hot mouth
and tongue. I was willing to let him do whatever he wanted to me.
He broke the kiss and started kissing his way down my chest. He
stopped at my nipples, nibbling and sucking on one then the other.
He then kissed his way down my abdomen to my cock and sucked it
into his mouth, cleaning off the load that I had shot into him. He
then moved to my balls sucking one into his mouth.

“Oh God, don't stop.”

He let
that ball pop out of his mouth, and then took the other into his
mouth as I started to squirm under him. He finally let go of my
balls and started to lick his way down between my legs. He pushed
my legs up to my chest and licked my crack. His tongue found my
hole and electricity shot up my spine. He worked his tongue into my
hole. The feeling was incredible. I squirmed even more as he sucked
and licked my arse. He kept this up for a few minutes and then I
felt his tongue being replaced by a finger.

He slowly
worked it finger into me.

By now my
hole was pretty relaxed so his finger went in fairly easily as he
worked it in and out. His mouth found my cock again, which was now
rock hard again. He sucked it deep while he worked a second finger
into my hole. Now I had two fingers sliding in and out. He kept up
the dual stimulation for a several seconds before pulling them out
of my hole. He stopped sucking and crawled up and lay next to
me.

“Get my dick good and wet,” he ordered.

I crawled
down between his legs and took his cock in my mouth. My arse felt
empty now. I wanted his fingers in there again; although I knew I
was going to get something much bigger this time. I kept sucking
his cock until it was glistening with my spit.

“That's enough. Now do what I did. Straddle my
cock.”

I did as
he said. I moved so that I was situated above his hard cock. I
didn't know how I was going to get the huge tool in my
ass.

“You are in control. Just lower yourself slowly. Don't force
it.” His voice was very soft and soothing.

I lowered
myself until I felt the head of his cock pressing against my hole.
I started to sink down, but I couldn't get the head to enter my
hole. My hole refused to give to this intrusion.

Suddenly
Ariston pulled my feet out from under me. My full weight dropped
down onto his cock. I was impaled on his cock. The pain was
incredible.

“God that hurts.”

I
couldn't move. Ariston was still holding my legs so I was forced to
sit there with his full cock in my arse.

“Let yourself relax. Take deep breaths. You'll get used to it
soon enough.”

He
dropped my legs and sat up. He pulled me forward to meet his mouth.
We kissed deeply, our tongues searching each other’s mouths. My
arse was on fire, but it was starting to subside. I focused on the
kissing and soon realised that it no longer hurt. He broke the kiss
and fell back onto the bed.

"Are you
alright?” he asked.

I smiled
at him and said, “Yes.”

“Now, just start moving up and down, like I did.”

I got my
legs underneath me again. I started to lift up. I could feel his
cock moving out of me. I pulled up until I felt the head pulling
against my sphincter, and then lowered myself slowly again. I
closed my eyes and enjoyed this new sensation. I started to move up
and down faster now. This was a very awkward position for me and I
almost fell over twice.

“Okay, Sammy, pull off now.”

I didn't
want to but I did as he said. I pulled off his cock.

“Lie down on your back.”

I lay
down next to him as he moved between my legs and pulled my legs up.
He hooked an ankle on each shoulder and I watched as he guided his
cock back into my hole. This time he went in easily. It felt good
to have him back inside me. Now, he was in control.

He
started to fuck my arse hard as I let my legs fall off his
shoulders. I quickly wrapped them around him, pulling him deeper
into me. Kissing me again while he fucked me harder. His chest
hairs were tickling my chest and my throbbing cock was getting
smashed between us. Every time he drove into me he would press my
cock against my stomach. He moved his mouth to my neck and started
to lick and suck as his breathing became very heavy.

“Oh yeah. Fuck me Ariston. It feels so good.”

Did I say
that? But it did feel good, no it felt great.

“You like that Sammy?”

“I love it.”

“Your arse is so hot. I'm getting close. Do you want me to cum
inside you?”

“Yes, fill me with your load.”

“Oh god, here it comes!”

He drove
his cock in even deeper. I could feel it expand even more as he
started to shoot red hot cum into my arse. The feeling sent me over
the top. I exploded between us, coating our stomachs with my own
load.

When
Ariston was finally spent, he collapsed on top of me, breathing
fast. I wrapped my arms around him and held him tight. Finally, he
rolled off me, pulling his cock from my arse with a soft popping
sound.

“That was hot.” Ariston said between breaths.

“It was fantastic.”

He rose
up on one arm and looked at me.

“I wish I had tried this sooner.”

“Good fun, huh?”

“I'd say. I never would have though a guy like you would go for
guy sex.”

“I'm bisexual Sammy. I've known that about myself since I was a
kid. My wife even knew it.”

“You're kidding. Did you sleep with guys while you were
married?”

“Sure, but never at home. Listen, we had better get cleaned up
and get some dinner ready before Christos gets back.”

“I'm not sure I can walk after that.”

We both
laughed. He pulled me off the bed and led me to the shower. We
showered together, lathering each other’s bodies.

We then
retired to the living room and ordered a pizza. We spent the night
talking about Ariston's bisexual life. He told me stories about sex
in the military, college friends, and even fellow constructions
workers.

By the
time we finished the pizza, we were both so horny from the stories
that we went back to bed and made love again. I slept with him that
night as Christos had rung up to say he was staying over in
Newcastle and would return the next day.

I was not
upset.

Ariston
and I spent more time in the bedroom than working on the deck. A
lot of my friends have started going to hair salons to get more
complicated hairstyles, but I still like going to the barbers in my
neighbourhood. Partly this is because I like my haircuts simple,
sort of chopped off short, partly because it costs a lot less, and
partly because of the hunky barber who's been giving me fantasy
material since I was young.

His name
is Sean, and he's in his late thirties, but he's really solid with
sexy hands, a square jaw and a rich, deep voice. I always get a
tingle when he runs his hands through my hair and says, “What will
it be today?”

Sean and
I often talk about what I'm up to at college.

He has an
assistant, Terry, who I've never met, but Sean is always telling me
he thinks we'd like each other. I gather from the way he talks that
sometimes Terry helps him out at the shop, but I've still never
managed to be there at the right time. Terry goes to a college in
the next town.

Today was
different, though, and I could sense something the minute I walked
through the door to the shop. I’d had football practice that
afternoon, so I'd had to come to the shop late; it looked like I
would be the last customer of the day.

There was
no one there but Sean, and a beautiful lad who I took to be his
assistant, Terry, sweeping up in the far corner. He looked to be
eighteen or nineteen, wore jeans and a T-shirt and had a surprising
mess of dark, shaggy hair. I could see his tiny nipples through his
T-shirt, and his baggy jeans hung off his slender hips in a way
that made me want to rip them off.

“What'll it be today?”

Sean
startled me from my fantasising, and I could feel the blood rush to
my face as I realised I'd been thinking about his assistant that
way. I wondered if he'd seen me look at him as I hopped up into the
chair.

Sean put
the nylon apron over me, and tucked it under the collar of my
soccer shirt, finally resting his hands on my shoulders.

“Same as usual,” I said.

Then,
after a brief pause, I asked, “Is that Terry?”

“Oh, that's right; you two have never met, have you? Hey Terry.
Come on over here and meet our good friend, Sammy.”

He leaned
his broom against the wall and walked across the floor to us. I
have no idea how his shorts stayed on!

“Hi.”

His smile
almost made me fall out of the chair, his lips were luscious and
his dimples killed me. I had this image of his smooth face covered
with my cum as I shook his warm hand.

“Can I be done yet?”

“Well, I guess so, but there's no place to go until I'm done
with Sammy here. You could read one of those magazines if you
want.”

Saying
this with a wink, as there was a stack of porn magazines on the
table for guys to check out while they waited.

Terry
happily chose a couple, and sat down in one of the chairs behind
me, but I could still see him in the mirror.

Sean went
to work on my hair, and I could see that Terry was very interested
in the material he was looking at. Very soon his hand was on his
crotch, I guess he didn't figure we could see him, since he was
behind us, stroking his growing erection through the
fabric.

I was
staring at him in the mirror, and then I looked up and saw Sean
watching me watch Terry. He smiled a little smile and kept working.
By now my cock was straining in the confines of my briefs, but the
thin fabric of my soccer shorts was not enough to hide it totally.
Even through the smock, it made a tent that was plainly visible to
Sean.

Suddenly
he dropped his scissors in my lap, and reached to get them, pausing
for a moment to brush my stiff dick through the nylon
smock.

I must
have moaned, because he was soon grabbing it tighter with his right
hand, reaching up to pinch my tender and very sensitive nipples
with his left. I couldn't believe this was happening. Ever since I
could come I'd been fantasising about Sean's hands all over me in
his barber chair. I wondered if Terry could see.

I looked
in the mirror to see Terry back there with his cock in his hand,
and his shirt off! He'd got busy awfully fast! The sight of his
pink hard cock, about six inches with soft brown hair around it, in
his hand was enough to drive me wild, and to make me lose some of
my inhibitions.

While
Sean continued to stroke my cock through the smock, I asked him if
he thought his horny assistant would like to join in.

Sean
whispered hotly in my ear, “I think he'd like that.”

I called
out hoarsely to Terry to come over.

He didn't
hesitate. He came right over and stood next to me, rubbing his cock
on my face, letting me lick it, while he rubbed his chest and
stomach. He was smiling at me and I could tell he wanted me to suck
it, but instead I grabbed the waistband of his underwear with my
teeth and pulled them back up over his dick. I started to lick and
suck through the fabric, while I pulled him closer to me, playing
with his delicious nipples and tugging at his young armpit hair.
That drove him wild.

At that
moment, Sean ripped the smock off of me.

“Take your shirt off,” he said.

I did as
I was told.

“Now get down there and suck him,” he told Terry, who was eager
to obey.

The lad
got down on his knees and buried his cute face in my nylon soccer
shorts, his tongue working the fabric until it was soaked with his
sweet spit. I could see him tugging on his cock with his other
hand.

Sean had
also removed his shirt to reveal a surprisingly smooth, hard
torso.

“Work my nipples, boy,” he said.

I bit
down on his left nipple, and twisted the right with my fingers.
With my other hand I was working his cock through his cotton
workpants, but I wanted to taste it, to lick the sweat from his
balls while his hot employee sucked me off through my shorts. I
wanted to taste that hot cum.

I
unbuttoned the barber's fly and let his pants fall to his knees.
His prick was standing straight up and the shiny head was peeking
out of the top of the waistband of his briefs. I put my tongue out
to taste the salty ooze at the end of his dick, all the while
enjoying the sensations of Terry's hot mouth working my cock
through my shorts.

I pulled
Sean's cock out; it was fucking huge, bigger than Christos. It had
to be nine inches and thick, with a big head that was slippery with
precum. I cupped his cum-filled balls in my hand while I continued
to slurp on the head, and then I sucked the whole rod down my
throat.

“That feels fucking hot. You like getting your cock worked on?
You want to cum on his face while I come down your
throat?”

“Yes,” I yelled.

My dick
was nearing its limit, I could tell I was about to shoot through my
shorts into his mouth. I wanted to taste Sean’s cum first, and I
didn't have long to wait. He started groaning and talking faster at
me:

“Fuck, boy! Your mouth feels so fucking hot. You're going to
get that mouth filled up by my sweet hot load. I'm going to shoot.
Get ready for my cum.

Sean then
shot a hot thick creamy load in my mouth, I could feel it hitting
the roof of my mouth and sliding down my throat. It tasted so
great, a little salty but it got me really hot.

He pulled
out and shot more of his sticky cum all over my smooth chest. That
sent me over, and I could tell I was going to come too.

Terry was
still liking and massaging my cock while kneeling on the floor. I
could see his lips and his hot tongue, moist with his spit, working
my cotton briefs, by now they were totally soaked. His hands were
rubbing my legs in my nylon soccer shorts, and Sean was roughly
rubbing his cum into the skin of my chest, playing with my hard
nipples and biting my ears.

“Terry, that feels so good. Fuck, guys, I'm going to
come.

I shot a
thick load into my shorts, which oozed through the white fabric for
he cute Terry to lick up. I felt like I just kept coming, spurt
after spurt of hot white jism, it must've tasted sweet because
Terry wouldn't stop his sucking. Fuck, that boy had a hot
mouth.

I must
have lost my senses for a moment while I was coming, because when I
opened my eyes again I saw Terry standing up and bending over me.
He began to lick Sean’s cum off of my chest, his wet tongue was so
soft and hot, I just moaned.

Sean
moved around behind him, meanwhile, and I knew he was going to fuck
him. I grabbed Terry's beautiful face and raised it to my lips so I
could kiss him while Sean slid his thick pole in his arse. Terry's
breathing got heavier and I could hear him whimper a little as his
tender hole was stuffed with cock. He pulled his face away from me
and looked me in the eyes; he had the biggest smile on his cute
face!

While
looking at me, Terry said, “Yeah, that feels good. That's right,
Sean, fuck me. I want to make you feel good, want you to make my
hole nice and tight for you. I love the way your cock feels in me.
I love getting fucked by you.”

I
couldn't believe it! This beautiful boy was getting fucked by Sean
right over me; I could feel his hard cock rubbing against my crotch
as Sean pumped his dick into him. His hands were reaching around to
pinch the lad's nipples.

Terry was
eager to continue licking me clean of jism, all three of us were
moaning and I was already hard again, starting to buck my hips back
up against the stiff cock above me.

The lad
began to moan in earnest, soon his breathing became too heavy for
him to continue licking cum off my chest.

He raised
his face again to look my in the eye and said, “Fuck me.” Then, in
a whisper, only to me, “I'm going to cum now.”

With
that, he stood up enough for me to see his cock erupt over mine,
covering my shorts and my stomach with sticky cum. The milky white
jism sprayed out of the end of his dick; the hot liquid felt so
good on my naked skin. His face was in ecstasy, and he kept his
eyes open and smiled all the way. This lad was so fucking hot; I
came again without anyone touching my prick. The cum just bubbled
out and through the already soaked fabric, and Terry just lowered
his cock and balls onto my crotch so our sweet juices could
mingle.

Sean was
still pumping the lad “Nice, hot hole.”

Terry's
eyes opened wide as he felt thick spurts of cum in his arse. He
gave me another kiss as Sean pulled his cock out. The three of us
stayed collapsed in the barber chair for a while, our arms wrapped
around each other, spent.

The next
time I go to get my haircut, I'll be sure to get the last
appointment of the day.

When I
got home the first words Christos spoke was, “Nice
haircut!”

“Thanks.”

Turning
around I lowered my damp shorts and presented my arse to
Christos.

“I need something,” I said,

Christos
was over like a shot, opening his trousers as he approached me.
Kneeling down he sent his tongue searching for my hole. After
licking it for a few minutes he decided I was primed
enough.

Standing
up he placed the head of his cock at my hole, pulling back his
foreskin as it slowly entered. Bending further over I offered him
complete access to my wanting hole.

He
pounded it relentlessly knowing I could take it. Hearing his breath
quicken as he gripped my hips I knew he was ready to come. He
suddenly stopped fucking, held his position as I felt him pump me
full of his cum.

Pulling
out slowly we traded positions and within seconds I was fucking him
over the sofa. Raming my hard cock deep inside him. I couldn’t
believe how quickly I was ready to come. I shot a blast of cum as I
continued to hump.

After we
had separated he said, “You should get your hair cut more
often.”

I simply
giggled.


Chapter
9

 


I went
home earlier than normal. A training session I had planned was
cancelled with short notice. There was a strange car parked in
front next to the Nissan belonging to Christos.

Quietly I
turned the lock and opened the door. No sound anywhere. On the
coffee table were two empty glasses of wine. I heard a movement
upstairs so I went off to investigate.

As I got
closer to the top of the stairs, I could hear Christos saying, “Oh
yeah, suck it. Suck that cock,” and then he groaned.

Damn, I
thought, he's got a woman in there.

The door
to his bedroom was slightly ajar.

I snuck a
quick glance in.

I saw
Christos naked on his back lying on his bed, legs spread. Someone
was naked kneeling between them, and giving him head.

“No,” I thought, and looked again, “It can't be
happening.”

But it
was. His back in front of me, but it was definitely Jason's head
bobbing up and down Christos’ shaft. I had met him once, a couple
of years ago at a work function that he had attended. Mum and I
gave him a lift to his home after the party. We had arranged to
pick Christos up as we knew he wouldn’t be able to drive home.
Jason lived on our way back.

Christos
was looking at the ceiling, his head thrashing back and forth with
his fingers in Jason's hair.

Except
for one eye at the corner of the door frame, I stayed hidden and
watched.

After a
moment, Jason pulled off Christos' shaft and began licking down his
cock and balls. He spent some time licking his balls, and then that
spot under them, where the root of the cock is. Jason licked, and
then nuzzled the spot hard. Christos obviously liked
that.

He was
squirming a lot and I could hear him shouting, “Oh yeah, Oh hell
yeah.”

Next
Jason pushed up Christos' legs way up so that his butt was pointing
high up. I couldn't believe it when Jason started licking in the
crack. But I couldn't turn away.

After
licking a few minutes, Jason stood up and holding his cock with one
hand, his other hand on his butt, he put the tip of his cock to
Christos' arsehole. I gasped, partly because it was obvious what he
was about to do to, but more because Jason had a hell of a cock, at
least an inch and a half longer than Christos's and
thicker.

Jason
looked as hard as a rock. My angle was just right; I could see the
head of his cock poised at the hole. I could also see when Jason
let a big glob of saliva drop from his mouth onto the spot where
his cock waited. He swabbed the saliva around with his cock head
and then he guided his cock on in.

He moved
in slowly. The muscles in his lean back were all standing out
clearly. His fleshy butt looked really hot as it tightened when he
pushed in. I could see Christos' body stiffen.

Jason
removed his hand from his own cock as it slid in, and moved onto
them onto Christos' cock and balls. Jason began to move in and out,
slowly at first. Christos began to relax and started to stroke his
own cock. Soon, he was moving to meet each of Jason's long, slow
thrusts.

I had no
idea watching someone fuck Christos could be so hot, and I was
painfully aware of my on hard cock's struggle to find room in my
crouched position. I reached into my shorts and moved my cock
without taking my eyes from Jason's back.

His back
muscles and his legs were working, but it was especially his butt
that held my gaze. It was beautiful in motion, clenching and
relaxing between thrusts. I always thought butts were cool, and I
like slapping butts in sports just as much as anybody. Now I wanted
one to rub my cock on. I wanted Jason's butt.


Christos's legs were still up high. Jason had a hand on each
of his calves, holding the legs up while he ploughed the hole.
Stroking his own cock faster, Christos was in his
element.

I could
hear both of them, shouting encouragements at each other, “Fuck me
with that big cock of yours.”

“You're loving it! I'm going to fuck your insides
out.”

“Damn your cock feels hot.”

“So does your butt. Good and tight.”

Then the
talking became moans and cries. Their pace quickened as Jason's
butt was becoming a blur. So was Christos' hand on his own
cock.

Suddenly
I saw spunk flying from his cock up and over his belly and chest.
He was crying out with delight. Jason quickly followed.

I saw his
whole body lock in an arch, his cock deep in as he threw his head
back and yelled out, “Oh Shit!” several times.

They
slowed and stopped.

I
desperately needed to disappear as I didn't want them to find
me.

Walking
around the streets I wondered how long I should give them before I
headed home.

“Hi,” I shouted as I pushed open the door.

They were
in the lounge sitting on the sofa, drinking more wine.

“Sammy this is Jason,” Christos said as I walked into the
room.

I shook
hands and sat down in the armchair.

“Jason called round to get some papers for tomorrow,” Christos
volunteered.

They
carried on talking business.

I was
sort of quiet, and Christos kept asking if everything was okay. I
told them I was fine, just tired.

I could
not get the image of the two of them out of my mind. Over and over
in my memory, Jason fucking Christos. I dreamt of Jason's butt,
rubbing my cock in his crack.

Jason
left shortly afterwards and I didn’t see him again for a few
days.

Coming
back early from college I instantly noticed his car parked out in
front.

I wanted
to check to see if anything was going on. I was just as careful as
before, but when I got to the open door, I pulled back quickly.
Jason was lying on his stomach at the foot of the bed, facing away
from me. He was playing a game on the television. He was in his
boxers. In my imagination, I took them off and admired his bottom
as he lay playing, moving his whole body at times as his pushed the
game buttons.

I was
sure he hadn't seen me, but it was risky. Too close to look again
yet. I thought about just going back downstairs anyway, but for
some reason I didn't want to give up. I was about to leave when
Christos came out of the ensuite bathroom out

He was
naked except for the towel he was using to dry himself. As he dried
his hair, standing to the side of Jason, enabling me to take
another look, his loose cock and balls were swinging. My cock
really began to stir.

Jason
never took his eyes from the game. As Christos finished drying his
hair, he watched the screen a moment, but then his eyes travelled
to Jason's body as he made jerks and jumps pushing the buttons.
Christos’ eyes lingered on Jason's butt.

Then he
dropped the towel and climbed naked onto the bed, kneeled astride
Jason, and sat down on his butt. His hands began working Jason's
shoulders while he paid some attention to the game, some to Jason.
I couldn't hear what they were saying, but assumed it was about the
game.

Then
Christos backed down him a little as he pulled the boxers down over
his butt. I could see Christos's now hard cock resting in the crack
as he massaged the arse cheeks.

I was
definitely hard now. I was squatting and my cock was well down my
thigh and almost out of my shorts.

Christos
continued to massage his butt. I was amazed that Jason just kept
playing his game. Even when Christos kneeled up, reached under to
pull the boxers down past his cock, and then pulled them completely
off, even then, Jason never paused the game.

Jason
did, however, spread his legs as Christos crawled on his knees up
between them. I had a great view now. I noticed Christos had a tube
of KY in his hands. He began spreading lube in Jason's crack, and
up onto his cheeks. He spread lube down from Jason's arse hole and
reached under to cup Jason's balls. He lifted his hips to give him
access, as Christos rubbed lube up onto Jason's cock and stroked
it.

Then
Christos lubed his own cock. Then he put more lube in Jason's hole
and pushed it in with his fingers. Supporting his weight on his
knees and one hand, he guided his cock head to Jason's butt with
his other hand. His balls were hanging loose.

As his
cock head reached its target, Christos simply pushed on in. Jason
paused the game a moment, until he was all the way in, and had lain
his body down on Jason's. He kissed the back of Jason's neck and
wrapped his arms under him as he began to move his cock in and out
of that beautiful butt.

I could
watch comfortably at the view between Christos’ open
legs.

Christos
had a great butt too. And the way he sort of crunched into Jason
each time, giving each thrust a little push and grind at the end
was mesmerizing. When he moved one of his hands under Jason down to
grab his cock, Jason finally paused the game.

I could
begin to hear some of their moans and grunts as Jason fucked into
Christos's hand as he fucked him. They timed it so every time
Christos thrust in, Jason thrust back. Christos was kissing and
licking his back as Jason was thrashing his head.

I could
hear him, loudly encouraging Christos, “Oh yeah, fuck that arse.
All the way in. Push it all the way up my arse. Let me feel your
balls slapping me.”

Christos
was obliging. And I could hear him saying, “You've got the sweetest
arse. So tight and hot inside but firm and cushy for my crotch. Oh,
yeah!”

Their
pace began to quicken. Jason's hands were now clutching hard at the
quilt. Christos was pounding in and out while pressing his chest
into the muscled back. Christos was kissing Jason's neck, chewing
on his shoulders.

Jason
arched up and let out a yell and I knew he was coming. Moments
later, Christos pushed deep and held it, his butt spasming with his
orgasm. Then they both collapsed. They lay there a few moments and
I could not hear what they were saying. Then, while Christos was
still laying on him, Jason stopped the game, and turned off the
television with the remote.

He laid
there a minute, and then I saw Jason tense up. His eyes were on the
television. I looked at the screen and saw his reflection there,
staring at me. I ran.

I ran
down the stairs, and breathlessly sat on the sofa in our living
room. I couldn't think. I didn't know what to do. Thoughts were
flying through my mind.

It was
about an hour later when they came down. I thought about hiding,
but finally said, “Hi.”

I turned
quickly, returning to my book. I was so afraid of what they would
say. They both looked very serious.

Jason
took a seat at the other end of the sofa. Christos sat in a chair
on my other side.

Christos
spoke first. “We just need to know if you're going to be cool about
this.”

I didn't
know what to say. I gave a little shrug.

“Look,” said Jason. “You know we both love pussy just as much
as you do. We were just getting our rocks off. Friends do that for
each other.”

“Yeah,” said Christos. “It doesn't mean anything.”

“You know what it's like to go for a while without pussy,” said
Jason, and I wondered if he was making a nasty point because he
knew I wasn't getting much yet.

“Are you going to be our friend, Sammy? Are you going to be
cool?” Christos asked.

I didn't
know how to answer. My mind was all mixed up.

“Say something,” insisted Jason.

I said
the first thing that came to mind. “I wanted to,” I croaked
out.

“Huh?” Both of them said at once.

I'd said
it. I'd say it again. Taking a deep breath, I repeated myself,
stressing the words, “I wanted to...”

“You wanted to what?” Jason asked and looked at Christos. Then
both of them began smiling as they realised what I was trying to
say.

Jason got
up and moved in front of me. He took each of my hands in one of his
and pulled me to my feet. Then with a hand on each of my shoulders,
he looked into my eyes and asked, “You wanted to do what we were
doing?”

I nodded.
Jason smiled. His arms went around my ribs in a big hug. I felt his
body press to mine. He felt my hard cock, leaned back and smiled at
me and ground into my hardness.

Christos'
arms came around my waist from behind and I felt his body press up
against mine. Both were now pressed into me. I could feel
Christos's hard cock against my butt and his breath on the back of
my neck. I could feel Jason's hardening cock pressing back onto
mine. Christos pulled me tight by the waist and Jason pulled me
tight, our chests and crotches pressed together. Jason's lips found
mine.

We
kissed. Then deeply. His tongue pushed into my mouth. His kiss was
bold and passionate. It was a man’s kiss. Not soft like a girl's.
And it was a hungry kiss. I kissed back just as
passionately.

Christos’
hands were now into the front of my shorts. He grabbed my cock and
my knees almost buckled. His grasp was firm and good. His other
hand went down to my balls. As he caressed them, he ground his hard
cock against my butt.

Jason's
hands were finding their way down to my bottom. My hands had
already found his; that butt I had dreamed about. I cupped a cheek
in each hand and squeezed and weighed and massaged them.

Christos
began lifting my shirt and Jason pulled back long enough for it to
come off. Then his body was back against mine and his mouth was hot
against my throat and neck. I felt the return of Christos' body
against me, but he felt different. His chest was bare against my
bare back. I reached behind and found that he was naked. My hand
wrapped around his big cock.

I
delicately felt around the top and skinned him back. He fucked into
my hand a little.

Jason
pulled away and began a little strip dance in front of me.
Christos' hands were all over my bare chest and he was kissing my
shoulders and the nape of my neck as he pressed his body to
me.

Jason's
boxers came off with his shorts and his cock sprung up, pointing
right at me. I reached out and held it. He was uncut as well. As I
stroked the cock, I enjoyed the feel of his hardness sliding under
the outer skin. My hand loved his cock. He continued dancing while
I held him.

With my
other hand, I caressed his scrotum, running the skin between my
fingers. My reaction was the same I'd heard from the first girl I
fucked, “It's so soft.”

I played
with the weight of his balls in the sac and stroked down between
his legs.

Christos
lowered my shorts. He was careful to lift them past my cock. After
he pulled them down, he pressed his hard cock to my bare arse and
grabbed my cock once again. With my free hand, I reached back and
grabbed his cock. I had a hot man cock in each hand as he was
stroking me. It was too much. I came in a rush, my legs buckling
and my cum shooting across the floor.

It was
great. I came hard. But I was very disappointed. I didn't want it
to end so soon.

There was
no need to worry.

Jason
smiled at me and said, “You're not getting off that easy,
Sammy.”

Then he
dropped to his knees in front of me. He began running his hands
lightly up the inside of my thighs. His face pressed into my
crotch. I felt his tongue reach under my balls and lick between my
legs. Then he nuzzled my balls with his face, and licked
them.

Christos
had spit on his fingers and was rubbing my nipples while he kissed
behind my neck and ears. His hard cock continued to rub up and down
my crack.

I was
getting hard again when I felt Jason's mouth slip over my cock
head. His tongue began to swirl over the crown and his lips pressed
hard around my shaft under it. He bobbed up and down a couple of
times on my cock, until it was good and hard again. Then he
squeezed my balls playfully and stood up.

Jason
began his dance in front of me again. His hips rotated
provocatively. His muscles were working visibly under the smooth,
hairless skin of his stomach, back, and butt. His leg muscles stood
out as he rotated to face away, and he backed into me. He began
grinding his butt into my hard cock. His hands reached back to my
hips and pulled me forward. He smiled back over his shoulder at
me.

Then
Jason stepped away. He grabbed a large throw pillow off the couch
and threw it onto the floor. Jason got down on the pillow like he
was going to fuck it. His arse was high and he continued to gyrate
around, fucking into the pillow, flashing at me.

“Fuck me, Sammy,” he called back to me in a throaty
voice.

I quickly
knelt behind him.

This
whole time, he was still moving his hips seductively.

As he
pulled back, I moved forward and placed my cock at his hole. This
was better than I had imagined. Jason wiggled his butt and I pushed
in the head of my cock in.

Jason
moaned, almost sang as I pushed all the way in. He pushed his butt
back to meet me. The feeling was incredible as his tight butt ring
slid down my cock to grasp the base tightly. The length of my cock
was in his hot, moist, slippery butt.

I laid my
body down on his and wrapped my arms under him as I had seen
Christos do earlier. I began to move in and out of his tight
hole.

The
feeling was exquisite. His hard, slender body moved under me. His
firm butt fit my crotch perfectly each time I pressed into him. My
balls felt good as they slapped his butt. My legs were between his
and I liked the feel as he squeezed me with them. I could smell the
back of his neck and hair. It was a rich smell.

Then I
felt Christos' hands rubbing my bottom. He began smoothing KY into
my crack. I wasn't too sure about getting fucked again, but there
was no way I was letting go of Jason.

Suddenly,
there were knees inserting themselves between my legs and three
pairs of legs began to entwine. I felt him insert a finger into my
hole. It didn't feel bad. In fact, he kept hitting on something in
there that felt really good.

Then I
felt him stick in a second finger, stretching my arsehole
uncomfortably. Almost in one motion, his cockhead entered my hole
as his fingers withdrew. It was uncomfortable, but not too
bad.

“Relax,” he encouraged me.

He
caressed and rubbed my back and bottom as he slowly inched further
in. I had quit moving in Jason, but he continued to move under me,
making me stay very hard.

Christos
was all the way in, and I felt his hands on my hips holding me to
him. He moved in and out a little. I began to move a little between
them, thrusting into Jason, and back onto Christos' cock. We began
to pick up the pace.

I pulled
forward too fast and Christos popped out. I thought I would die,
but he was quickly back in. Then I pulled back too far and it took
a moment to get back into Jason. But finally, we got it right and a
good rhythm. I moved only a little while Jason moved under me and
Christos ploughed my behind.

Whenever
Jason pushed back at the same time Christos pushed forward, all my
buttons were pushed and all I could do was gasp and moan, my arms
wrapping more tightly around Jason.

“Oh, Sammy,” Christos moaned, “You're so tight and
hot.”

Jason
just moaned, as I kissed and nuzzled his neck. “This feels better
than I ever thought it could,” I panted between thrusts.

I felt my
balls tightening. My cum was churning. Deep down, I felt it rising.
Holding Jason tightly in my arms, I thrust into faster and faster
into him. My strokes were deep. Christos would just have to hang on
for the ride. He did.

My cum
rose thick in my cock and I pushed hard into Jason and held there
as I felt a heavy load pumping and pumping deeply into Jason. He
wiggled under me and almost purred.

He and I
quit moving, but not Christos. He kept moving his cock in and out
of my arse that was tingling in pleasure.

Jason
wriggled out from under me, rolled onto his back, and then moved
back under me.

Soon, I
felt him licking up my shaft, staying clear of the still sensitive
head, but thoroughly cleaning me. His hands were all over my balls
and inside my thighs, this only added to the tremendous feelings
surging through my body.

In front
of my face was Jason's beautiful, hard cock, flat against his
belly. I couldn't resist. I tentatively licked down the shaft.
Jason moaned into my cock as I licked again.

Then
supporting my weight on my knees and one hand, I took Jason's cock
with my other and raised it to my lips. I licked the head just as
Jason licked mine. We both jumped a little.

Jason
licked it more, I licked his. He put his lips tightly around my
shaft. I did the same to him. He began to bob up and down my cock,
surprisingly taking the full length until I felt my balls on his
nose. I couldn't take him in that far. I kept one hand on the base
of his shaft and wanked what I couldn't take in. I did my best
though.

Then
Christos picked up the pace of his fucking. It was beginning to
feel really good again.

I hardly
noticed that I was taking Jason's cock much deeper into my throat.
My hand was now at the bottom of his shaft and caressing his
balls.

Christos
was really pounding my hole now. All my feelings seemed to be
concentrating there. He let out a cry as his cock began to throb
and I felt his warm cum squirting hard into my hole. I felt his
body collapse onto mine. His arms went around my chest and he
kissed between my shoulder blades. He pulled out slowly.

I became
aware again of Jason's mouth on my cock and I was aware that he was
now fucking into my mouth as much as I was bobbing on him. I almost
gagged a couple of times. About then I realised his balls had
tightened up, I felt him coming in my mouth and throat. I don't
know why, but I was surprised. I swallowed it, and then held his
cock in my mouth until it softened a little.

I nuzzled
his balls. They smelled really good. It was a clean, musty smell
that I will always remember as being the best balls I ever smelled.
Jason was still sucking my very hard dick, but pulled off and
turned to face Christos who was now sitting beside us.

“Hey, Christos,” Jason said in a teasing voice. “Poor Sammy is
still really hard and needs to do something about it.”

Christos
smiled and rolled onto his back, pulling his legs up to show me his
butt. He clenched his cheeks together a couple of times
invitingly.

“Want to climb on board and ride me, Sammy?” he
asked.

He didn't
have to ask twice. I moved quickly to position my cock at his
upturned arse. Quickly, I applied KY to both his hole and my cock.
Christos held his legs up as I pushed in. He threw his head back
and groaned as I slowly sunk all the way in.

I felt
Jason's body press in from behind. His dick was soft, but the
weight of his balls and dick against my arse felt good. He reached
past me to hold up Christos's legs, his chest pushing me forward. I
found myself face to face with Christos, who put his arms around me
and pulled us together for a kiss.

As we
kissed deep, I felt his balls and thickening cock press into my
stomach. He began grinding them up into me.

I was
careful to keep my upper body pressed hard to him, and thrust in
and out of him using only my hips. Each time I pulled out, I felt
Jason's heavy cock and balls brush pleasantly against my arse. As I
plunged in, I felt Christos' push hard into my crotch and pubic
area. The pressure around the base of my cock made it feel like I
was really ploughing deep into him.

From time
to time, he pulled me close and we kissed. Whenever we did, the
pressure increased between my stomach and his cock.

He was
just as tight as Jason, and just as hot inside. I liked the
position. In some ways it was less intimate; in some ways more. I
liked looking down into his face as he looked more and more lost in
pleasure.

My moans
were mixing with his. Soon all my attention was on my own cock,
squeezing in and out of his hole and my balls slapping his arse.
For the third time, I felt my orgasm rising. This time it was the
tired, almost sore kind of orgasm that comes right after two heavy
ones. It took longer to come up and it hurt good when it did. I was
pumping my hips fast as I came. It was a long orgasm.

When I
came back out of my orgasmic daze, I found myself looking down into
Christos' smiling face. I felt his arse squeeze my cock
playfully.

Well,
Sammy, are we still friends?”

I gave my
head a slight shake.

Christos
gave me a big smile and pulled me close, giving me a warm kiss. I
felt Jason lean over my back as kissed the back of my
neck.


Chapter
10

 


Until he
started playing football, I had never seen a naked male. Well, I'd
seen pictures, but never a flesh-and-blood, bare-arsed,
ball-swinging, naked man or boy. I liked what I saw when I was
surrounded by all those naked bodies after practices and games. It
made him feel great.

I was
lingering in the shower after the last game of the season. I'd been
the last one to get in the shower and most of the others had
already gone home. I was in no hurry to go anywhere because when I
got home, I knew Christos was working late.

I was
already confused about my lack of interest in girls and knew I’d
probably finish with my girlfriend soon.

Now that
football was over, the only other extra-curricular activity I had
was my track events. Even that sport depended on the
weather.

I
lingered in the shower long enough that my hands and feet were
wrinkled and I figured I'd better get out before I melted. I turned
off the water, stepped out and bumped right into a passing body. An
expanding surge of heat flashed through my body from my groin, the
most exquisite feeling I'd ever had. A rock hard body, muscular and
radiating heat, was holding me tightly. I'd walked smack into Will
Samuels, the county star goal scorer of the college football team,
the object of adoration of every girl in the school.

I blushed
just like one of those girls and immediately got an erection. There
was no way I could hide it. Will was twenty at the time and there
was no way he could miss the swollen rod which was poking him in
the gut. He started laughing quietly as he stared at me. He pulled
me close, sliding his hands down the entire length of my body. I
trembled as one hand moved over my balls and the other took a tight
grip on my cock. The pressure was too much for me and I started to
gasp and moan as a tingling tickle like built up and it felt as if
my prick was about to explode. My balls drew up against m body. It
was too much for my tortured prick to stand and I felt an explosion
of pleasure spread from my balls and somewhere deep in my belly to
every point of my body.

Will
never had to move his hand. When his fingers closed on my cock, it
was like I had been waiting all my life and storing up all my
juices just for that touch. With a shudder and a gasp, I shot my
first load. I went rigid as spasm after spasm shook me for what
seemed an eternity as spurt after spurt shot through my shaft,
spraying on Will's belly and dripping to the floor. I grunted from
the extreme pleasure as pulse after pulse knotted my insides in a
new dynamic thrill, seizing control of my personal universe, my
prick muscles surging and contracting in an entirely unimaginable
manner.

When I
finally finished pouring out the final drops of my load, I
collapsed in Will's arms. I stood helplessly, afraid to look at him
and so embarrassed I thought I'd die.

He
laughed and I opened my eyes. Will's brown eyes, flecked with gold,
were gazing deeply into my own and an amused grin graced his face.
His light blonde hair was swept back, crowning his six foot frame.
Before I realised it, Will bent forward and kissed my
forehead.

“You and I are going to be very good friends,” he
whispered.

“We're going to start by taking a shower together and I don't
shower with strangers. What's your name?”

“I.”

“I what?”

“Sammy.”

Will
turned the water on hot and hard and began soaping me from the toes
up.

“Aren't you the one that scored the winning goal this
afternoon?”

“Yeah, that was me,” I replied, pleased that my hero had
noticed.

“You made some pretty good moves out there. Those pattern plays
were really tight.”

“Thanks,” I said, glowing with pride.

We
stepped back into the shower cubicle and adjusted the water. His
strong hands working my muscles deeply as he lathered my legs. When
he reached my arse, he pulled me tightly against himself with one
strong arm and began massaging my arsehole with the soap. Hot
sensations shot through my cock as he massaged the tight little
hole. I felt tingles in it and my cock started jerking itself erect
again. Suddenly, I felt a painful sensation and I realized Will was
trying to shove his finger into my hole. I tried to pull my arse
forward to escape the pressure, but his rock hard body thrust
against me, pushing me back against the probing finger.

I felt
pain as the finger opened me up and slid in to its second knuckle.
I again tried to pull forward, only this time his body was right up
against him, his long prick now hard and pressed against my
erection.

When he
pushed I farther back on his finger, he rasped, “Don't fight me.
Try to relax and I'll show you how good it can be. I mean to have
you for a very long time and if you fight me it'll only hurt more.
Just relax and I'll be as gentle as I can.”

I was
terrified. I understood the meaning of being had and noticed that
he wasn't laughing anymore. I couldn't see his face, but didn't
have to because I could hear that he meant business. I felt a sharp
searing pain as he shoved his finger in as far as it could
go.

I tried
to scream, but my face was crushed to his chest and no one else was
in the locker room to hear anyway. My legs buckled and only his arm
kept me from falling.

The shock
of my sphincter muscle being forced open made me feel dizzy and
weak. I felt so strange. My strength returned as he continued
holding me tightly with his finger buried in my butt and the hot
water beating down on both of us. The pain subsided only to be
replaced by something else. It felt strange, yet somehow kind of
nice. I sighed and put his arms around his neck. He worked his
finger slowly in and out, from side to side until he felt my tight
anus relax slightly and I moved my arse back against his
hand.

I wanted
to stay that way, but the instant he sensed the change he pulled
his finger free, spun me around and forced me into a bent-over
position. He began to press the head of his cock against the crack
of my arse, and then he grabbed me tightly around the waist and, by
changing the angle of his thrust, began prodding against the centre
of my arse. This evidently made him hotter because he began biting
the back of my neck and shoulders until I felt like screaming with
pain and excitement as I realized that he was seriously going to
try putting that monstrous cock up my tight butt.

“Will, stop! You can't stick that big thing in there. It's too
tight!”

“Easy, just try to relax and it won't bother you that much.
Besides, you'll like it when you get used to it.”

Will was
still holding the bar of soap and he backed off slightly as he
quietly lathered his big stiff rod and my rectum. I finally
accepted that this was really happening when the large cock again
nudged my arsehole and he hunched slightly forward, forcing just
the huge flared head into my objecting rectum.

I gave a
yelp and tried to pull away but he held me in place, leaving the
huge head immobile in my anal opening. My sphincter ring clasped
hysterically around the base of the flaring purple crown. I panted
through my open mouth and small groans tore from my
throat.

“Oh God, Will, it’s too big!” I pleaded, tears welling from my
eyes.

I knew it
was only marginally longer than Christos’ but it was a good deal
thicker.

“I told you already, don't fight it. I'll hold still until it
quits hurting. Just hold on. I promise you it'll feel wonderful in
a bit.”

In a
moment the pain slacked off. When he sensed it, he started inching
slowly into the impossibly tight, moist flaming sheath.

“Alright, relax,” he whispered.

He felt
the head of his dick pop past my sphincter and about two inches of
his pleasure prod slid in, stretching and smoothing every wrinkle
and convolution as the giant head nosed its way toward its goal. He
reached in front and locked one hand around my swaying cock. My
arsehole burned like blazes, but I was filled with such sheer joy
that I almost passed out from ecstasy as I realised that I wanted
to make love to him and be filled with his hard male
flesh.

I winced
in pain again as I felt my hole opening further than I thought
possible, pain yes a little, but with a promise of pleasure as he
touched something inside. Combined with the pain of the first
stretching, a ripple of ecstasy pulsed through me. I moaned from
the extreme pleasure-pain, but my moans went unheeded by Willy as
he was now committed and nothing could change his mind.

I could
feel that Willy was pushing very hard, but the tip of his dick was
sinking up into that anal sheath only a fraction of an inch at a
time, the internal passageway stretching and straightening to
accommodate the persistent pecker. Will thrust gently forward and
another inch slid in, then held still as he slowly stroked my
cock.

I felt my
hole relaxing and the pain of the initial penetration faded, only
to be replaced by little ripples of pleasure from both his arse and
my cock. The attention he was giving on both ends caused my cock to
stand rigidly erect.

Little by
little, Will inched farther in and I felt newly found stirrings of
lust and wild excitement growing inside me as he finally managed to
get the entire length of his swollen shaft up inside my hole. I
felt like I had a whole salami stuffed into my arse and deep up in
my bowels.

Will
stopped moving and just held me as hard against him as he could,
running his hands all over the front of my body, toying with my
nipples and navel, kissing the back of my neck and tonguing my
ears

The pain
disappeared completely and my new developing sensual nature came to
the fore. I wanted it, wanted that thick tool to plunge in and
out.

“Okay, Will, I'm ready, I think!” I said as I felt my arsehole
gripping at the base of Will's long prick, the thick patch of
blonde pubic hair tickling my buttocks.

He
started to slowly fuck in and out. I was feeling better with each
thrust of cock inside me and each stroke on my own cock. He
suddenly pulled me tightly back against him and thrust forward with
a mighty lunge, plunging his stiff prick as far as it would go into
the centre of my guts until I felt his balls slapping against my
quivering arse. He began humping rapidly, pulling about half of his
nine inch erection out, then plunging it back so his balls slapped
against me as he continued to work my cock with full length
strokes.

“What am I doing?” grunted Will.

“Fucking me!”

“Where?”

“You're fucking me in my arse!” I yelled as the huge cock kept
stretching me with each thrust. It hurt a little, it felt like
there was a whole arm in there, but I didn't care as ripple after
ripple of orgasmic pleasure blotted out the pain and started
pulsing through every nerve in my body. I'd never felt so
alive.

I bent
over in order to let him get a little more inside. It was too much
for my tortured body to stand for more than a couple of minutes and
I grunted as the swelling balloon of pleasure in my belly and loins
exploded through my balls and another load of sperm spurted from
the head of my throbbing prick and all over the walls and his
pumping hand.

I slumped
over further with each convulsion of my athletic body. Will began
to pant and groan as he pumped all he had into the spasming bottom
then, with a cry, gave one last frightful lunge and shot a load
that I could actually feel shoot into my guts. I was too far into
my own unfamiliar sensations to even think about Will's pleasure,
ecstatic as he experienced wads of cum propelling forcefully
through the tube on the underside of his powerfully pulsing prick
and erupting from the tiny slit on top, spraying out as he screamed
aloud in primal pleasure.

Will kept
giving short hard thrusts with each spurt of his sperm and would
have knocked me over if he hadn't been holding him so firmly. He
finally slowed down and stopped, but kept his prick in my arse
until it stopped throbbing. I was so hot and shook up that he
pulled his prick out, turned around and grabbed me in his arms. I
began to play with his prick and balls, rubbing them with soap and
trying to finger his arsehole.

He
stopped me, grabbed me, held me close and whispered in my ear.
“Hold me a minute, slow down.”

Then he
cradled my head in his hands and kissed me. My head was spinning
with the sheer delight and strangeness of

the
event, but after all that had happened I kissed him back, running
my tongue in and out of his mouth.

It made
his prick hard against my stomach and we writhed in an orgy of
sensual feelings.

He
dropped to his knees and grabbed me around my knees, his left arm
holding my legs and his right steering my cock into his mouth. I
grabbed Will's hair and held tight as my cock went in and out of
the hot suctioning mouth. I began working my hips back and forth as
he took more and more of my cock into his mouth.

Will was
making funny little mewing sounds.

I felt
another load of cum starting to rise in my cock as he shoved it
further, faster and deeper in his throat. My stomach tensed and
pulses of pleasure swept my body as all it once I plunged it
completely down his throat and began shooting spurt after spurt of
sweet cum.

We both
fell over onto the floor of the shower and lay in each other's
arms, exchanging kisses, and then shifted into a position where we
could suck each other at the same time. I tasted the thick sweet
taste of Will's precum mixing on my tongue with the saliva caused
by the steady sucking. I moaned with pleasure as I realised that he
was ready again and locked my throat against the first pulse of
sperm.

I wanted
to drink in every drop that Will could produce and I didn't want to
gag.

Will
stiffened and then began convulsing as he shot a load that filled
my mouth with some dripping from my lips. I held my face in place
and I started gagging and coughing because of the huge
amount.

He pulled
out and got me into a sitting position, helping me as the mixture
of cum and saliva spewed from my mouth. I finally stopped choking
and managed to gasp an apology.

Will
pulled me to his chest in a crushing embrace, begging my
forgiveness for everything he'd done.

I pushed
away and looked into his beautiful, tortured face.

I didn't
believe the pain in his eyes and threw myself back in his arms,
kissing him and whispering in his ears, “Don't be silly.” This is
what I've always wanted and been waiting for, but I didn't know it.
Now I know why I've lost interested in girls. If it wasn't for you,
I might never have happened. Next time I'll do better.”

“You mean you're not angry?”

“Hell, no! I thought I just told you.”

“I didn't hurt you did I?”

“Not really. Maybe a little bit at first, but then it was
great. Only thing is my arse feels so stretched out of shape that
it'll never be the same again,” I replied with a grin. “Does that
mean that you're not interested in girls?”

“That's right. I've been watching all your games this season. I
was waiting outside the college for you to come out so I could meet
you and talk for a while. When you didn't come out and it seemed
like everyone else had, I decided to come in and see if you were
still down here.”

“That wasn't an accident bumping into you like
that?”

“Well, sort of. Like I told you, I just wanted to talk until I
noticed there wasn't anyone else down here and then I decided to
join you in the shower. When you bumped into me, though, what
happened? I wanted you, still do. You're a special guy and I want
to be with you and I hope you want to be with me.”

“But, what about all the girls you're always with?”

“Got to think about what people think, at least until you're
out of college and out of here. They're all just
friends.”

We
nuzzled like two puppies and told each other without words what the
other needed to know. We shut off the shower and headed to the
locker area, towelling off and getting dressed to leave.

“Will, I wonder, I've watched you at all your games and I think
you're the best there is. Could you work out with me and help me
become a better player?”

“Sure thing. Can you think of any better excuse to spend a lot
of time together? Only thing is, if we keep this up you're going
have to play another position besides tight end.”

“What do you mean?”

“Wide receiver!” shouted Will, playfully slapping me on my
butt. We both laughed as we headed out the door and into the chilly
autumn evening.
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