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Author’s Introduction: The Night Air of Summer


 


Sultry summer nights in the south of France! Is there
anything to compare to them? I don’t think so. But then, I grew up there, so no
doubt I’m prejudiced.


I remember warm, weighty, humid air, scented with salt
from the nearby sea. This air seemed to hover, invisible yet tangible, densely
around us as we sat outdoors at night. It was oppressive, and yet at the same
time it was oddly soothing. We felt as though we could take a sharp knife and
cut out cubes of that nocturnal atmosphere, to carry off and keep, as talismans,
so we could later inhale the scent at will. 


Those were innocent nights. The trouble is, when boys
grow up, and they become men, they don’t always stay so innocent. They can turn
out to be bad.


Well—there’s bad, as in guilty of comparatively
harmless little peccadillos, including sexual lapses. And then there’s bad,
as in big time sins and crimes!


Laurent, the protagonist of this story, would probably
be condemned as pretty damn bad, by uptight bourgeois standards. But he stops
short of real criminal activities. His sins, if you think of them as such, are
sexual.


Who am I to judge?


Is Laurent based on a real-life friend of mine? Come
now, I’m not telling. Everybody knows I’m the soul of discretion.


Nostalgia—ah, how poignant our memories can be!
















 


Chapter One: His Wanton Ways


 


The man’s name was Xavier, but his intimates all
called him by his childhood nickname, which was Zizi. He came from a very
wealthy family of industrialists, and, able to hire people to run his factories
for him, he was in the enviable position of not having to work for a living.
Scrupulously, he devoted an hour or so each day to monitoring and managing his
money, usually with the help of his financial advisers, whom he consulted by
phone or over the internet. The rest of the time, he could spend amusing
himself. And that was exactly what he did.


Still in his thirties, Zizi was a handsome man, who
pampered himself, keeping in good shape with the assistance of a personal
trainer. He liked to travel, and, when he was at home in the south of France,
to entertain. 


His parties tended to be lavish, and an invitation to
one of them was a coveted prize. Zizi was openly gay, single, and unabashedly
promiscuous. As a result, the get-togethers he hosted were often all-male
affairs, always with lots of attractive young men on the guest list. To spice
things up a bit, Zizi sometimes hired one or more professional escorts, to
mingle with his guests and provide some additional eye candy. Not surprisingly,
these parties could turn into sex parties, before the night was over, with
naked men disporting themselves amorously in every room of the house, and
indeed outdoors.


It was on one of these occasions that Zizi had first
met Laurent. A friend had recommended Laurent to him, claiming that Laurent was
the best escort he’d ever hired. Curious, Zizi had engaged the male
prostitute’s services, to help liven up his next party.


Talk about going above and beyond the call of duty!
Not only was Laurent a stunningly handsome man, with a fine physique and an
apparently indefatigable, exceptionally large cock—the stud was a sex machine!
You flipped his switch, and he just kept going. Laurent had coupled in gleeful
abandon with several of Zizi’s friends, before the host claimed his prerogative
and availed himself of the hustler’s services himself. Laurent had worn Zizi
out—and then, proving himself to be a true fils de joie, he’d gone right
on showing the guests a good time, long into the night.


Subsequently, Zizi became one of Laurent’s regular
clients. Zizi booked the sultry male courtesan at least three times a
month—four, when he was feeling especially frisky, and in the mood to give
himself an extra treat. Zizi always hired Laurent for an in-call, at his home,
and for all night. There was nothing cheap about Laurent. He commanded top
fees, and hiring him so often put a slight but real dent in Zizi’s bank
account. In addition, Zizi had arranged, on several occasions, for Laurent to
accompany him on trips. These jaunts cost a small fortune, because in addition
to paying all of Laurent’s expenses, Zizi was expected to compensate the escort
for the fact that he wouldn’t be available to his other clients, while he was
busy traveling with Zizi. But Zizi didn’t care. He had come to realize that a
man could become addicted to another man, just as he might develop a helpless,
irresistible craving for alcohol or recreational drugs. He was hooked on
Laurent—but contentedly so. 


And Laurent was that unusual phenomenon—an honest
whore. When he and Zizi went out on a date, Laurent gave Zizi his undivided
attention. In bed, Laurent never stinted, or gave less than full measure. Zizi
had made Laurent some gifts of very expensive jewelry, including an Audemars
Piguet wristwatch. He’d expected Laurent to sell the items, which Zizi thought
of as bonuses, but in fact Laurent kept them, and he made a point of wearing
them, when he was in Zizi’s company.


Zizi’s villa was located on the outskirts of Nice,
north of the city. It was rather far from the seashore, which was an undeniable
disadvantage, but by way of compensation it had a swimming pool, along with a
garden and views of the nearby mountains.


It was a typically hot, dry night in this
Mediterranean climate. Zizi, knowing how popular Laurent was, had taken care to
book him well ahead of time. The two men had enjoyed a leisurely dinner,
accompanied by plenty of wine—a fine cabernet sauvignon, which went well with
the two main courses. In one skillet, Zizi cooked chicken thighs, with
shallots. In another, he prepared bruschetta spaghetti, with the pasta cooked
directly in the sauce. Zizi was a good cook, who enjoyed experimenting with new
recipes in his kitchen.


After dining on the terrace, by the light of thick
pillar candles set in hurricane lamps, Zizi and Laurent both stripped down and
changed into swimming trunks. Zizi kept an assortment of such trunks, in
various sizes, on hand for his guests to use—when they didn’t simply swim in
the nude, which tended to happen, sooner or later. The trunks were all
Vilebrequin styles, which Zizi preferred—outrageously expensive, but top
quality, and always striking, especially when they were being modeled by a hot-bodied
guy.


Laurent wore lime-green trunks with blue turtles
swarming all over the background. Zizi sported trunks of a deep indigo blue,
with pink starfish superimposed on the blue. After getting wet in the pool,
they sat beside it, drinking more wine, gradually getting decidedly
buzzed—mellowing out, feeling no pain.


Above them, the night sky was studded with stars. The
terrace, poolside, was dotted with large terracotta pots at regular intervals,
each pot planted with aloes, agaves, and other low-maintenance, low-water succulents.
Nocturnal insects darted through the dense night air, restlessly, alighting
only to fly away again. Otherwise, it was very quiet. The neighbors’ properties
were far enough away to give Zizi plenty of privacy.


“God,” Zizi declared, in a voice rich with
contentment. “These are my favorite times. Just being here with
you—relaxing—enjoying your company. Without a care in the world.”


“And I always enjoy our times together,” Laurent
responded—sincerely. Some of his regular clients were, inevitably, more fun to
be with than others. Zizi was a genuinely nice guy, always a pleasure to be
with. Laurent almost hated to take the man’s money—but he did.


“How hot you look in those turtle trunks,” Zizi observed,
with a semi-drunken giggle.


“How hot you look, wearing those starfish,”
Laurent responded.     


“An aquatic, marine life theme—on both of us—”


“I don’t know why we bother, though, when none of your
neighbors can see us, and we might as well swim bare-assed naked,” Laurent
suggested, lewdly. “Which has been known to go on here, as I recall.”


“Shuck those high-priced trunks, if you want to,” Zizi
urged.


“I do want to get wet, again. Think I’ll go in naked,
this time.”


“Please do so. I could use a quick thrill,” Zizi
pleaded.


“You strip down, too. Come in with me.”


“I’m kind of drunk. I could drown.”


“I’ll save you.”


“Are you a certified lifeguard?”


“I’m a certified mouth-to-mouth and mouth-to-cock
resuscitator,” Laurent joked, brazenly.


Shedding the designer swim trunks, both men got into
the pool, nude. They swam about languidly, or simply treaded water, but they
also got playful, splashing and ducking each other, and indulging in some
shameless dick-groping and grab-assing, below the waterline. 


Climbing out of the pool, they didn’t bother to avail
themselves of the nearby towels, to dry themselves. The night air would do that
for them.


Dripping wet, they resumed their seats, nude this
time, and they drank more wine.


“When are you going to abandon your wanton ways, and
become my full-time, live-in lover?” Zizi asked, facetiously.


“When you ask for my hand in marriage, and make an
honest man of me,” Laurent retorted.


Zizi laughed. “It’s not your hand I’d like to
be married to. Hand jobs are all very well and good, so far as they go, but
still—! There’s more. Much more. Do you think you could ever be monogamous?”


“I don’t know. I never have been. Have you?”


“Well—no. And I’m not certain I could start now Jesus,
Laurent—I’m half drunk.”


“Are you? I think I’m more than half, myself.”


“You’re a bad influence on me. You encourage my
vices.”


“As though they need any encouragement.”


“Ouch!” Zizi protested. “You know me too well. I’ve
lost whatever mystery I may have once possessed for you.”


“Oh, there’s a lot to be said for familiarity, too,”
Laurent said. “I feel comfortable with you. I couldn’t say that about some
men.”


“So what you’re saying is—you’ve broken me in, like a new
pair of shoes?”


“Or a male virgin’s butt?” Laurent suggested.


“Buddy,” Zizi scoffed. “It’s been so long since I was
a virgin—!”


Laurent enjoyed their banter.


Zizi always hired Laurent for all night. The escort’s
fee was accordingly large, compared to his hourly rate. But Zizi paid it
without complaint, and in addition he always tipped Laurent generously. He was
a man who believed that he deserved his pleasures, who indulged in them freely,
and who didn’t mind paying for them. And Laurent was an altogether exceptional
pleasure, well worth the price.


When a client was compatible—and Zizi was very good
company—Laurent enjoyed such overnight gigs. There was no need to rush, the
john invariably provided plenty of food and drink, including breakfast, and
even the horniest of men couldn’t have sex for hours on end, nonstop. However
intense the physical activity became, there’d be rest intervals, during which
the two guys could relax and talk. Laurent was a good listener, a good conversationalist—a
skill which was essential, for an escort on his level, who was often expected
to provide more than just sex. He sold companionship, as well.


“It’s getting late. Let’s go inside, shall we?” Zizi
suggested, softly.


“Sure.” Laurent knew that what his patron really meant
was, let’s go to bed. Play time was over. It was time for Laurent to
perform, and earn his money. Laurent was ready.


In the luxuriously furnished and decorated master
bedroom, the bed was turned down, waiting to be occupied. Zizi had a quite
sophisticated lighting system installed in most areas of his house. Here in the
bedroom, dimmer knobs by the door, and also on the wall within easy reach of
anyone who was seated or lying on the bed, controlled not only the ceiling
light and the table lamps, but additional bulbs hidden behind translucent wall
panels. Zizi turned on only the latter, dimmed them to a pervasive soft, rather
eerie glow—and then he chose a color. Tonight, he was in the mood for blue
light, which was supposedly soothing, conducive to sleep. Not that Zizi had any
intention of literally sleeping with his guest, for the time being!


Making himself at home on the bed, Laurent stretched
out, waiting for Zizi to join him. Unable to contain himself, Zizi got onto the
mattress and took the escort in his arms, pulling him against him. He ran his
palms over the smooth surface of Laurent’s back, making his way down to the
other man’s sensational ass, exploring every curve and crevice, feeling the
tautness of the well-developed muscles under the flawless, pliant flesh.
Laurent, Zizi had long ago decided, was the proud possessor of the best ass in
the south of France, to look at and to touch, as well as to fuck. Already
acutely aroused, Zizi kneaded the sexy mounds.


Laurent’s penis responded to this light massage by
rearing its head in expectation, the shaft engorging itself with hotly pumping
blood, the head swelling. Soon, the massive erection was twitching restlessly,
extended at its full, proud length, and its tip was leaking a tantalizing
trickle of sticky, potent pre-cum.


Somehow, Zizi resisted the urge to fondle the
pulsating prick. Instead, he decided he’d tease Laurent, edge him a little.


In the wash of bluish light cast by the translucent
panels, he closed his fist around Laurent’s right ankle and lifted his foot,
sniffing at it appreciatively and enjoying its faint aroma. Like the rest of
Laurent’s body, it smelled fresh, with a hint of lingering chlorine from the
pool.


Leaning forward, Zizi kissed the sole, passionately.
Laurent writhed and giggled in response to the tickling stimulation. He lay
back, propping himself up on his elbows so that he could watch the other man
work on him.


Zizi continued the foot kissing, progressing from
Laurent’s instep to his heel, and then licking forward again until his could
apply the warmth of his sensuous lips to the area just below the toes. He
flicked his wet tongue out like a lizard and he swabbed the bottom of Laurent’s
big toe, and the escort squirmed with pleasure. Zizi gripped his ankle firmly,
not allowing the foot to evade his insistent oral caresses, even though Laurent
began jerking about restlessly on the bed.


Suddenly, lustfully, Zizi sucked the big toe inside
his mouth, soaking it in his spit, bathing it in his hot, slippery saliva,
lashing his agile tongue over the sensitive piggy. He sucked on the stubby,
fleshy protuberance, inserting his tongue-tip into the space between the big
toe and the one next to it. He savored the pungent, intense flavor of sweat,
his mouth watering in response to the stimulating taste. He sucked harder, as
though intoxicated, washing Laurent’s toes with his hot saliva. He moved on to
the next toe and then to its neighbor, licking, swabbing, sucking, never
stopping, maddened by the taste of the foot flesh.


“Ah, you freaking pervert,” Laurent gasped. He was mad
with lust. His head pounded, his pulses beat violently, and his eyes rolled
back on their sockets. Expertly, Zizi was stimulating his feet, the most
vulnerable parts of his body, even more susceptible than his genitals.


“There’s nothing perverted about being a gourmet, who
knows a good thing when he tastes it,” Zizi retorted, between licks and sucks.


“That tickles—!” Laurent protested.


“Man up and take it,” Zizi advised, before he resumed
the shrimping, even more passionately.


“Ah, you toe-sucking bastard!” Laurent shouted. Zizi
had scarcely touched his neglected, throbbing cock so far, and yet, Laurent
felt ready to climax, at any moment. His john was edging him—driving him insane
with frustration. If a guy didn’t come when he was so desperately aroused, he
might die! He felt as though his toes were an erogenous zone, connected
directly to his cock and balls, as susceptible to stimulation as his genitals.
Every swipe of Zizi’s hot tongue vibrated through Laurent’s foot and leg,
shooting up to his crotch, inspiring a fierce answering throb through the
blood-engorged flesh of his cock. 


Pre-seminal fluid was leaking freely from Laurent’s
piss slit, staining the taut ridges of his stomach muscles, and he tossed his
head restlessly from side to side on Zizi’s bed, filling the silent air of the
luxurious bedroom with his uninhibited moans. Laurent was as hotly aroused as
he could ever remember having been with a john, even though their lovemaking
was still in its early stages. He well knew that Zizi had further delights in
store for them. He was a marathon runner, when it came to sex. This was just
the first part of a long, lewd journey, for both of them! Laurent knew that he
needed to try to calm down, to pace himself, to hang in for the long haul.


Provocatively, Zizi dropped Laurent’s right foot, and
instead he started in on the left one. He gave it the same mouth-loving
treatment which he’d lavished upon the other foot, sucking lustfully on the
toes, while Laurent’s moaning commentary urged him on. Zizi could feel the man
whore’s muscular body trembling, and he knew that Laurent was now ready for
anything Zizi chose to inflict upon him. There was no need to hurry, though.
The longer Zizi edged the escort, the hotter Laurent would become, the more
desperate for sex. Even if the young stud-for-hire spilled his load of cum
prematurely, in a spontaneous orgasm, Zizi knew he’d be capable of coming again.
Laurent would easily build up a fresh supply of semen, and he’d be perfectly
willing to give it to Zizi. The man’s mouth watered at the thought of
swallowing a load of Laurent’s sperm, and he continued his insistent, depraved
laving of the hustler’s hard body.


“You’re a tease,” Laurent complained, happily. “You
know just how to get me all worked up. Much more of this, and you’re going to
drive me right out of my fucking mind.” As he spoke, he raised his firm round
buttocks from the bed, offering Zizi his ass to fuck—or to toy with in any
other way he chose.


Zizi grabbed Laurent’s other ankle and hoisted both of
his legs high into the air. He spread the muscular legs to form a V-shape, and
he lowered his head between them, touching his panting, hard-breathing lips to
the tight little opening of Laurent’s manhole.


The hustler purred in ecstasy. He was well aware of Zizi’s
skill at rimming, which the man had demonstrated on him on many previous
occasions. Zizi knew just how to employ his lips and tongue to stimulate
another guy’s anal opening. Tonight, though, the man seemed unusually hungry,
famished for the feel and taste of ass flesh. Laurent sucked in his breath and
let it out in gasps, writhing about on the bed, but maintaining enough
self-control deliberately to push his butt crack into Zizi’s eager face. With
trembling fingers, Laurent reached down and drew his ass cheeks even wider
open, exposing his fuckhole completely, without shame—the same lack of shame
with which his bedmate was kissing and licking his sphincter ring.


“Suck ass—aw, yeah, suck ass,” Laurent chanted. “Eat
it!” But Zizi needed no encouragement.


With his tongue carefully stiffened, Zizi poked it
into the succulent anal flesh. His tongue-tip penetrated the warm, flexing
pucker, and he pushed it up into Laurent’s anus, fucking the hotly responsive
hole with his tongue. His mouth pressed itself firmly over the anal opening in
an impassioned kiss, and he could feel the sphincter throb against his lips.


Laurent cried out, spouting lewd streams of
obscenities, which seemed coordinated with the trickle of pre-cum which emerged
from the piss slit of his overexcited prick.


Zizi twisted his tongue around inside Laurent’s
squirming body, licking and tickling every part of the rectal opening which he
could reach, and savoring the tart taste of his asshole with a connoisseur’s
relish. The warmth of the anal interior seemed to smolder on his tongue. He
jabbed his tongue into the pucker repeatedly, feeling the flesh yield to the
penetration as Laurent began to relax his instinctive anal defenses.


“Uh, you’re so good at that. You’re getting me so
hot,” Laurent moaned.


“Are you just about ready?” Zizi asked, between licks
and sucks.


“For what?”


“You know what. For me to fuck you.”


“I love having you eat my ass, but, yes—I like to be
fucked by you even more,” Laurent confessed. “Go ahead. Put it in me. Fuck the
hell out of me.”


Hastily, Zizi moved into position, on his knees on the
bed, with Laurent’s legs on either side of his body and the escort’s butt close
to his groin. He took the lubricant which he always kept handy beside his bed,
and he used it to slick up his prick. His hard-on pulsed in response to his
touch, so strongly that he feared he might shoot off prematurely. Forcing himself
to remain calm, he thought about how his aching male organ would soon be buried
deeply in the other man’s body. 


Impatient now, Zizi lifted Laurent’s legs and bent his
knees back against his chest. Nudging himself up close to the male prostitute,
he gripped his slippery cock, aimed it carefully, and pressed it against the
seething anal opening.


He paused for a moment, enjoying the suspense, but
then he could deny himself no longer. With a thrust from his pelvis, he stabbed
the bulbous glans of his stiff penis through the pucker. Eagerly, Laurent
pushed toward Zizi, making clear his acceptance of the thick, burning invader. 


“All the way,” Laurent demanded. “Put it all the way
in me, let me have all of that cock. Oh, yeah! Oh, fuck!”


Despite his willingness, Laurent still let out a gasp
when he felt Zizi’s rampaging cockshaft plow its way deep into his anal cavity.
The man was hung! Laurent reached down, grabbing his butt cheeks and holding
them wide apart, brazenly offering himself to his fucker. He bore down with his
anal muscles, gripping the probing cock, feeling the pressure of Zizi’s glans
against his prostate after the fuck tool had forced its way completely inside
him. He felt the phallus pushing his inner walls apart and filling the space
between them, with a potent insistence which made him thrill with intense
excitement.


“Best ass in the south of France,” Zizi groaned.


“I try to be,” Laurent said, managing to emit a little
laugh despite his high level of arousal, which was making him short of breath. Despite
the air conditioning in the house, he and Zizi had both begun to perspire
freely.


“Going to take you, now,” Zizi threatened.


“Please do.”


In the cool blue light, the two men fucked, their
flesh tinted by the glow.


There was no pain for Laurent now, only that thrilling
sensation of being stuffed full of cock. The penis was moving back and inside
him as Zizi humped him, the friction generating a growing warmth, which seemed
to become more intense with each second that passed, with each thrust. Laurent
squirmed his butt up against the crotch of the man who was screwing him, making
sure their bodies stayed locked together, meeting Zizi thrust for thrust. His
raised legs waved about wildly in the air, and his toes curled in involuntary erotic
response. Emitting animal-like grunts, Zizi fucked him. The man’s cock pumped
in and out of Laurent’s ass, like a piston flailing away inside its
tight-fitting cylindrical enclosure.


“Oh, this just gets better every time!” Zizi vowed.
“That ass! So tight and hot! So good to fuck! I love it.”


“I love it, too. I love having your big dick shoved up
in there, reaming me out.” Laurent tossed his head from side to side on the
bed, lost in his own physical responses. He forgot he was being paid to provide
his partner with sexual satisfaction. Caught up in sheer lust, he was enjoying
himself every bit as much as Zizi was. He squeezed his anal muscles
desperately, determined to keep Zizi’s prick trapped inside him. “Fuck me!” he
yelled.


“I am fucking you, stud,” Zizi pointed out.


“Yeah—and it’s so good, so damn good! But let’s try
something different.”


“Such as?”


“Long-dick me. Like this.” Cautiously, Laurent began
to move, pulling his butt away from his fucker’s groin, allowing Zizi’s
impetuous prong to slide partway out of his hole. When only the pulsating,
mushroom-shaped glans was still inside him, keeping his sphincter stretched
open, Laurent slammed himself blindly back down upon the entire length of the
shaft, impaling himself upon it completely. “Like that,” he begged. “Oh, God,
fuck me like that!”


“You stud slut,” Zizi groaned. He humped Laurent in
the way the handsome whore demanded. Laurent’s animalistic moans, combined with
his fucker’s equally bestial grunts, filled the bedroom. Both men sped up their
movements, pounding their bodies together, caught up in a mutual sexual
insanity.


Zizi spat onto his hand and he brought it down to
smear the slippery wetness over the surface of Laurent’s neglected, steely-hard
cock. Tightening his fist around the prick, he began to jerk it, roughly. With
the friction minimalized by the saliva, he massaged the meaty erection, edging
its lust-crazed owner, bringing Laurent repeatedly to the brink of orgasm, only
to deny him that ultimate satisfaction, guaranteeing that Laurent’s frenzied
arousal matched his own desperate need to unload.


“Come—oh, let me come!” Laurent pleaded.


“When I damn well want you to.”


“Uh, whatever you do, don’t stop pounding my ass.”


“Can’t stop now—not even if I want to—I’m so damn
hard, so hot—!”


“Fuck—my—ass!”


“Take—my—dick!”


Laurent was perspiring heavily. Taking an active part
in the fucking, as opposed to simply lying there passively and allowing his
hole to be used, was hard work! The hot, salty sweat of sexual exertion ran down
his big pecs and over his taut abdominal muscles. But Zizi’s flesh was just as
flushed, hot and steamy, as though he was suffering from a fever. The two men
had joined their bodies to form a perfectly coordinated fucking mechanism,
breathing hard together, their limbs tightly intertwined, their bodies pumping
together—their movements not random, though, but deliberately calculated to
prolong and enhance their mutual pleasure.


Zizi’s fist, filled with hard male flesh, worked
rapidly up and down around Laurent’s turgid cock, jerking it mercilessly,
coaxing and teasing it toward climax, mutely demanding that it surrender its
charge of rich male cream. Laurent couldn’t resist. His need, exacerbated by
the stimulation, was too great.


 “I’m there,” he moaned, tossing his head from side to
side. “You’re doing it to me. I’m coming!”


Zizi tightened his grip on the escort’s painfully
distended penis, stroking it even more roughly. His own climax was building up
deep within him, his hot semen boiling in his balls, ready to squirt up through
the core of his burning cock and break free into Laurent’s steaming bowel. With
one long, hard, final thrust of his hips, he buried his manhood all the way up
the spasming anus of his stud-for-hire. Embedded there, his penis erupted,
spewing out its load of hot lava.


“Ah! Yeah! I can feel it, man—shooting right into me,
so wet, so hot!” Laurent gloated.


“Take it, I’m coming in your hot ass! Take it, all my
cum!”


“I want it, give it to me—!”


Breaking off into a muffled cry of pure animal
passion, Laurent began to ejaculate. As he did so, he could feel Zizi still depositing
his own load of wet sperm deep inside his convulsing body. They were coming
together, simultaneously, one man’s helpless outpouring matching the other’s. Feeling
Zizi spurt inside him only added to Laurent’s climactic excitement. He seemed
to come more forcefully and in greater quantity than usual, his dick, still
clasped inside Zizi’s milking fist, spitting out streams of thick, creamy fluid
onto the other man’s chest and belly. Some jets flew higher, to spatter against
Zizi’s cheek and chin. 


By the time he’d finished ejaculating, Laurent felt as
though he was drained of every drop of semen his body possessed. Coming back to
reality, he remembered that this was a commercial transaction. But he had no
doubt that he’d once again, as he always did, satisfied his john—totally, to
the best of his ability. Zizi looked spent, too, exhausted—but the look on his
flushed, sweaty face was one of pure sexual delight.


After a moment, Laurent roused himself, leaning
forward and pressing his chest against the gooey wetness of his own seminal
discharge. He kissed Zizi hard and passionately on the mouth. The other man
pulled him closer, and they kissed for a long time, their bodies glued together
by the slowly drying patches of pungent-smelling cum.


“Come on,” Zizi murmured. “We’d better go get cleaned
up. We can shower together. And then we’d better get some sleep. I know I need
my rest—if I’m going to do this again, in the morning.”


Laurent smiled. “Before or after breakfast?”


“Before. Can’t think of a better way to work up an
appetite.” 


 


            
















Chapter Two: The Best Escort in the South of France


 


Laurent’s website had a section on it, in which his
clients could write reviews of his performances, for other, prospective
customers to read.


Laurent intended, of course, to delete any negative
reviews. But in fact this never proved to be necessary. Overwhelmingly, without
exception, the assessments were positive, indeed enthusiastic. They couldn’t
have been better had Laurent written them himself!


Absolutely, positively, the best escort in
the whole south of France, one john had declared, fervently. Laurent
is amazing! Such a stud! But also a genuinely nice guy. So warm, friendly, and
loving. I will definitely hire him again. He’s the best! Don’t settle for less.


After reading that, Laurent made a mental note to
himself, reminding himself to send that john an e-mail, thanking him for that
warm, unsolicited testimonial. It never hurt to stay in contact with the
clients. Many of them became repeat customers. Or, via word of mouth, they told
their friends about the classy hustler whose services they’d enjoyed. And that
expanded Laurent’s clientele.


Laurent was an internationally famous escort—a male
whore, a male courtesan, if one preferred that terminology. Having been born
and grown up in poverty in a slum neighborhood of Marseille, he now lived in
some style, nearby, in Nice. 


He’d just turned thirty, a few months ago.


He’d become sexually active as an adolescent, but he’d
begun prostituting himself, seriously, when he was eighteen. So, he’d now been
a pro for twelve years. He was as streetwise, hardened, and cynical as they
came. He took good care, though, not to let this toughness show on his outside.
He could still market himself as the unspoiled young ingenue, which was a
tremendous asset in his line of work.


He was the black sheep of his working-class family.
They hadn’t exactly disowned him, but they despaired of him. Laurent was the
bad boy, back home in Marseille—the former neighbor who was pointed out and
talked about as an example of what happened when a young man from a good family
went astray. The problem with this prim, judgmental tactic was that, to all
outward appearances, Laurent looked as though he’d done damn well for himself!
He seemed downright enviable, in fact! Young gay men, especially those from
poor families, tended to be more tolerant. Far from seeing Laurent as an
example of what not to do, they wanted to be just like him.


His life, to an outsider, probably seemed glamorous
and envious.


He didn’t really work for a living, at least not at a
conventional job. When he had to list his occupation on a form, he invariably
described it as “actor/model.” He did work sometimes as a model—posing
nude for physique photographers, or skimpily clad, in workout attire, as a
“fitness model.” He also acted—in gay porno videos. Several times a year, he
took the train north to Paris, to perform in a gay video produced by a studio
there. He didn’t have an exclusive contract with that studio, so he was free to
accept porn work elsewhere. He’d traveled to London twice to work for a porn
studio there, and also once to Berlin, twice to Hamburg, and once to Prague. These
had been interesting experiences. The different studios had different styles
and ways of doing business, and Laurent had been partnered with a number of hot
men. He didn’t always have a language in common with them, but body language,
during sex acts captured on video, had proven to be eloquent enough. 


With such a small filmography, he wasn’t yet exactly
an internationally famous (or rather, notorious) porn star, but he’d racked up
those credits, which had their value. He was good at sucking and fucking on
film, which some guys, no matter how attractive they were, weren’t, and as a
result he kept receiving offers to work in the sex industry. And, as a result
of his porn work, he’d been invited to travel to some cities in France,
England, and Germany, to perform in gay bars—as a stripper. The truth was, he
never had to dance much. Just his going out in front of an audience of drunken
gay men, and showing them his naked body, his bare ass and his stiff dick—that
invariably aroused the crowd’s enthusiasm, and earned Laurent his fee.


But the porn work was really just a calling card. Most
porn performers ended up escorting, sooner or later. They were paid a modest
one-time flat fee for appearing in a video, but the videos were ongoing free
advertising for them. Clients could see what they looked like, how well they
were built and hung, what they were willing to do sexually, how they performed
during various acts. The johns could then pick and choose. All an escort really
needed was an internet website, on which to advertise his availability to an
international audience. His fans, who’d seen him doing the porn, would throng
to hire him, and he’d start raking in the cash. The only limitation was his
physical and sexual stamina.


Johns frequently wanted Laurent to travel, to come to
them—all expenses paid, of course. As a result, Laurent’s passport was filled
with stamps. He’d been not only all over Europe—but to the United States,
Canada, and South America, as well. Even to Japan—and Australia. One Saudi
Arabian prince had paid him to spend a week with him. That had been a surreal
experience—housed in the prince’s palace, at his sexual beck and call, Laurent
had been treated as though he was royalty, himself. And he’d been lavishly
compensated.


In the course of these many travels, Laurent had
learned one thing. Namely, that horny gay men, no matter what their
nationality, ethnicity, or culture, were essentially the same, all over the
world. They all wanted the same thing—and they were willing to pay for it.
Cock! Cock, first and foremost, and then, secondarily, mouth, and ass! Those
were the common denominators.


Not every hustling gig was a glamorous one, though.
Back home in Nice, Laurent was surprised by how many of his clients were quite
ordinary, working-class men, who—judging from the way they dressed and
talked—could barely afford his services, without compromising their monthly
budgets. Apparently they saved their money and then splurged by hiring him, the
way they might treat themselves to some other occasional extravagance.


People who were in the know, aware of how the
international escort world worked, assumed that Laurent was raking in money,
hand over fist. He was, but still—!


He had his expenses—and, unfortunately, because he
didn’t declare most of his income when he did his tax returns, he couldn’t list
them as business expenses!


First and foremost, there was his website, which he’d
paid to have custom-made to look especially good, and which he had to pay a fee
each month to maintain. But the expenditure was well worth it. The website
contained alluring photos of Laurent, both clothed and nude, the nude shots
displaying his cheeky ass and his awesome-looking cock in all its stiff glory.
There was a blog, complete with more, candid photos, in which Laurent kept his
many admirers informed about his travels and his other activities, although he
was careful about not revealing the names or any other details about those of his
johns who hosted him on his travels. There was a calendar, showing which dates
each month Laurent was available. Prospective clients could click on a date to
reserve his services. Of course, they were expected to pay ahead of time, via
credit card. And there were no refunds, in case they ended up having to cancel!


Of course, most men wanted to contact and interact
with Laurent, not just book him. They’d talk to him in the phone, or chat with
him or Skype him on the internet, ahead of meeting up with him. Schmoozing the
johns, stringing them along, was a vital part of the job, and Laurent was good
at it.


Laurent had more prospective clients than he could
handle. So he’d enlisted the services of no fewer than four other young studs
who lived in the south of France, as his backups. These guys had their photos
and descriptive information listed on Laurent’s s website, too. They handled
his overflow—the clients whom Laurent couldn’t take care of, himself. Laurent’s
fellow hustlers were also available to join him whenever a john wanted a
threesome, or a group sex scene.


Laurent collected the money from the johns, upfront,
and he gave his subordinates their cuts, afterward. Cash tips provided by the
johns were of course the stud-for-hires to keep.


Laurent supposed this made him a pimp—a whoremaster.
The labels didn’t bother him. Business was good. The guys who worked for him
had no complaints. Without the expense of having their own websites, and with
the convenience of having their appointments booked for them, they were doing a
steady business. Laurent was already well on his way to running the most
prestigious, profitable escort service in the south of France.


Laurent turned a healthy profit, each month, despite
his routine expenses.


Hs apartment in Nice was small, but it was located in
a respectable neighborhood of the city, where clients wouldn’t hesitate to go
for in-calls. As a result, the rent wasn’t exactly cheap. Laurent’s tastes were
simple, but he decorated the place comfortably and elegantly, especially the
bedroom, where he conducted business. He hired a cleaning woman who came in
twice a week and who kept the apartment immaculately clean. As a male
prostitute, Laurent found himself laundering bedsheets and towels himself, several
times a week. It seemed that he no sooner changed the bed linens before they
ended up saturated with sweat and cum, again!


He not only belonged to a gym in Nice, where he worked
out religiously—he availed himself of the services of one of the gym’s personal
trainers, who helped to keep him focused and motivated. Laurent’s physique was
his fortune, after all. He couldn’t afford to slack off. His big hard shoulders
and pecs, his bulging biceps, his chiseled abs, his firm glutes, his sturdily
muscled thighs and calves—they were assets, just as much as his handsome face
and big uncut cock, which he owed to genetics, not to weight training.


He needed nice clothes and accessories, including
jewelry, to make the right impression when clients took him out in public on
dates, or wanted him to travel to or with them. In his limited leisure time, no
doubt by way of compensation, Laurent tended to dress casually to the point of
slovenliness, in favorite worn-out old clothes.


He had to be scrupulously careful about his health,
and he scheduled regular checkups with his doctor.


There was also the possibility, however remote, that
he might someday need the services of a shrewd lawyer.


The current laws in France regarding prostitution were
a bit illogical, even contradictory. It was a legal for a man or woman to be a
prostitute and sell sex. What was illegal was soliciting in public, or
operating a brothel. Also illegal was procuring—i.e., arranging for one person
to sell sex to another. Actually paying for sex was also a criminal offense,
technically, punishable by a fine.


This meant that Laurent was perfectly free to sell
himself, but he could be prosecuted for setting up dates for the guys who
worked for him. And a man such as Zizi could, theoretically, be made to pay a
fine for hiring Laurent’s sexual services. None of it made much sense, and an escort
like Laurent, who operated discreetly, had little to worry about in reality. He
was careful to include on his website, for example, a disclaimer to the effect
that all he and his coworkers were offering was “companionship,” not sex. He
and his customers knew that this was far from being the case, but the language
was there, as a safeguard.


It was tough enough being a whore. You had to be an
amateur lawyer, as well!


Laurent’s one luxury was his motor vehicle. He owned a
sports car, an old Peugeot convertible coupe, which was his pride and joy. The
body could use some work, indeed restoration, and Laurent was saving his money
in order to take care of that soon. But, mechanically, the car was sound,
indeed impeccable, thanks to regular tune-ups and maintenance which a skilled
mechanic in Nice performed for Laurent.


All this cost money, though, biting into Laurent’s
profits. Still, he made money. Not only did his bank accounts continue to
grow—he was able to invest some of his money.


The real downside of being a full-time male prostitute
was the fact that he had virtually no social life, except for that provided by
those johns who wanted to take him out on dates in public, showing Laurent off,
preferably to their friends, to incite their envy. Laurent often went for
months at a time, having sex virtually every night—and, often, during the
daytime hours, as well!—but without ever hooking up with another guy by his own
choice, for free, just for recreational sex. It was all business. He was on
call. He reported to his johns, and, scrupulously, he delivered the services
they demanded. He was a robot—a sex machine. Switched on and off, like any
other appliance.


Things had gotten to the point where, on his website’s
appointment calendar, Laurent routinely went in and blocked off a couple of
days each month, on which he wouldn’t be available. This would be his down
time, during which he could just relax and be himself. Even so, he’d sometimes
make an exception, when one of his regulars contacted him and wanted to see him
during his scheduled time off. Money was money, after all, and a wise whore
never turned it down.


Laurent often thought about the future.


No matter how attractive, well-built, well-hung, and
sexually versatile a male whore was, time and the ageing process were his
enemies, not his friends. There’d always be some ambitious, amoral young stud
who was not only younger but fresher, with the advantage of being a new face
and body and cock, who’d come along, demanding his share of the action. Laurent
in fact knew some well-preserved, well-established fellow escorts who were
still active and in demand, in their forties and even in their fifties.
Somehow, they’d made a lifelong career of hustling. They’d managed gracefully
to manage the transition from sweet, innocent young twink to hot, butch mature
muscle stud, and then to hot daddy or hot furry bear status. All the while,
carrying a loyal paying clientele along with them. Good for them! But Laurent
couldn’t see himself turning tricks when he was in his late forties, no matter
how well he managed to hold up by then.


His plan was to live as frugally as possible, go on
saving and investing his money, and accumulate enough of a pile which would
enable him to retire gracefully, while he was still reasonably hot.


And then,
he told himself, rather cynically, I’ll probably start playing the other
side of this game. Making a fool of myself over some young hustler. Falling in
love with him. Keeping him. Letting him take advantage of me. Aw, shit! But
what the hell? I suppose there are worse fates. If I’m going to turn into a
dirty old man, at least, dear God, let me be the kind of dirty old man who can
still get it up, keep it up, and put it to good use!


But, to him, when he was in his less pessimistic
moods, old age and retirement still seemed to be a long way off. Meanwhile, he
was enjoying himself, with a feckless young lustiness. He was young. He was
sexy. He was desired. He lived in the beautiful south of France. Life was good.


 
















 


Chapter Three: Shower of Pleasure


 


Laurent disliked Monte Carlo. It was undeniably
beautiful, and immaculately clean. Underneath the glamor, though, there was a
certain unreality. The principality seemed like an artificial environment, almost
like a theme park. You couldn’t walk anywhere outdoors without being tracked by
security cameras, which admittedly made crime virtually nonexistent, but which added
to the impression of being one of many actors on a stage set.


Still, wealthy tourists swarmed to the place, and Laurent
often did business there.


On this occasion, he’d driven the twenty-three
kilometers from Nice to Monte Carlo, a trip which took a little over half an
hour, to hook up with a john who was there in Monaco on business, but who
planned to work some pleasure into his schedule, too. The client’s name was Gaston.
He was a Parisian, who’d booked Laurent well in advance of his trip south. In
anticipation of their hookup, he and Laurent had communicated several times,
talking casually, and as a result Laurent felt quite comfortable with the other
man. It wasn’t like being hired via his website by some guy with no personal
contact, and walking into the rendezvous with him “cold,” not knowing what to
expect. Laurent had done that, lots of time, and he knew how to handle himself
in such situations. Still, he preferred to know ahead of time whom he’d be
dealing with.


Gaston, as johns went, was unusually open and candid.
He had even sent Laurent his photo. Assuming it was a current photo, Gaston was
in his mid-thirties, and a very attractive man, with what Laurent recognized as
an obviously weight-trained physique. Laurent knew the type. A successful young
business executive, probably with a high-pressure job, who couldn’t waste his
free time in trying to find a compatible boyfriend. Instead, relying upon
hustlers kept the man satisfied. Impersonal hookups—hot sex, but fleeting
encounters. Well, after all, that was Laurent’s stock in trade. He anticipated
that’d he enjoy having sex with this guy.


Gaston had been frank about what he wanted.


“After a day of business meetings—and they always drag
on into the early evening—all I want to do is go back to my hotel room, unwind
over a couple of bottles of wine, and fuck my brains out with a good-looking
guy,” he’d admitted to Laurent, during one of their conversations.


“That sounds good to me,” Laurent agreed.


“Pure sex.”


“Or impure sex?” Laurent suggested.


“Better yet.”


Gaston had pre-paid for four hours of Laurent’s
company, and he made it clear that this wasn’t going to be a quasi-romantic
date. They wouldn’t leave Gaston’s hotel room. There, behind closed doors, the
Parisian businessman hoped to enjoy nonstop sex. With a stud on hand to provide
him with an unflagging erection to play with!


“Think you’re up to it?” he asked.


“I can assure you I am,” Laurent said. “Not
boasting—just stating a fact.”


Gaston chuckled. “I’m going to hold you to that.
You’ve got a sense of humor. I like that. I like you, Laurent. Can’t
wait to meet you in person.”


“Same here.”


On the day of the appointment, the two men exchanged
text messages. Gaston confirmed that he’d arrived in Monte Carlo, as scheduled,
and Laurent replied, saying that he was on his way.


Laurent took care to arrive in the principality early,
which allowed him to cope with one of Monte Carlo’s annoyances—the difficulty
of finding a parking spot which wasn’t exorbitantly expensive. 


Laurent got lucky. He found a parking lot which not
only had vacant spaces, but which didn’t require a driver to sell his soul in
exchange for leaving his vehicle there for a few hours.


The sun was setting. With an hour to kill before his
rendezvous, Laurent had a coffee in a café near Gaston’s hotel. Sipping the
brew, he people-watched.


Gaston was staying in one of the city’s finest hotels,
located on the Avenue Princesse Grace. Presumably, on this business trip, his
company was paying his expenses. If so, they weren’t stinting. 


After finishing his coffee, Laurent took a leisurely
stroll to the hotel, timing his arrival so that he was ten minutes early.
Customers, understandably enough, disliked it when a high-priced whore was late
for an assignation. Laurent was scrupulous about such things. On the very rare
occasions when, through no fault of his own, he was running late, he always
phoned the client to advise him of the fact, and when he did report for duty,
he stayed late with the man, at no extra charge, to make up for the delay.


Gaston had given Laurent his room number, and he’d told
him to come directly up to the room. Casually but expensively dressed, immaculately
groomed, Laurent could have passed for one of the hotel’s guests, or a guest’s
friend. None of the hotel’s employees, including the security guards, gave him
more than a passing glance. As a handsome, debonair young man, Laurent fit
right in. Entering the lobby, riding up in the elevator, and finding the room
down a long, quiet hallway, consumed five minutes. And so, five minutes before
he was expected, Laurent tapped lightly on the door.


Gaston opened it at once. He was wearing only a
bathrobe, a particularly luxurious affair, silk with a bold abstract geometric
pattern in gold, red, green, and black, against an orange background. He’d
evidently just showered. His hair, still damp, was tousled, falling uncombed
around his head and down over his forehead, where it got into his eyes—giving
his still-youthful features a boyish look. He’d been careless about tying the
sash of the robe, which gaped open in front above and below the sash, exposing
part of his chest and stomach, the insides of his thighs, and also providing an
indiscreet glimpse of his genitalia.


“My God,” Gaston exclaimed, at the sight of Laurent,
standing there in the hallway. “You’re even more beautiful than in the photos
on your website.”


“Thank you.”


“Come in, come in! Oh, I’m so glad to see you—to have
you here. What a day I’ve had! A long one—I thought it’d never end. Now,
finally, I can relax. I just got out of the shower. I’m having my wine. I
always treat myself to some, after work. You’ll join me, won’t you?”


“Yes, please.”


During these brief exchanges, Laurent had entered the
room, and taken a quick, casual look around it. It was capacious, with the bed
placed well away from the door, but near the windows. The drapes were drawn
across these windows, blocking out what was no doubt a good view. Plush
wall-to-wall carpeting was underfoot. The bed was turned down. It was flanked
by a pair of nightstands, each of which had a small shaded table lamp set on it.
Lit, the lamps supplied the only illumination in the room—a soft, soothing,
seductive glow thrown over the bed, leaving the rest of the space in shadows. 


On one of the nightstands there was prominently
displayed a large, brand-new tube of sex lubricant. Gaston may not have ever
been a Boy Scout, but like a lot of gay men, he obviously believed in being
prepared.


Between the door and the bed there were a small table
and two armchairs. The table held two bottles of wine, one of them open and
half full, the other one still corked, along with a corkscrew, and two
deep-bowled stemmed wineglasses, one empty, the other containing a residue of
purplish-red liquid, which gleamed in the dim light.


Gaston, Laurent could tell, was a bit wired—worked up,
in need of unwinding. And he was obviously in a mood to talk. He kept up a
stream of chatter as he poured wine into the other glass, and then handed it to
his visitor—whom, with a gesture, he invited to sit in one of the armchairs.


“This is a really good, robust, full-bodied burgundy.
I always like a good burgundy. I didn’t care for the wine we had with dinner. It
was a bit dull. That was another business meeting, over dinner, of course. The
restaurant was nice. Good food, but terribly overpriced, like everything here
in Monte Carlo. But what the hell? I wasn’t paying. Which reminds me. Have you
eaten? Are you hungry? I can have room service send up something, anything you
want.”


“No, thanks. Don’t bother. I had a late lunch. And,” Laurent
added, suggestively, “I find that I work better on an empty stomach. I’ll just
sit here for a moment and enjoy this excellent wine, if that’s all right. If
you’re not in a hurry to get started.”


Gaston laughed. “The more I look at you, the more I
can’t wait to get started! And to keep going, for that matter! But, no—there’s
no rush. Relax. Drink up. Enjoy it.”


Seated opposite Laurent at the little table, with his
legs spread and his bare feet pressed into the soft carpeting—a pose which
widened the gap in the front of his bathrobe and exposed his crotch even more
blatantly—Gaston cheerfully guzzled his wine, while Laurent sipped his more
cautiously.


Laurent was used to having johns wanting him to drink
or do drugs with them. He didn’t like to get wasted when he was turning a
trick, if only because it might impede his performance. But there were ways to
seem to play along, to pace himself and remain comparatively sober, no matter
how much, or how recklessly, his client indulged.


They made small talk. During the course of the
conversation, Gaston matter-of-factly nudged his chair closer to Laurent’s, so
that he could lean forward and rest his hand familiarly upon the male
prostitute’s knee. Smiling, Laurent did nothing to discourage him.


“Feeling better? Less tense?” Laurent inquired.


“Fuck, yes! Thanks to you. You’re just what I need,
after the day I’ve had. I feel nice and relaxed, now. Mellowed out. Although,” Gaston
added, coquettishly, “maybe I’m still kind of tense in one part of my
body.” He was referring, of course, to his groin area. Through the gap in Gaston’s
gaudy silk bathrobe, Laurent could see the guy’s penis, large and
uncircumcised, rising up in semi-erection, poking his way free from the token
confinement of the flimsy fabric. The glans was emerging from its sheath of
foreskin. Below the root of the burgeoning hard-on, Gaston’s balls were
swelling, drawing up snugly against his perineum muscle.


“So I see,” Laurent said, making no effort to hide the
fact that he was looking directly at his client’s priapic display.


“But you’re getting hard, too, aren’t you?” Gaston
pointed out.


“Yeah. Must be a side effect of the wine,” Laurent
quipped. “It’s going straight to my head. To my heads, rather. Both of them!”


Gaston giggled. He, too, was checking out his
companion’s crotch. He watched as the bulge in Laurent’s tailored linen slacks
grew visibly larger. Laurent’s cock was stiffening, and it was poking its head
down inside one of his pants legs. The escort’s photos, on his website, had
included shots which showed him not only nude, but fully and proudly erect.
Now, Gaston had evidence that those images hadn’t been photoshopped or
otherwise enhanced. Laurent was the real thing—a truly well-hung stud! And Gaston
was a sensual, self-indulgent man who was ready and willing to pay for his
pleasures, to treat himself to the best. He always insisted that the escorts he
hired be not only good-looking and companionable, but exceptionally big-dicked.
He preferred phallic freaks!


His hand slid upward, from Laurent’s knee along his
thigh, toward his groin. His fingertips just nudged the bulge which the
escort’s genitals made inside the crotch of his trousers.


“Maybe,” Gaston suggested, in a whisper, “you’d better
take that thing out and give it some air. It might suffocate!”


“Yes, maybe I’d better,” Laurent agreed.


But then Laurent couldn’t say anything further,
because his lips were now covered by his john’s soft, sensual, demanding mouth.
It was quite an impassioned kiss, as though the two of them were long-term
lovers, not just an escort servicing a client. Laurent preferred it that way.
Whenever a customer was halfway decent, he didn’t like the sex to be
businesslike, brusque, and impersonal. There was no reason why, just because
some money had already changed hands, these transactions couldn’t be warm and
personal, and pleasurable for both parties. 


Warmly, enthusiastically, Laurent returned the
wine-flavored kiss.


Gaston’s hand cupped itself possessively around the
thick bulge of Laurent’s fabric-covered cock. His fingers expertly explored the
hidden treasure, gauging its size and potency. He felt a surge of delight rush
through his body. The escort’s prick was enormous. Those nude photos on his
website not only hadn’t been photoshopped—if anything, they didn’t do the stud
justice! Just touching the massive male organ through Laurent’s trousers and
undershorts made Gaston feel as though he was on the verge of ejaculating. He
speculated, lewdly, about how it would feel to take that phallic monster in his
mouth and down his throat, and up his ass. He stifled a groan of anticipation.
He knew he wouldn’t have to content himself with mere speculation. Laurent was
bought and paid for, there to service him, in any way Gaston chose.


“We both have too many clothes on,” Gaston complained.


“Yes—” Laurent agreed.


“We’d better strip down, before we die from
heatstroke,” Gaston joked.


“Can’t risk that.”


Quickly, both men undressed—a quick process for
Gaston, as he shrugged off his robe, and a slightly slower one for Laurent, who
had more clothes to remove. In fact, with the air conditioning on full blast,
the hotel room was on the chilly side, and Laurent repressed a shiver when he
felt gooseflesh prickling his exposed skin. 


Gaston had what was needed to warm them up, though.
Lying beside Laurent on the bed and pressing their nude bodies together, he
wrapped his arms around Laurent and held him close. Their lips met again, in
deep, searching kiss. Gaston’s tongue probed at Laurent’s closed mouth, which
opened in welcome. The tip of Gaston’s tongue swept across the escort’s
straight white teeth and slithered about, tickling the interior of his mouth,
pushing against Laurent’s own tongue.


Opening his lips wide and pressing them against Gaston’s,
Laurent swallowed and sucked on the man’s wildly writhing tongue, as though
trying to capture and restrain it. The two naked men kissed furiously, rubbing
their bodies restlessly together, each acutely aware of the tension in the
other’s cock.


Finally, with a gasp, Gaston broke the kiss.


“You are so fucking hot,” he said.


“So are you,” Laurent replied.


“Lie back,” Gaston urged. “I want to suck your cock.”


“Go right ahead,” Laurent invited his john.


“Uh, not sure I can fit it all in my mouth—!” Gaston
protested.


But he underestimated himself. His oral skill extended
to taking all of the escort’s impressive endowment inside his mouth, and
working on it with passionate conviction.


“That’s right, dude. Suck! Oh, suck!” Laurent gasped.
“Yeah, suck my cock!”


Gaston took his time with the blow job, teasing
Laurent, edging him, coaxing him repeatedly toward the brink of orgasm, only to
ease off and reduce the tormenting pressure and friction of his lips. When he
sensed that Laurent was perilously close to coming, Gaston stopped sucking
altogether.


“Fuck me,” Gaston urged, gasping for breath.


“Sure,” an equally aroused and breathless Laurent
agreed.


“Not here. In the shower.”


Without asking any questions, Laurent followed Gaston
into the hotel room’s bathroom.


It was a large, luxurious bathroom, noteworthy above
all for the exceptionally spacious shower stall. The walls and floor of the
stall were covered with blue-and-white tiles, each of which depicted, set
within a medallion, either a dragonfly with spread wings, or a lotus flower
with open petals. There were no fewer than six spray nozzles, each with its own
set of controls, protruding from the walls, positioned so that when all six of
them were engaged, the bather’s body would be hit simultaneously from head to
foot, from a variety of angles.


“I enjoy a wet fuck,” Gaston remarked, as he turned on
the multiple spray heads and adjusted their force and temperature to his
satisfaction. “My wet body rubbing against another guy’s—in a swimming pool, a
hot tub, or in the sea. That’s sexy. This’ll do just fine, though, too. Come
on, join me,” he invited Laurent, who stepped into the roomy stall beside him. Gaston
slid the glass door closed.


“Ah, you really have a beautiful body,” Gaston
murmured. Facing Laurent, he caressed him with both hands, while the shower
soaked both men in warm water. “And your cock—!” The cock in question was once
again fully hard, ready to be put back to work. Laurent’s big, heavy balls
swung freely below his erection, slapping against the insides of his sleekly
muscular thighs, as he allowed Gaston’s wet hands to fondle him. Gaston grasped
and rubbed the cock which he’d just admired. “Do you think you can keep this
thing as hard as it is now?” he inquired, eagerly.


“Oh, yes,” Laurent assured his john, with a
professional’s nonchalance. “Especially with your hand working on me like this.
You’re quite inspirational.”


“I’d like some anal, now, please,” Gaston said, almost
meekly, looking and sounding like a diner ordering a food item from a menu.


“That’s one of my specialties.”


“I remember reading that it is, on your website. And
God knows you’ve got the right equipment for it! I like being reamed out by a
really big cock,” Gaston admitted, heatedly.


Laurent smiled. “What gay man doesn’t?”


“I don’t know about that. I’m sure you’ve had clients
who are into only oral?”


“True. They don’t know what they’re missing.”


“Well, I don’t intend to miss out on anything,
tonight!” Gaston shut off the showerheads. Water dripped down both men’s
bodies. Then, turning his back to Laurent, Gaston brazenly pushed his behind
back into Laurent’s groin, so that the escort’s hard-on jabbed at his buttocks
and skated over them. “Give it to me. Don’t hold back. Take my ass and use it.
Give me a good, hard fucking.”


“Don’t you want any lube?” Laurent asked. “We can use
the soap.”


“No. Not necessary. I like it rough, with plenty of
friction. And I’m good and relaxed after all that drinking, so you shouldn’t
have any trouble sliding right into my hole,” Gaston promised, excitedly. He
bent over and presented his backside to Laurent, offering his enticing asshole
to the other man. “I’m ready,” he gasped. “Get in there, whenever you’re ready,
too. Fuck me!”


Laurent’s cock twitched and pulsed with wanton
anticipation at the sight of the waiting pucker. The other guy’s butt cheeks
were firmly muscled, split by a deep narrow cleft, in the middle of which the
deceptively tiny and delicate-looking anal opening was surrounded by fine
hairs. While Laurent admired the fuckhole, it flexed, as though winking at him
seductively and urging him to take possession of it.


He moved in closer behind Gaston and pressed the blunt
tip of his raging prick against the sphincter. Then he pushed forward, gently
at first. His bulbous cockhead slipped easily inside the moist, soft hole,
readily accepted by Gaston’s obviously experienced anal defenses, which instantly
let down their guard and welcomed the phallic invader. Encouraged, Laurent
pressed forward more forcefully, and suddenly his entire shaft was sunk inside Gaston’s
anus and his big balls nudged up against Gaston’s perineum muscle and his own
dangling scrotum. Reaching around the other guy’s body, Laurent took his
massive cock in his hand, which he closed around it in a firm fist. His thumb
stroked Gaston’s glans and piss slit.


In response, Gaston tightened his anal muscles,
clamping them down around the shaft of Laurent’s throbbing cock, eliciting a
groan of delight from the other man when he felt the constriction. Already
stiff, his dick hardened even more, as though Gaston’s ass was a fleshy cock
ring keeping the blood trapped inside his penis. Laurent could feel the knob of
his prick swell in response to the pressure, keeping him securely lodged inside
that smoldering manhole.


“Oh, yeah, that feels good,” Gaston moaned. “Even
better than I expected!”


“Glad you like it.”


“I think I’m going to love it! Go on. Fuck the
shit out of me now. Oh, baby, give me a good hard ass loving.”


Gaston braced himself by pressing the palms of his
hands against the tiled wall in front of him. Grasping hold of Gaston’s hips to
steady him against the impact of his thrusts, Laurent began to hump him, slowly
at first, but soon with quickening jabs. Gaston had such a hot ass, and it was
working itself so efficiently all around his embedded penis, that Laurent
suspected he wouldn’t be able to last long before he spewed out his hot load
all the way up the other young man’s writhing guts. His fist pumped away
nonstop on Gaston’s huge cock, jacking him off in sync to his fucking, enjoying
playing with the potent fuck tool almost as much as he was getting off on
fucking its owner’s ass. With the fingers of his other hand, he explored down
between their interlocked bodies, fondling and squeezing Gaston’s bulky ball
sac, wringing whimpers of pleasure from his lips.


“Fucked by a big dick!” Gaston exulted. “God, just
what I want! You’re so big. So hard. You’re such a good, rough fuck!”


“Am I doing it the way you like?”


“Stud, you’re doing it exactly the way I like!
Don’t stop. Oh, wreck my ass! Pound my hole. Can’t get enough. Screw me,
motherfucker, screw me!”


“I’m sorry. I may have to come if we keep this up,” Laurent
warned, apologetically.


“Do it! Hell, yeah! Come in my ass!” Gaston begged.


Reassured, Laurent continued the anal pounding.


Abruptly, he felt himself going over the edge. His
relentless in-and-out banging of Gaston’s butt had its inevitable effect, and
he found himself pouring out a hot, wet floodtide of semen far up into the
other guy’s fiercely gripping bowel. He went on shooting, repeatedly, until he
was totally drained of his cum. Then he slumped against Gaston’s broad back,
spent, but he continued to pump his still-agitated prick back and forth inside
that immensely stimulating anus.


“Don’t take it out yet,” Gaston urged.


“Not sure I can come again. Not so soon, anyway.”


“I don’t want you to come. I just like the way your
cock feels in there! And—I’ve got something else in mind, for us to do.”


“What?”


“Piss in my ass,” Gaston demanded, in a voice which
was taut and husky with desire.


“Really?” Laurent asked.


“You bet. I love the way a hot load of piss feels in
there, rinsing out my hole. Ever done it before?”


“Actually, no.”


“Want to give it a try?”


“Sure. But is it even possible? I mean—I can’t usually
piss when I’m hard. And that ass of yours is definitely keeping me hard.”


“Wait. Take your time. Give me a chance to loosen up
around you, and give yourself a chance to go a little soft and relax your
bladder. Unload whenever you’re ready. But do it inside me.”


Breathing hard, the two men remained locked together,
cock in ass. Laurent found it difficult to resist his impulse to thrust, to get
the fucking going again. But he assumed it required a similar exercise of will
power on Gaston’s part, to prevent him from obeying his instinct to squeeze
down around and massage the cock in his ass. 


For a minute or so, Laurent thought he simply couldn’t
do it, that it was impossible for him to urinate unless his dick went
completely soft—in which case, his flaccid penis would probably slip out of Gaston’s
hole. Laurent was about to suggest a compromise, that he piss on Gaston’s
butt instead of inside it, when he suddenly became aware of a familiar gear-shifting
sensation deep within his body. Forcing himself to relax and to take his mind
off sex for a moment, he felt his penis tingle and his piss begin to flow.


“Here it comes,” he warned Gaston. “You asked for
this, and you’re going to get it. Too late to back out now.”


“Who said anything about backing out? I want it. Go
ahead. Fill me with your piss—!”


The words were scarcely out of Gaston’s mouth before
the flow began in earnest, and suddenly Laurent was flooding Gaston’s anus with
his hot urine. 


“Aw, fuck, yeah,” Gaston gloated, when he felt the
liquid rushing into him. “You have no idea how hot this feels!” His cock, still
rigid and still clasped lightly in Laurent’s fist, jerked and pulsed, and,
instinctively, Laurent closed his hand more snugly around the penis and stroked
it. Gaston’s erection seemed to swell to even longer and thicker proportions before
it jettisoned its load of cum, splattering wads of semen all over the tiles of
the shower stall’s wall. “That’s right, pump me dry,” Gaston urged Laurent.
“Come—make me come, make me give up my jizz! And piss! Piss in my hole! Fill
it. Flush it out.”


Obligingly, Laurent worked Gaston’s cock, until he was
sure the guy had no more sperm to give. Meanwhile, he was still urinating
inside the other man’s ass, although his jet of piss had slowed to a trickle.


“Okay, you can pull it out of me, now,” Gaston instructed
him, when he sensed that the flow of urine had ceased.


Laurent withdrew.


“Watch this,” Gaston invited him. Squatting down a
bit, Gaston relaxed his anus. A stream of piss shot free from his sphincter
opening and splashed down onto the floor tiles of the stall, running into the
drain.


“Wow,” Laurent commented. “I’ve never seen anything
like that!”


Gaston turned on the shower again, and this time they
scrubbed themselves with the soap, under a downpour of hot water.


“Coming seems to have sobered me up a little,” Gaston
remarked, with a laugh, while he and Laurent toweled themselves dry on the
hotel’s large, luxurious bath towels. “Unfortunately! Sit down and relax, while
I get something I want to give you. Pour us another drink, will you? There’s no
need for you to rush off. Have one for the road.”


“Thanks, I will.”


With the towel wrapped around his waist, Laurent went
into the main room and seated himself in one of the chairs. He refilled both
wineglasses. Emerging from the bathroom nude, Gaston slipped back into his
bathrobe. He went over to a chest of drawers, slid open one of the drawers, and
rummaged around inside it. Then, with a sheaf of banknotes in his hand, he
joined Laurent.


“Here’s a little extra, for doing such a good job,” Gaston
said.


Laurent took the money. “Thank you very much.”


“Oh, thank you. This was great. I’ll let you know
the next time I’m going to come here. I definitely want to hire you again.”


“I’ll be available.”


“Meanwhile—a good friend of mine is coming here in a
few weeks. I’ll tell him about you.”


“Please do.”


“His name’s Pedro. He’s a Brazilian. He spends a lot
of time in Europe. Quite the cosmopolitan. Speaks not just his native
Portuguese, but French, Spanish, and English, and a little German, too.
He’s very wealthy. He’s an older man—not that I suppose that makes any
difference to you?”


Laurent smiled. “Not at all.”


“Well, in this case it certainly shouldn’t, because
Pedro is very good-looking, and very fit for his age—hell, for a man of any
age. We’ve known each other, been fuck buddies, for years. I know he’ll like
you.”


“Can’t wait to meet him.” Laurent had finished his
wine. “I’d better get dressed,” he suggested.


“Yes,” Gaston said, with a sigh. “It seems a shame to
cover up that body of yours with clothes. But I’m starting to get sleepy.
Between this wine and you, I’m not going to have any trouble getting a good
night’s sleep.”


After dressing, and giving Gaston a goodnight kiss, Laurent
left the room, and the hotel.


He’d been careful not to match Gaston glass of wine
for glass. Still, he’d consumed a fair amount of alcohol, before and after
their intense sex.


The café he’d patronized earlier that evening was
still open. He had another strong black coffee, nursing it, and finally he
decided that he was sober enough to drive safely. Retrieving his car, he drove
back to Nice. It was quite late, well past midnight, before he let himself into
his apartment, undressed, and—gratefully—tumbled nude into his own bed. But
long nights, and late hours, were part of the job.
















 


Chapter Four: Daddy’s Bad Boy


 


This was, as the expression goes, dejà
vu all over again. The same drive to Monaco. The same hotel. Only the room
number was different. The interior of the room, though, was identical to the
one in which Laurent had enjoyed his romp with Gaston, not so long before.


Gaston’s Brazilian friend, Pedro, turned
out to be a distinguished-looking, silvery-haired gentleman in his fifties. He
greeted Laurent warmly, but he kept looking at him rather quizzically.


“How old are you, anyway?” Pedro asked.


“Twenty-five,” Laurent replied, blithely subtracting
five years from his actual age.


“My God.”


“Too old?”


“Too young. You could be my son.”


“Is that necessarily a bad thing?”


“Not at all. On the contrary—I find the thought rather
exciting. The fact is, I have two sons, both about your age. They’re both very
good-looking boys. Would it shock you if I told you I sometimes fantasize about
them—the two of them making love to each other, or the two of them in my bed,
having sex with me?”


“It takes a great deal to shock me, Pedro. A certain
open-mindedness comes with the territory, I suppose. In my line of work—well,
let’s just say men share all sorts of fantasies with me, and sometimes they
want to act them out.”


Pedro chuckled. “Come on, my boy, we can discuss that
over dinner. I’m hungry.”


Pedro had made a reservation of them at one of Monte
Carlo’s finest restaurants. After an appetizer of escargots in garlic sauce,
Laurent had a subtly seasoned steak with carrot, walnut, and dill salad. Pedro
had chosen cumin-roasted salmon with cilantro sauce. They sampled each other’s
entrees, and pronounced them excellent. 


Laurent had let Pedro choose the wine—a Sicilian red,
made from nerello mascalese grapes, grown in the volcanic soil of the foothills
of Mount Etna.


“That should go well with your steak,” Pedro had
suggested.


“But red wine with fish, instead of white—isn’t that
breaking the rules?” Laurent asked, smiling.


Pedro returned his smile. “Lots of rules are made to
be broken. Don’t you agree?”


“Yes—about the wine. And when it comes to other
pleasures.”


They made small talk during the meal. Pedro showed
Laurent photos, on his phone, of his sons.


“They’re very handsome young men,” Laurent said. “And
I can see the resemblance.”


“I imagine them naked, giving each other hand jobs,”
Pedro admitted. “Blow jobs. Sixty-nining, with their virile young bodies jammed
together. Stuffing their hot young dicks down each other’s throats. Fucking
each other up the ass. Yes, I picture them doing things like that.”


“Do you?”


“Bending over and spreading their sweet cheeks, for me
to fuck them. Begging their Daddy to screw them, begging me for more. Those
fantasies—they always ensure me a quick come, and an exceptionally large load
of semen, when I jack off. More effective than Viagra.”


Laurent found Pedro’s obsession with incest just a bit
unnerving. But, as always when he was with a john, he reminded himself that he
was hardly in a position to set the moral bar, or to judge.


“How’s Gaston?” Laurent inquired, to change the
subject.


“The same. Falling in and out of love, as usual. And,
when he’s disappointed in love, as he inevitably is, consoling himself with an
escort or two. Which I don’t mean to sound like an insult, by the way. You
escorts can be very good company, and very consoling, indeed. What would we gay
men do without you? But I don’t make that mistake—of falling in love. At my
age, I’m cynical. Disillusioned.”


“What about falling in and out of lust?”


“Oh, that, my boy,” Pedro declared. “That,
I intend to go on doing until my dying day! Will you help me?”


“I’ll do my best.”


“According to what Gaston’s told me, your best is
quite extraordinary.”


“Attractive men always bring out the best in me.”


“You find me attractive?”


“Of course.”


“For my age?”


“For any age.”


“I like to hear that,” Pedro admitted, “whether it’s
true or not. Ah—if only you were my son! What good times the two of us
could have!”


Returning the hotel, the two men got down to business.
Wasting no time, they were barely inside the room before they stripped and got
onto the bed.


“Now I’m going to act out that incest fantasy of
mine,” Pedro gloated. “Come to Daddy, boy! Ah—you’re so young—so beautiful—so
sweet—so loving!”


After a few preliminary kisses and caresses, Pedro
pushed Laurent down onto the mattress.


“I’m afraid I’m rather old-fashioned,” Pedro said,
apologetically. “I like to start off by sucking the other guy’s cock—while he
just lies there and enjoys it.”


“I suppose I can live with that,” Laurent replied.


“We’ll move on to other things, later,” his john
promised.


“Looking forward to them.”


“Now, you be a good boy, and let Daddy have your
dick.”


“Yes, sir.”


“Do you want your Daddy to suck your cock?” Pedro
asked, lewdly. “Make you feel good?”


“Yes, Daddy, please.”


“I’m going to kiss it and make it feel better—!” Pedro
vowed.


Laurent assumed the classic “I’m just trade, you can
do me, but I don’t reciprocate” pose, lying on the bed with his legs spread and
his hands behind his head, supplementing the pillow with this extra improvised cushioning.
Excited by the sight of the younger man’s beautiful body displayed on the
hotel’s fine sheets, Pedro knelt between Laurent’s legs. Leaning forward, he
nuzzled his face against Laurent’s waiting, rigid penis.


Pedro moved slowly and deliberately, taking the long,
thick cock inch by inch, feeding it between his lips, bringing his tongue into
play to swab the ridge which divided the top of the shaft from the head. He
could taste the steady seepage of pre-cum which escaped from Laurent’s piss
slit, and the masculine flavor of it intoxicated him. He made slow, careful,
teasing oral love to Laurent’s cock, tantalizing him, aware that such
provocative treatment was sure to make the young stud beg for more. Meanwhile,
his warm, searching hands explored the escort’s body, paying especially
attention to the firm round cheeks of Laurent’s ass.


“Oh, you’re so good at that, Daddy,” Laurent moaned.
“So good at sucking my cock!”


Once again, Pedro allowed himself to slide his hands
underneath those taut buttocks. Securing a firm grip on them, he pulled the
escort’s hard-muscled body upward again, seating Laurent’s posterior on his
knees. Bending forward from the waist, craning his neck downward, Pedro resumed
the blow job.


It was all that Laurent could do to keep himself from
crying out in sheer lust. He was already quivering with barely pent-in desire.
He couldn’t remember ever having had, recently, a client who aroused him so
much—Zizi, maybe. He felt the older man’s talented mouth gliding up and down
around the whole length of his cock, which pulsated violently, mutely begging
for relief from the sperm pressure built up in it. Laurent’s erection had never
felt larger. Not only swollen, it burned, as though he’d been bitten in the
penis by a venomous snake! Pedro was worshipping him with his mouth, and his
expert cocksucking had transformed Laurent’s entire body into one
hyperresponsive erogenous zone. 


Down Pedro’s lips swooped around the turgid fuck tool,
taking it all, and the man demonstrated his skill at deep-throating, wrapping
his seemingly elastic throat around Laurent’s manhood and massaging it with an
almost insolent ease. 


How the hell does he do that, without
choking on it? Laurent marveled. Hell, how does he
even breathe?


But then he lost interest in the mechanics of the act
as he surrendered himself to it, mindlessly, unreservedly. Laurent arched his
back, spread his legs wider open, and raised his behind from the bed, blindly
pumping his cock upward into Pedro’s mouth and down his throat, fucking the
man’s face as violently as he’d ever fucked another man’s ass, maddened by lust
and desperately longing to come.


“Suck! Suck! Oh, suck, Daddy! Oh, suck my cock!” Laurent
begged.


By way of reply, Pedro emitted muffled but still
obscene-sounding grunts and gurgles, from around the potent young piston which
was filling his mouth and plugging his throat. Lustily, indefatigably, the
Brazilian sucked. 


Laurent emitted a faint whimper of disappointment when,
after several minutes of nonstop fellating, Pedro suddenly withdrew his
saliva-soaked prick from his mouth.


“That’s enough sucking, as good though it was,” Pedro
said. “I came too damn close to coming! And at my age, there’s usually only one
bullet in the clip. Would you like to do something which would really please
me, my handsome son?”


“Yes. Of course, yes. Anything you wish, anything at
all, Daddy.”


“Will you let me fuck you?”


“I’ve been hoped you’d want to.”


“I want you to sit on my cock and ride it, the way
I’ve seen you ride big cocks in those porn videos of yours,” Pedro specified.
“I know I’m not a young muscle god like some of those studs. But I’m hard as a
rock, as you see, which I suppose is the important thing.”


“It certainly is. I can’t wait to feel your dick
inside me, Daddy, fucking me!”


“Let’s get busy, then, son.”


Pedro grasped Laurent by both of his thighs and pulled
him farther forward, into his lap. His huge erect cock nudged its way up into
the crack between the escort’s buttocks.


“Lube,” Pedro said, succinctly. “We’re going to need
lube.”


He reached toward the nightstand, where a tube of
lubricant was waiting. Hastily but thoroughly slicking up his hard-on with the
slippery gel, he then tossed the tube back onto the nightstand. He took the
thick base of his swollen manhood between his thumb and forefinger, steadying
it, and he aimed it blindly but accurately upward, pressing his glans, with its
foreskin pushed down to bare it, up against Laurent’s anal pucker. 


“Are you ready, you nasty boy?” Pedro panted. “Ready
to be screwed by your dirty, horny Daddy?”


“Aw, hell, yeah! Fuck me, and fuck me hard!” Laurent
demanded.


He pushed downward with his buttocks and he felt the
oversized bulb of Pedro’s lust-swollen cock jab between his ass cheeks, pierce
his hole, and slide inside him. “Ah!” he yelped. “That’s a big goddamn cock!”


“Something tells me you can take it,” Pedro retorted,
cynically. “Remember—I’ve seen you take on bigger ones than mine, in those
videos!”


Laurent summoned his professionalism. He did take it.
He forced his anal defenses to relax, keeping Pedro’s dick lodged firmly inside
his rectum. Then he tensed his anal muscles again—not to resist and try to
repel the phallic invader, but to clamp down on it and massage it.


“Yeah,” Laurent gasped. “Oh, hell, yeah!”


“Are you all right?” the older man asked, the tone of
his voice suggestive not only of concern, but of his strong hope that the reply
would be in the affirmative.


“Yeah, I’m fine! I love it. I love being fucked like
this.”


His client didn’t respond with words, but with
action—which was what Laurent wanted, after all. Pedro held Laurent’s body
closer against his with both hands and he lunged forward, impaling the hustler
fully upon his thick, rigid cock. Laurent let out another cry when the fuck
pole jabbed deep up into his bowel, opening him up, transforming his anus into
an elastic sheath of flesh wrapped snugly around his fucker’s manhood.


Positioning his hands behind Laurent’s neck, Pedro
drew him up into a sitting posture, driving his hard cock even farther up into
the steamy anal canal. 


“I can tell you love it, boy,” he whispered into Laurent’s
ear. “You love having your Daddy’s dick shoved all the way up your ass.”


“You bet I do. I want it all. Fuck me hard!” Laurent
bought his lips to Pedro’s mouth, and the two men kissed again, Pedro’s warm
slick tongue drilling into Laurent’s mouth, so that he felt as though he was
being fucked orally as well as anally.


“Ride me,” Pedro ordered, gruffly. He lay back on the
bed, his hands folded behind his head, his cock still buried at its full length
up inside Laurent’s vulnerable but willingly surrendered body.


On his knees astride the older man, Laurent did as
he’d been told. Moving slowly at first, exercising a bit of caution, to make
sure he could take the big cock without excess discomfort—but also to tease
himself and his fucker—he raised his buttocks, letting all but the knob of the
erection slip free from his hole. After hovering poised for a moment, with his
sphincter stretched by the glans, he sank back down again, recklessly impaling
himself fully upon the rigid phallic spike. He repeated the motion, several
times, speeding up the pace.


But Pedro, although he let out a grunt of pleasure,
wasn’t quite satisfied.


“Faster,” he insisted, grinning up at Laurent with a
satyr-like glee. “Ride me hard and fast. Really fuck yourself on my prick! I
want to see you work so hard you sweat.” He drove his pelvis upward as he
spoke, sending his dick deeper up into Laurent’s burning ass, which accepted
the stroke, and indeed clutched hotly around the bulk of the reaming penis.


Laurent cast off all self-control. Like the whore he
was, he fucked himself on his john’s manhood, using it to stretch and fill and
pummel his ass. His body writhed and twisted in the grip of raw passion. Up and
down he rode, the firm mounds of his buttocks slapping noisily against the tops
of the other man’s thighs. Laurent rotated his hips from side to side,
corkscrewing Pedro’s cock around inside him, forcing the blunt head of the
impaling prick to stab into him from every possible angle. A lewd stream of
obscenities escaped from his slack, drooling lips, and his head was thrown back
in shameless ecstasy. Every muscle in his fine, hard young physique seemed to
tighten up and vibrate. And he was indeed sweating from his exertions, his
flushed flesh wet and dripping the hot, salty perspiration of sex.


“That’s a good boy,” Pedro crooned. “Yes, that’s a
good little whore. Take it. Take the prick that made you, up your sweet ass. I
came in your mother’s pussy, boy, I filled that juicy cunt of hers with my
sperm, and you were the result,” he said, abandoning himself to his incest
fantasy. “Couldn’t wait until you and your brother were old enough for me to
fuck—! Ride me, ride me hard,” he repeated, frantically. “Ride your Daddy’s
dick! Make me feel good, son. Oh, you are. You’re making me feel so good!”


He reached out and tormented Laurent’s nipples,
pinching them, tugging them out and away from his pecs. After enjoying this tit
play, he kept one hand working on the burning nipples, alternating between
them, while his other hand dropped to Laurent’s crotch. He seized the young
stud’s cock in his fist, letting the escort fuck it while he moved up and down
on Pedro’s cock faster and faster.


“Can’t,” a breathless Laurent warned. “Can’t hold it
back—!”


Helplessly, he came. A first jet of hot white sperm
burst free from the wide-open piss slit in the head of his cock, shooting out
in a long wet arc to splatter down onto Pedro’s face. Calmly, the older man
opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, catching the next spurt of semen and
savoring its taste like a connoisseur before he swallowed it. The next two wads
flew right inside his mouth. But then, losing its initial velocity, the rest of
the ejaculated fluid fell short, raining down on Pedro’s chest and belly,
dotting his skin with white puddles.


Laurent’s ejaculation made his anal muscles contract,
sharply and repeatedly—which in turn was all that was needed to send Pedro over
the brink into orgasm.


“Ah, Mother of God! I’m coming!” he roared. His hot
cum rose, boiling, from his overtaxed testicles and shot up through the core of
his cock, to spew like lava into the depths of Laurent’s quaking anus. “Christ!
Coming! Coming so hard!” While Pedro continued to thrash and moan under him, Laurent
went ride on riding him, forcing himself rapidly up and down on the upward
thrust of the man’s phallic piston. He didn’t slow his movements, and then
bring them to a shuddering halt, until he was sure that his greedy asshole had
pumped Pedro’s cock completely dry of its load.


Leaning forward, Laurent planted his lips on Pedro’s
smiling mouth. They kissed for a long time, with the older man’s still-hard
cock still buried all the way up Laurent’s ass.


“That was a great fuck,” Laurent declared.


“It certainly was. Thank you for giving me such
pleasure, my young friend.” Pedro shifted his hips, letting his softening prick
slip easily from the younger guy’s anal grip. “Now, though—I’m afraid our night
has to come to an end. I need my rest. But go and shower, if you want to,
before you leave.”


“I’d better,” Laurent said, ruefully. His ass felt
saturated with cum, and when he got off the bed and stood beside it, he was
surprised that semen didn’t leak from his well-fucked hole and run down his
legs.


In the bathroom, he showered, quickly but thoroughly.
After drying himself, he took a fresh washcloth and towel, wet the washcloth
with warm water and soap in the sink, and returned to the bedroom.


There, Pedro hadn’t moved. Gently, Laurent wiped his
face and torso with the washcloth, cleaning off the residue of his cum. Then he
used the towel to rub the man dry.


“Such personalized treatment,” Pedro murmured,
drowsily. He already seemed to be having trouble keeping his eyes open. “You’re
as good as Gaston said you were. Look in the drawer, here beside the bed.”


Sliding open the drawer of the nightstand, Laurent saw
a piece of the hotel’s stationery, a white business-size envelope.


“Your tip,” Pedro explained.


“Thank you.”


“I’d like to adopt you,” the Brazilian said,
wistfully. “Imagine how hot the sex would be, if you were really, legally, my
son.”


“Well, I’m available,” Laurent quipped. “My parents
wouldn’t mind being rid of me. And I wouldn’t mind having two sexy brothers.
Think of the good times the four of us could have.”


“Ooh, stop!” Pedro pleaded. “Don’t get me horny, don’t
get me started all over again! At my age, I might not be able to handle it.
You’re amazing. I’m so glad Gaston recommended you to me. I’ve enjoyed myself. We’ll
talk again, soon. And get together again. I come here to Monaco often. For
now—can you see yourself out?”


“Of course.” Laurent was accustomed to be dismissed
rather summarily, much of the time. As abandoned as the sex had been, it was
over. Now that Laurent had served his purpose, Pedro, he sensed, wanted to be
left alone. Maybe so he could lie there on the bed and indulge in his fantasy
of screwing his sons.


Laurent got dressed and left, making sure that the
door’s lock snapped shut behind him. An instant later, the crack between the
bottom of the door and the floor went dark, after Pedro turned off the light
inside his room. Laurent paused in the hallway long enough to open the envelope
and count the money it contained. Then, smiling, he strolled toward the
elevator. 
















 


Chapter Five: Fishers of Men


 


Laurent and Michel had been friends, since boyhood.


They’d grown up together, in the same rough
neighborhood in Marseille. When they reached adulthood, though, the two young
men’s paths had diverged. Laurent had relocated to Nice and set himself up as a
successful escort. Michel, on the other hand, had plied his family’s
traditional trade. His people were fisherman, and they had been for several
successive generations, more at home out on the waters of the Mediterranean
than they were on land. Michel owned his own boat, which was his pride and joy,
and which he took out virtually every day—including Sundays, after Mass. On the
other six days of the week, he was out to sea well before dawn, returning at
dusk. Unmarried, he was considered to be “a good catch.” Young local girls and
their mothers vied for his favors, hoping to entice him into the bonds of
matrimony. But Michel resisted them, remaining a confirmed bachelor. His close
friends, and the men with whom he hooked up, knew he was gay. Recently, he’d
come out to his family, which had been surprisingly accepting. Perhaps their
hardscrabble existence had given them a realistic outlook on life.


Laurent had always been well aware why his childhood
buddy showed little or no interest in women. He and Michel had fooled around
together, sexually, and quite without shame, as horny, curious adolescents, and
Laurent knew that Michel, like him, had matured into a man who preferred
same-sex intimate relationships. 


The friends had stayed in regular contact. One day,
when he had no clients scheduled, Laurent drove the two hundred kilometers to
Marseille, and he met his buddy, as they’d arranged, for a leisurely lunch at a
waterfront café. They ate bouillabaisse, the city’s staple comfort food,
accompanied by bread and wine.


Michel had arranged for another man to captain his
boat, during his absence.


“If that fool wrecks it—!” he fretted.


Laurent laughed. “Relax. Have more wine.”


“I’d better. What have you been up to, lately?” Michel
inquired.


“Oh, same old, same old,” Laurent answered, evasively.


Michel laughed. “Still whoring around, are you?”


“Yeah,” Laurent admitted.


“Doesn’t it ever get tired?”


“Not while the men still want me and the money is
still good. And you?”


“Still fishing,” Michel said. “Keeping the markets on
the dock supplied. It’s hard work, but I’m used to it. And now I have two new
men assisting me. They’re young guys. Brothers—Algerians—whose family came here
recently from Tunis. Hard workers. They don’t complain. We work well together.”


“Yeah, good workers are hard to find,” Laurent
remarked, thinking about the other male prostitutes who worked for him.


“You should come out with us sometime,” Michel
suggested. “Like we used to do in the old days. Sail with us. Throw out the
nets. Then sit back and have some lunch and some wine, and soak up the sun,
while we wait. Then haul in the catch. Take it back to port, and sell it.”


“Which is a hell of a lot of hard work, as I recall.
What’d be in it for me?”


“Oh, I’d give you a cut of the day’s profits.”


“No, you guys work too damn hard for your money. I
couldn’t do that. I’d settle for one or two nice, plump fish. For me to take
home, and cook for myself. I could no doubt make a couple of meals from the
fuckers.”


“That’d be acceptable.”


“I’m now tempted to do it. A free boat ride, after all.
Not on a yacht, maybe, but still out on the water.”


“Don’t just be tempted. Go ahead and do it. A day
off—a day on the water, in the sun—it’d do wonders for you.”


“All right. Let me check my calendar. I’ll get back to
you. We’ll do it. Soon!”


And they did.


Laurent spent his next free day with Michel and his
two helpers. It required a real commitment. Driving to Marseille in the dark
this time, Laurent met his friend on the dock in the harbor an hour before
sunrise. 


“And they call me a whore,” Laurent grumbled,
sleepily but good-naturedly, as he stumbled along the wooden planks in the
dark. “No, this is obscene, to be awake at this ungodly hour!”


Michel laughed. “I’ve got coffee ready. Come aboard.”


“Coffee? Thank God.”


“Meet the crew.”


Even though there were no fish loaded on board at the
moment, the wooden-hulled boat was absolutely permeated from stem to stern with
the residual, lingering smell of fish. Laurent didn’t mind the odor. As a
Marseillaise, he was used to it, and it had nostalgic memories for him.


Michel introduced Laurent to his new two-man crew,
whose names were Ammar and Azhar. There was such a marked facial resemblance
between the two brothers that they could have passed for twins. Brown-skinned,
handsome, they smiled at Laurent, dazzling him with the whiteness of their
teeth.


Laurent had come dressed for work, in shorts and a
pullover, with sensible boat shoes, and a sweatshirt in case the air turned
cool. The three fishermen were similarly attired. 


“I’ve brought wine,” Laurent said, indicating the
bottles he’d brought along. “Assuming drinking is still allowed, on board your
boat?”


“Drinking,” Michel retorted, “isn’t just allowed, it’s
required.”


“It didn’t occur to me until now, but aren’t Azhar and
Ammar, um, Muslims?”


“They’re open-minded Muslims. Thoroughly French in
some respects. Including taking a little wine with meals, or as a stimulant,
now and then. Look at it this way. You and I were both brought up as good
Catholic boys, weren’t we, Laurent? But that’s never stopped us from doing a
lot of things which are technically sins.”


The Algerian brothers kept grinning, and Laurent had
the impression that they weren’t quite following the conversation.


Michel confirmed this.


“They barely speak any French, yet, though,” Michel
warned Laurent. “Haven’t lived here long enough. Only a few phrases. I keep
teaching them. And I’ve picked up some Arabic from them. Between that, and with
gestures, we manage to communicate well enough.”


“Good-looking guys who don’t bother you with a lot of
talk,” Laurent said, humorously. “It sounds perfect! And they’re quite a pair
of beauties. Trust you not to hire anyone homely.”


“These Arab boys tend to marry late,” Michel remarked.
“Not until they’ve had a chance to save some money, to set up housekeeping on
their own.”


“Yeah? And you’re telling me this, because—?”


“Because, until they marry, they don’t hesitate to
fool around with each other, to relieve the sexual tension, and prevent getting
some girl pregnant,” Michel explained. “So—if they start acting all flirtatious
with you, don’t think it’s necessarily going to lead anywhere. You’re not going
to be the love of their lives. You’re just going to be another white man
diversion for them.”


“You’re a bit cynical.”


“No, just honest. Aware.”


“Have you been a ‘white man diversion’ for either or
both of them?”


Michel looked uneasy. Guilty as hell, in fact! “Ah—never
you mind.”


“I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’ Fucked both of them,
haven’t you, you horny bastard? Which of them do you prefer?”


“None of your goddamn business!” Michel growled.


“Interesting, that you don’t deny it. That’s honest of
you, I suppose. Bet you liked the taste of that dark meat—just as much as they
got off on that sun-bronzed, not so lily-white body of yours.”


“Don’t be disgusting, Laurent. Don’t be racist.”


“You know me better than that. Racism has nothing to
do with it, except to the extent that I like all men, no matter what color
their skin happens to come in. And so do you, I remember. Which doesn’t prevent
a guy from appreciating a hint of the exotic, now and then. Am I right?”


“Aw, shut up, you whore! Make yourself useful. Cast off
the lines, while I get the engine started.”


“Aye, aye, sir. If I disobey you, captain, will you tie
me to the mast and flog me?”


“Don’t tempt me. Not that flogging the likes of you
would be a punishment. You’d enjoy it!”


“Actually, you’d be surprised how many of my johns are
into a little bondage and S and M. Or a lot of it. For example, just the other
night—”


“The lines,” Michel reminded his new crew member,
firmly, although he laughed. “Save your lurid sex stories for later.”


“Listening to dirty talk is a good way to learn a
foreign language. Ammar and Azhar might expand their French vocabulary before
the day’s over.”


Slowly, cautiously, the boat chugged its way through
the floating maze obstacle course of other vessels crowded together in the
harbor. Once out to sea, it picked up speed. Soon, just as the sun began to
rise, they reached the first fishing area which Michel wanted to try. 


The Algerians shed their shirts and shoes, and, nude
except for shorts, they scampered about the deck, barefoot, performing various
tasks with brisk efficiency. Laurent, who’d been enjoying the voyage, began to
feel guilty for slacking off.


“I’m not on this tub of yours as a passenger,” Laurent
insisted. “Put me to work!”


“Will do,” his buddy Michel retorted. “Be careful what
you wish for! Help me cast these nets.”


This was a fairly complicated process.


“This fishing shit is damn hard work,” Laurent complained.
“Quite apart from the fact that the hours suck.”


“It’s no life for soft guys like you, that’s for
sure,” Michel responded.


“Why do you do it? Oh, I know all about tradition.
Keeping up the family business, and so on. But times do change, my friend, and
we have to change, with them. You should cut your losses. And wake up to
reality. Start thinking about yourself, your future. When are you going to give
up this fishing drudgery, and come work for me?”


“What, as one of the studs in your stable?”


“Sure, why not? You’d be good at it. You’re no pretty
boy. No twink. You’ve got that roughhewn working-class thing going for you. A
lot of my clients like that. And I can’t provide it. I’m too damn much of a
high-class, sophisticated, urban pretty boy,” Laurent boasted, facetiously.


“Yeah, you’re disgustingly perfect—in your own mind!
Anyway, I could never be a whore,” Michel insisted.


“Lots of guys think that way,” Laurent suggested. “But
then, their circumstances change, and they end up changing their minds, accordingly.”


Michel emitted an enigmatic-sounding grunt. Then he
said, “Well, now we can take a break. This is the easy part of the job—waiting
to see what, if anything, ends up in the nets.”


“And what do you guys do while you wait?”


Michel shrugged. “Sunbathe. Play cards.”


“Fuck?”


“It’s been known to happen,” Michel admitted. “While
keeping one eye open, looking for passing boats. God forbid a bunch of swells,
partying on board a yacht, should come close enough to be subjected to the
sight of sodomy.”


Laurent smirked. “Listen, buddy. I’ve been on board
yachts, and I can assure you that all sorts of sex acts take place out on their
decks, too.”


Michel grunted. “Good to know the rich and I have at
least one thing in common. A functioning penis, combined with an inability to
resist temptation.”


By now, the sun was climbing higher in the sky, which
had cast off its black night veil and was once again its vibrant daytime blue.
The air was getting hot. Michel and Laurent also stripped down to their shorts.


“I’m not really doing anything, but I’m sweating,”
Laurent said. “It feels good, though. There is something to be said for
this. Out here on the water—out in the middle of nowhere—under the sun. Free.”


“Free, except for my debts,” Michel replied. “But I’m
glad you’re enjoying yourself.”


“Remember that time, when we were boys, when we wanted
to earn a little pocket money? And we talked those fishermen into taking us on
board, to help them out?”


“Ah—yeah,” Michel said, uneasily.


“They all ended up fucking us,” Laurent reminded his
buddy, gleefully. “Remember, they gave us extra money, afterward, to shut us
up? I guess that was the first time I prostituted myself. Which means you’ve
sold yourself, too, after all, at least once.”


“We were raped.”


“You can’t rape the willing, Michel. And as I recall,
you were very willing.”


“If I toss your whore ass overboard, you’ll have a
long swim back to Marseille.”


“Ooh,” Laurent cooed. “You’re such a big, strong,
frightening man! I just love it when you talk tough to me like that!”


“Bitch,” Michel mumbled.


Laurent snorted with laughter, which attracted the
attention of the Algerian brothers, who, despite the fact that they weren’t in
the joke, cheerfully joined in the laughter at Michel’s expense. Then the two
siblings began a quite animated conversation, between themselves.


“What’re they chattering about?” Laurent asked.


“From what I can make out of it, they’re discussing you,
as a matter of fact. Speculating about what you’re like in bed. Too bad my
Arabic’s still so limited. Ah, the tales I could tell those boys about you—!”


“Well, let’s not keep them in suspense,” Laurent said,
flippantly. “Tell them I’m available—assuming their union contract entitles
them to a break?”


“Yeah, ‘union contract,’ my ass,” Michel scoffed.
“Well—the fish aren’t exactly jumping into the nets yet, from what I can see.
While we’re waiting—” Matter-of-factly, he dropped his shorts, and stood on the
deck, nude. “Sign language is the best way to communicate with them.” Michel
took his cock in his hand and began to stroke it, coaxing it into erection.


Laurent watched as Ammar and Azhar promptly lost their
shorts, as well.


“You’re overdressed,” Michel advised Laurent. “Get
naked.”


“Right out here in the open?”


“Why not? Since when are you shy? Afraid you’ll
frighten off the seabirds?”


“And to think we’re all still sober,” Laurent said, as
he lowered his shorts to his ankles and stepped out of them. “Haven’t even
cracked open one bottle of that wine.”


“We’ll save it for lunch,” Michel told him. “But we
may as well work up an appetite, in the meanwhile.” He gestured to the two
brothers, urging them to approach him and Laurent. Michel made the first overt
move, nonchalantly reaching out to grasp and stroke Azhar’s dusky uncut cock,
which responded at once, and dramatically, to his manipulation of it.


What followed was a floating orgy, a gay
bacchanal—Sodom and Gomorrah on the sea.


Within seconds, all inhibitions had been discarded,
thrown to the four winds of heaven. The quartet of naked men groped one
another, freely, indiscriminately. The four of them stood there on the deck of
the rocking boat in their circle jerk, backs arched, slim hips thrust forward
in priapic glee, gasping for breath while their mutual obscene excitement
continued to mount.


Gradually, slowly at first, but then imperceptibly
accelerating, each of the participants in the lewd open-air act of mutual
masturbation felt himself being prodded closer to his ultimate pleasure. They
moved their nude bodies shamelessly closer together, until their tautly muscled
physiques were jammed against one another in a solid mass of hot, perspiring
male flesh. By then, Laurent was brazenly grasping and massaging the dusky cock
of Ammar, the brother who stood to his right. The Algerian youth, in turn, was
jerking Michel’s cock, at a rapid, ball-draining pace. Michel masturbated the
prick of the other brother, Azhar, who, in his turn, completed the circle by
concentrating his manual attentions on Laurent’s raging erection.


While each man jerked another guy’s cock on his
righthand side, each of them also utilized his free hand to heft and fondle the
scrotum of the man on his left, so that every set of fiercely aroused male
genitalia received a double stimulation.


Azhar spouted a rapid-fire stream of Arabic to his
brother, who responded with equal volubility.


“Let me guess,” Laurent said. “They’re talking about
us? About what we’re doing? Are they approving? Disapproving? Or what?”


“These horny black boys,” Michel gasped. “Dirty-minded
buggers, both of them—!”


“Yeah? Don’t be too hard on them. They rather remind
me of you and me, when we were their age! What about them?” Laurent asked.


“They say they want your white ass. They both want to
fuck you.”


“Oh? Have they said that?”


“They didn’t have to, not in so many words, or in any
language, French or Arabic. I can read their body language well enough.”


“Sort of a universal language of lust, huh?”


“That’s about the size of it.”


Wantonly, Laurent smiled at the two dark-skinned
brothers, who responded by grinning at him, baring their white teeth in their
dusky faces, in delight.


“You are such a whore,” Michel griped. “Look at
you, encouraging those two innocent young lads. Leading them on.”


“Oh, with you as their boss and mentor, I wonder just
how innocent they are,” Laurent speculated. “They’re such hard workers. I think
it’s about time they were given a chance to play hard, too.”


“There’s only one problem, Laurent.”


“Yeah? And what might that be?”


“Not only do both of these horny young motherfuckers
want to screw you. So do I. For old times’ sake!”


“I fail to see the problem. I’ll take on all three of
you,” Laurent vowed, heatedly.


“Whore!” his friend exclaimed.


“I think we’ve already established that fact. Common
knowledge, as they say.”


“Now, according to you, you slut, our only problem,” Michel
gasped, feverishly, “is to decide who goes first!”


“No problem,” Laurent decreed. “You’re the captain.
The boss. I think it’s your prerogative, to fuck my ass first! The hired
help—they can slide into me afterward, on your cum,” he suggested, lewdly.


“Yeah,” Michel growled. “You tease! Your hole—it’s
mine!”


“All yours,” Laurent agreed.


“Going to fuck you, but good,” Michel threatened.
“Hard and hot and long! Then the boys can take you, too. Yeah, they can have
their sloppy seconds. Pound your whore ass some more—!”


Before that memorable day was over, Laurent learned
what it truly meant to give up his ass to other men, to get fucked—for free,
for sheer pleasure, without any thought of financial recompense. He abandoned
himself, mindlessly, unreservedly, to raw sex. The boat rocked under him, under
the blazing, pitiless Mediterranean sun, which beat down upon his nude body and
those of his naked sex partners, making them all sweat. Fish oil, left over
from the previous day’s catch, was, appropriately enough, pressed into service
as a handy and efficient anal lube. As the three horny young fishermen mounted
and screwed him, one after another, each of them coming back for seconds, Laurent
experienced nothing but pure bliss. He realized just how much he liked cock in
his ass, how much he loved to be used, how much he relished giving and
receiving lusty, uninhibited, totally unrestrained and wholly male sexual
pleasure. 


They paused in their lustful activity to haul up the
nets, and deposit the fish in the bins provided for that purpose, built into
the hull of the boat. Then, after sailing to another part of the sea and putting
out the nets again, they had lunch, accompanied by plenty of wine. Fueled by
the alcohol, all four men were ready for more erotic diversion, as the hot
afternoon wore on. Laurent was fucked again—repeatedly, thoroughly, decisively,
and to his complete sexual satisfaction—by Michel’s white cock and the Algerian
brothers’ black ones. But he didn’t discriminate. He gleefully and
appreciatively took on each and every cock, no matter what its hue. Rarely had
his hole been so well used in such a short time.


But his own prick wasn’t neglected. He was sucked, by
all three of his shipmates. He got on his own back on Michel, Azhar, and Ammar,
fucking each of them in return, sooner or later. The sea air seemed to act as
an aphrodisiac, stimulating all four men, inspiring them to awesome feats of
sexual stamina.


“You’d make a good cabin boy,” Michel told Laurent, at
one point. “The kind of slut sailors keep around, to make good use of when
they’re out to sea.”


“So, I’m better than a hand job, am I?” Laurent
retorted.


“You’ll do. Damn! Does that ass of yours ever get
enough?”


“Keep trying, you guys,” Laurent advised. “I’ll let
you know, if and when I reach my limit.”


After sunset, the boat returned to Marseille, loaded
with fish. Laurent helped the other three men haul the catch to the fish
market, located near the docks, where various wholesalers bid on the catch,
paying in cash. The fish, packed in shaved ice, distributed locally or shipped
north throughout France, would end up in markets in the morning, or on the
menus of restaurants.


“We did well today,” Michel told Laurent, showing him
a sheaf of banknotes. “I have to give Azhar and Ammar their cut. I don’t really
pay them a wage, you see—just a percentage of the profits. You’ve earned a
share, too.”


“No,” Laurent insisted. “This was nothing but a fun
day, for me. And I’ve already had my reward. Several times over! Not sure I’ll
be able to sit down comfortably, during the drive back to Nice.”


“You can crash at my place, overnight,” Michel said.


“No, thanks, but I’d better get home. I have a lunch
date tomorrow.”


“With a john?”


“Yeah,” Laurent confessed, rather reluctantly.


“I’m not saying a word,” Michel said, mock primly. “Well—at
least take some fish home with you,” he urged. The fishermen always reserved a
few prize specimens of their catch, for their own use.


Laurent returned home late that night, not only with a
limp dick and a well-fucked and rather sore ass, but with two plump fish,
wrapped in paper, which he put in the freezer compartment of his refrigerator,
to cook and eat later.


That’s the most sex I’ve had, without
being paid for it, in a long time, he realized. Felt
good, though. Felt damn good! Michel, that big-dicked, oversexed bastard! I’d
forgotten what a stud he is. And those two well-hung Algerian boys he’s got
working for him—he’s sure trained them right!
















 


Chapter Six: Tourist Trade


 


Laurent flew to Hamburg, to take part in a gay porn
video being made by a German studio.


He’d worked for this studio twice before, so he knew
what to expect. The Germans were extremely efficient and goal-oriented. They
never wasted any time on a set, if they could help it. They were all business,
while a sex scene was being shot. Once the footage was safely in the can,
though, they did tend to lighten up, and then there’d be time for socializing
and joking around. Those were the occasions which Laurent liked. There was a
convivial atmosphere of gay camaraderie which was most enjoyable.


The porn actors were expected to conduct themselves
like professionals, and they were treated with respect, accordingly. Laurent
was put up in a modest, but comfortable, hotel. He was, rather amusingly,
assigned an “assistant,” named Gunther, who shepherded him, picking him up at
the airport in his own car, taking Laurent to his hotel, and then taking him to
the places where he’d be doing his filming. 


Laurent would appear in only one sequence of the
video. It was a threesome, in which he’d work with Leuthold, a German guy he’d
performed with once before, and a man named Nathan, who was an unknown quantity
to Laurent.


Leuthold was an extraordinarily beautiful young man
with a male model’s face and a flawless bodybuilder’s physique. He claimed to
be gay for pay. He only, he insisted, engaged in homosexual acts when he was
hired to do a video—never in his private life. He had a girlfriend, to whom he
was committed. Laurent had no way of knowing whether this was true or not. But
he had to admit that, when Leuthold was gay for pay, the guy was really,
convincingly, wholeheartedly gay, earning every bit of his money. He was an
animal, who’d do anything sexual with other men, while giving every indication
of enjoying himself immensely.


Laurent couldn’t wait to work with the stud again!


He was introduced to his other costar. His name was Nathan,
although he preferred to called Nate. He was an American, like Laurent imported
for the shoot, and he was a young black muscle man, bulgingly muscular, with a
charcoal-hued skin. His handsome face was surrounded by an elaborate
hairdo—long dreadlocks, some tied up, others left to dangle freely down around
his thick neck and broad, rounded shoulders. He rather resembled, Laurent
thought, a male Medusa!


“Some guys don’t like the dark meat,” Nate drawled, ironically,
when he and Laurent were introduced.


“Not me,” Laurent assured the African-American stud,
quickly. “I love men of color. We have lots of them back home, where I come
from, in Marseille. I’m looking forward to working with you. Very much.”


“Like a big black cock, do you, huh?”


“Love it,” Laurent said. “Have you got one?”


“Huh! You’ll soon see, for yourself.” Appraisingly, Nate’s
black eyes looked Laurent up and down. “You’ll do,” he decreed, succinctly, at
last. “You look like you’re a hot fuck.”


“I am,” Laurent said. “Not boasting, you understand.
Just stating a fact. In my line of work—you need to have a product which the
customers want.”


“You hustle?” Nate guessed.


“Yes.”


“Me, too. Some johns want a black stud. It’s a niche
market, maybe, but it’s a profitable one.”


Nate and Laurent got along splendidly. They had their whoredom
in common. They understood each other.


The video had a story line, of sorts. Leuthold and
another German actor played fuck buddies who, after discussing the relative
merits of men of different nationalities, made a bet with each other. The
winner would be which of them could, in the course of a week, have sex with the
greater number of foreigners. At the end of the week, when the two friends
compared notes, they discovered that the score was even. A tie! And so,
shrugging, the two promiscuous buddies went to bed together. And there, they
rediscovered the joys of all-German sex.


It was a rather asinine scenario, in Laurent’s
opinion, but he was willing to take the money and run. 


In the scene in which Laurent would appear, Leuthold’s
character had come to a logical conclusion. Namely, that the most efficient way
to increase his tally was to stop having one-on-one hookups, and concentrate instead
on threesomes and group sex. (He was unaware that his buddy had come up with
the same idea.) Laurent would play a French tourist, and Nate would portray an
American merchant seaman who was in Hamburg on shore leave.


They did some shooting outdoors, on location, to set
up the threesome. Nate and Laurent were each shown strolling along separate
streets, doing some sightseeing—and checking out any good-looking pedestrians
whom they passed. By coincidence, they ended up at the same sidewalk café,
having drinks at adjacent tables, and cruising each other. Laurent pulled out a
map of the city, and having trouble deciphering it—or pretending to do so—he
enlisted Nate’s help. The American visitor to Hamburg, however, was just as
perplexed as the Frenchman. Then Leuthold came swaggering along, obviously
looking for a hookup. He came to the two men’s rescue, and soon the three men
ended up in Laurent’s hotel room.


Lots of porn studios, Laurent had discovered, engaged
in a form of “guerrilla filmmaking,” shooting scenes in actual hotel rooms. One
or two of the guys checked in, the others joined them, smuggling up their
equipment, and, with the room as a premade set, they were good to go. Provided
the film crew didn’t make excess noise or do anything else to call attention to
themselves, and also assuming they didn’t mess up the room too badly, the hotel
management never suspected a thing. The maids had to launder disgustingly
semen-soaked bedsheets, inevitably, but that could happen, no matter who
checked into the room.


This particular German studio didn’t stint when it
came to paying for such things, and they’d rented not just a room, but an
actual suite, in one of Hamburg’s more upscale hotels—rather more exclusive than
the hotel in which they’d put up Laurent, although he didn’t resent the fact.
This gave them a large and elegantly decorated space in which to work. The
French tourist Laurent was playing must’ve had a lot of disposable income, to
afford to stay in such a place when he traveled!


With the hotel’s neatly made bed waiting to be
occupied, and bathed in the strong light from photographer’s lamps set on
tripods, the crew wasted no time getting down to business.


It had been agreed that, during the scene, the three
performers would talk—preferably dirty—to one another in English. Laurent’s
slight lilting accent in that language, Leuthold’s rather heavier Teutonic one,
and Nate’s brassy American English, would give an exotic touch to the video’s
audio. In the finished product, viewers would be able to select subtitles in a
variety of languages, if they so chose. It wasn’t as though they really needed
to follow the dialogue, word for word, in order to understand what was going
on!


“We need to freaking get naked, dudes,” Nate announced,
in his character as a horny seaman, when the cameraman started rolling.


“Oh, do we?” Laurent asked, rather coyly.


“Bare it, bitch,” Nate told him.


It took less than thirty seconds for Laurent, Nate,
and Leuthold to strip out of all of their clothes. The three studs stood there
in the luxurious hotel suite, naked, erect, and ready for action.


“What’re we waiting for?” Nate asked. “Come on. Get
your butts on the bed, guys. I want to cop a feel. Yeah—that’s a pair of hot
butts! I want to grab hold of them. Goddamn pretty white asses—give them to me!”


They sprawled on the rocking mattress, bouncing on it,
and laughing for sheer erotic joy. Leuthold made a grab for Laurent, grasping
his hard cock in his fist, stroking it, testing its size and weight and
rigidity. He was hotly aroused by the Frenchman’s penis, by its exceptional
length and thickness. Leuthold could scarcely get his hand closed around the
circumference of the turgid shaft! He was already anticipating how such a
virile ramrod would feel, shoved up his butch ass, reaming him out, putting his
vaunted gay for pay status to a true test. His buttocks, and the bunghole
tucked away deep between them, vibrated with lewd expectation of being
violated.


Laurent took Nate’s erect member in his hand.


“Aw, shit, this is beautiful, one hell of a fine
schlong,” he babbled. “Uncut, too, just the way I like them. Gives me a nice
piece of foreskin to play with. I like to pull the frigging curtains back, like
this—!” Suiting the action to his words, he skinned back Nate’s foreskin,
baring his purplish-black glans, which Laurent stared down at, lustfully,
submitting it to a thorough inspection. “Uh, such a big black cock!” he
gloated. “Man, you’re hung!”


“All cats are grey in the dark, they say,” Nate
suggested, lewdly.


“You’re a real tomcat, I can tell,” Laurent replied.
“Fucker! You fucking stud!”


“Yours, too,” Nate growled, huskily. “Let me have
yours, too—!”


Nate clasped Laurent’s solid cock in both of his
hands, in the process gently pushing Leuthold aside. The black man wanted the
handsome Frenchman all to himself, for the time being. He gazed longingly at
the white guy’s penis, eager to lock his moist lips firmly around its massive
circumference, but holding back, delaying the actual oral-genital contact, in
order to create some suspense. This was a porn video, after all. Men would
masturbate while watching it. Pacing was important. It could be more effective,
sometimes, instead of diving right into the sex, to let things build up
gradually.


Accordingly, Nate admired—indeed, virtually
worshipped—Laurent’s cock. He sniffed at it appreciatively, as though it was a
fragrant flower. Seeing how the thick knob of the fuck tool he had in his hands
was already leaking a clear, sticky drop of pre-cum, he touched the tip of his
forefinger to the piss slit, picking up the drop and transferring it to his
tongue, moaning when he tasted its unmistakable masculine tartness.


Leuthold, also aware of the desirability of taking
things slowly, at least at first, stretched out beside the other two men,
watching them tease each other—and him—with their languid, yet provocative,
exploration of each other’s bodies. His own oversized phallus, which made him
so well qualified to perform in porn, was so hard and inflexible that it hurt
him, the buildup of sperm pressure inside his penis and testicles making his
genitals throb in real agony. He gazed passionately at the other two male
bodies, nude and powerful, black and white, providing such a vivid, exciting
contrast in skin color to each other. 


Leuthold hadn’t lied when he said he was gay for pay.
He liked women—the softness of their bodies (he preferred his girlfriends to be
on the plump side), their full breasts, their broad hips, their well-cushioned
and jiggly behinds, and, above all, their juicy cunts. But his work in gay porn
had taught him that men’s bodies could be arousing, too, and that he could
respond to them. And he knew how another man’s body responded to
stimulation—how his nipples and cock and balls, his anus, reacted when they
were rubbed the right way. 


Right now, just lying there and observing Nate and
Laurent at play was exciting enough, but Leuthold knew that participation would
be even better—and he no longer saw any reason why he should deny himself that
pleasure. This was supposed to be a threesome, after all, and he’d better begin
earning his fee! 


Boldly, he reached out with both of his hands and he
scooped up Laurent’s big balls in one palm, and hefted Nate’s black orbs in the
other. The two men were lying opposite each other on the bed, and Leuthold was
now sitting up, hovering over them, manhandling their groins. He caught his
breath in his throat, absorbed by the weight of the two sets of virile
testicles which filled his hands. Slowly, he worked his fingers around them,
giving each of his costars a ball massage, enjoying the flexibility of the
crinkled, hairy skin which covered the testicles. He couldn’t decide which
man’s scrotum felt more exciting to fondle, the black stud’s or the white
dude’s.


“Ah, God! How I love to have my nuts played with like
that!” Nate exclaimed, while he continued to manipulate Laurent’s big cock.


“So do I, especially when a guy as sexy as you are is
jacking off my prick for me,” Laurent declared. Returning the favor, he
massaged the long, thick black penis with both of his hands.


Nate reached over with his free hand to stroke Leuthold’s
hard-on. “Just look at this thing. So big. So hard. So goddamn manly!”


“Fuck, yeah,” Laurent agreed. “It’s a real beauty.
Can’t decide which I like better, his or yours. Guess it’s a tie.”


“Why don’t we two work on our German friend together?”
Nate suggested, his voice thick with desire.


“Great idea, dude.”


The two men made a dive for Leuthold, throwing him
off-balance and onto his back on the bed. The mattress rocked under the three
men’s combined muscular weight, shifting to accommodate their movements. Once
they had Leuthold down and at their mercy, Laurent straddled the German’s broad
chest to keep him from escaping—not that Leuthold was in any mood to try to
evade the other two guys’ intentions!—and Nate pushed his way impetuously in
between Leuthold’s muscular legs. 


“I’m hungry for a Hamburger,” the black stallion
announced, making what was, for improvised porn dialogue, a rather clever
bilingual pun.


He lowered his mouth to the white man’s dripping
prick, and after lapping up the seeping trickle of pre-cum, he wantonly opened
his lips wide and he sucked the entire length of the stiff penis not only
inside his mouth, but down his throat, in one quick, deft swoop.


“Ah!” Leuthold shouted. “Suck! Oh, suck!”


“Shove your motherfucking dick right down his throat,”
Laurent urged. But Leuthold was already doing just that, fucking Nate’s face
roughly, driven by sheer lust. And Nate was making no complaints! On the
contrary, he seemed to exult in having his mouth and throat used for the other
man’s pleasure. 


Leaning down, twisting his supple body, Laurent
planted his lips firmly on Leuthold’s mouth, stifling his outbursts. The two men
jabbed their tongues deeply into each other’s oral cavities, grunting, moaning,
swapping spit, while Nate continued to apply his strong suction to Leuthold’s
grotesquely erect cock.


Abruptly, Leuthold broke the kiss. “Get up over me so
I can suck your dick!” he insisted. “I’ve wanted to do that ever since I saw
you back there in the café!”


Like the pro he was, Leuthold had remembered the
ostensible scenario, which had supposedly brought the three men to the hotel
suite.


Oh, yeah,
Laurent reminded himself. That’s right. I’m a horny tourist, who’s out to
get as much cock here in Hamburg as I can. Black dick, white dick—German cock,
American meat—doesn’t make much different. Not as long as it’s big and hard and
hot!


He placed one knee on either side of Leuthold’s head,
and the German looked up to see what he wanted—Laurent’s imposing erection and
heavily swaying balls, looking like so much ripe fruit dangling from a vine,
ready to be picked and devoured. Leuthold raised his head and he took the
spongy tip of the Frenchman’s manhood inside his wet and elastic mouth. He
caressed Laurent’s penis with his lips, while he rubbed his tongue restlessly
all over the throbbing male organ, paying special attention to the sensitive
piss slit which split the glans.


“Suck cock—suck cock—yeah, suck cock, you horny
bastards,” Laurent chanted. “Suck cock!”


But his fellow porn performers needed no instruction,
or encouragement. They were doing just fine, on their own!


Laurent observed, excitedly, the way Nate’s head
bobbed up and down in Leuthold’s lap, the black stud’s mouth feeding hungrily
on the German stud’s impressive endowment. Nate was gorging himself on that
hard male meat. But down there in Laurent’s own groin, Leuthold—gay-for-pay
though he claimed to be—was performing fellatio on the Frenchman just as
skillfully, just as enthusiastically. Either, like Laurent, he had learned
genuinely to enjoy his work—or he was one hell of a good, convincing actor!


Laurent purred with pleasure. He couldn’t have been teamed
with a better pair of costars for this project. Leuthold and Nate seemed
utterly without inhibition, unashamed of the way they were expressing their
raging man-to-man sensuality. Inspired by their example, Laurent wanted to be
wildly abandoned, too.


Looking down the length of Nate’s dusky body as the
black man stretched himself out at full length between Leuthold’s widely spread
legs, Laurent thrilled to the sight of Nate’s muscles, which tensed and rippled
so enticingly under their coating of smooth ebony skin. But Leuthold’s physique
was every bit as powerful and sexy.


Laurent leaned forward, supporting himself on his
hands, while Leuthold continued to suck insistently on his hotly pulsating
cock.


“Hey, Nate,” Laurent whispered. “Let me suck him for a
while, okay?”


Grunting, Nate generously relinquished the thick German
sausage, moving his head lower and instead attacking Leuthold’s low-dangling
balls with his lips and tongue. As Laurent claimed Leuthold’s saliva-slippery
prick with his mouth, Nate began to lick the German’s large nuts, enjoying
their salty flavor and inhaling deeply to fill his nostrils with the musky
scent of the other man’s aroused crotch.


Leuthold moaned from deep down in his throat,
responding to the double oral assault on his genitals, the pressure of
Laurent’s mouth around his prick, and Nate’s hot wet tongue tickling his
testicles. He stretched his legs even wider apart to give the two men room to
work on him, all the while never missing a stroke himself as his mouth
continued to massage Laurent’s huge dick. He allowed his teeth to graze back
and forth over the hypersensitive skin of the Frenchman’s erection, which made
his handsome fellow performer gasp and shudder in response. Leuthold was taking
Laurent’s full potent length into his mouth and down his throat now, forcing
the thick glans deep into his gullet, suppressing his gag reflex. He swiped his
hot tongue over the veiny cockshaft inside his mouth, tickling Laurent until
the recipient of this delightful torture was almost out of his mind with raw
lust.


Reciprocating, Laurent returned stroke for stroke,
cramming the German’s gigantic fuck tool recklessly down into his own
protesting throat. He choked on it a couple times, to his annoyance, but, with
stoic determination, he held on and suctioned away. By sheer trial and error,
he found a way to accommodate the massive male organ he was swallowing, and
soon he felt confident that he was giving Leuthold as much pleasure as Leuthold
was giving him.


Nate moved lower between Leuthold’s thighs, working
his tongue up under Leuthold’s heavy ball sac and licking the firm ridge of his
perineum. His flared nostrils detected the aroma of Leuthold’s asshole. It was
a clean, fresh scent, warm and fleshy, with a hint of perspiration. Nate longed
not just to smell that manhole, but to taste it, as well. Lifting the German’s
big balls out of the way, he pressed his face in firmly between Leuthold’s
buttocks and kissed the small pink pucker of his sphincter. Working his tongue
through the opening, Nate coaxed it to relax and open up even more. He dug his
tongue inside the hole, swirling and swabbing, excited by the way he could feel
the anal muscles begin to relax and accept the licking. He pushed his tongue in
still farther, savoring the spicy taste of the white man’s anal interior.


Between the rimming and Laurent’s nonstop cocksucking,
Leuthold was maddened with passion, and on the verge of climax. He moved his
head up and down, speeding up its pumping action, milking Laurent’s fiercely
throbbing prick. The Frenchman’s balls rested on his chin, and he enjoyed the
bristly feeling of them against his face. He felt Laurent’s penis swell even
larger inside his mouth as the guy approached ejaculation. Leuthold didn’t want
the sex to end, but he knew that it had to, sooner or later—and sooner, judging
by Laurent’s obvious erotic agony. Much as he would’ve liked to let Laurent
shoot off in his mouth, so he could swallow his cum, Leuthold knew that they
needed to provide the cameraman with the obligatory porn come shot.


He used both of his hands to give Laurent’s shivering
body a reassuring caress, running them down the French stud’s flanks to his
behind, and pushing his fingertips into his butt crack. He touched and teased
Laurent’s quivering, flexing pucker—and, like touching a button, that was all
that was needed to set the guy off. 


“Coming,” Laurent gasped, by way of warning. Well
aware of the importance of the come shot, he pulled back, away from Leuthold,
dragging his saliva-soaked, ready-to-pop prick out of the German’s mouth.
Throwing his head back, baring his teeth, and venting his breath in a hoarse
snarl of orgasmic agony, Laurent didn’t even have to grab his cock and jerk it.
The overexcited member exploded spontaneously, of its own accord, blasting an
awesome amount of cum directly onto Leuthold’s face—into his eyes, onto his
nose, and right inside his open, gaping, cum-welcoming mouth. There was so much
semen that Leuthold ended up looking as he’d been slathered with some sort of a
facial masque treatment at a spa!


“Fuck!” Laurent shouted.


“Fuck, yeah!” Leuthold echoed him. “Oh, give me that
load! Let me have that cum!”


Laurent let him have it, all right. He didn’t stop
bathing Leuthold’s face in his sperm until he was sure he was totally drained.


Leuthold kept playing with Laurent’s ass, fingering
his hole, and he stuck out his tongue and licked Laurent’s depleted prick
clean. Nate, with true professionalism, had never ceased rimming Leuthold’s
ass, and he went right on eating it out, with gusto. Leuthold allowed himself
to enjoy what the black stud was doing to him for a few moments, but then he
decided that it was his turn to come. He seized his cock in his fist and pumped
it hard, his arm muscles bulging, supplying the power behind his masturbation.


Within seconds, the rough hand job had its inevitable,
intended result, and Leuthold’s hot white semen came spurting free from the
piss slit in his prickhead. Twisting his body about with athletic agility,
Laurent positioned his face so that Leuthold’s sperm shot directly into his
open, waiting mouth.


“Yeah! Hell, yeah! Let me taste that cum—!” Laurent
cried, before the thick wads of jism smacked into his mouth, coated his tongue,
and forced him to emit muffled sounds of delight, instead of coherent speech.


“Fuck, yes, take it!” Leuthold responded, fervently.
“I’m coming! Coming so damn hard! Take it! Take it all!”


With one oral sex act successfully filmed, the three
performers didn’t pause, not even to catch their breath, before moving on to
anal.


Nate was stroking his cock, so violently that the
masturbation looked as though it could be more painful than pleasurable.


“Now,” he demanded. “Which one of you white boys wants
to get fucked?”


“Both of us,” Leuthold said, breathlessly. He spoke
for Laurent, who didn’t contradict him. “Me first, though, please. Your tongue
in my ass—it’s gotten me so hot, I can’t stand it. I just have to have a cock
in there. I just have to get fucked!”


“Take him,” Laurent urged Nate. “Fuck him. Just save
something for me.”


On his hands and knees on the bed, Leuthold squealed
shrilly, like a stuck pig, as Nate knelt behind himself and he unceremoniously
drove his greased black cock in and out of the German’s convulsively agitated
ass.


“Ah!” Leuthold yelled. “That’s some big dick you’re
shoving up in me, you black brute! Motherfucking Christ!” he blasphemed. “That
thing of yours, its tearing me apart!”


“Take it, dude,” Nate advised, callously. “Take it, white
boy, and love it! We both know you do. Yeah—you like it. You like it a lot,
don’t you?”


“I do—I do,” Leuthold sputtered.


“What a whore,” Laurent commented, cynically, from the
sidelines. “And I ought to know! Fuck him, Nate. Yeah, fuck his ass! Give it to
him, hard and rough. But remember—this is just a warmup, for me. I want your
dick in my ass. Fucking me, just as hard. No—even harder, stud.”


Nate groaned. “Hearing you—talk like that—makes me
want to blow!”


“Don’t,” Laurent urged. “Pull out of Leuthold. Come in
me, instead. Goddamn it, I want you to breed me, fucker!”


“Spread it for me, then!” Nate shouted. “Get ready!
Assume the position, you bitch! Because I am going to screw you,
dude—right now!”


Savagely, Nate yanked his prick out of Leuthold’s
anus, which made the German stud howl in protest. Without even pausing to catch
his breath, Nate mounted Laurent instead, driving his dick between the
Frenchmen’s butt cheeks, through his sphincter, deep into his anus. He humped
him, like some sort a bizarre sex machine thrown into high gear, his cock
flailing back and forth within Laurent’s hotly spasming asshole like an obscene
phallic piston. 


“Yeah!” Laurent screamed. “Fuck, yeah! Fuck—me!”
he shrieked.


“Whore!” Nate bellowed.


“Damn right I am!” Laurent boasted. “Fuck my whore
ass!”


“Bitch, you’re going to get it—my black dick slammed
into your white ass!”


“Yeah! Oh, yeah!”


Frenzied though he was, Nate had enough self-control
to remember to pull out of Laurent’s seething anus at the last possible moment.
Cursing luridly, the black stud blasted his semen all over Laurent’s butt,
soaking his hole from the outside. When he had stopped coming, when he knew
he’d supplied the all-important come shot, Nate rammed his sperm-smeared dick
back inside Laurent’s ass, fulfilling his promise to breed him with at least
part of his load.
















 


Chapter Seven: Extreme Muscle Worship


 


Laurent received a phone call, from a prospective
client.


This wasn’t at all unusual, in his experience. Some
johns wanted to contact him, establish a relationship with him, and be sure of
what they’d be getting, before they committed themselves to booking Laurent’s
services by reserving a slot on his website’s calendar. Laurent had learned
that these men needed to be handled with patience and tact. They were often
closeted, or married, cheating on their wives. Or, they had kinky desires,
which they were embarrassed to discuss openly, until Laurent won their
confidence and demonstrated his open-mindedness.


His prospective john identified himself as Pierre
Munteanu. That sounded vaguely familiar.


Laurent had to think for a moment, but then he recognized
the name.


Born Petre Munteanu, the guy was a professional
bodybuilder, who lived in the city of Lyons. His father was Rumanian, his
mother French. He was a heavyweight. Gossip circulated to the effect that he
was gay. He’d Frenchified his given name to Pierre, for professional purposes,
as a convenience. Laurent remembered having seen photos of the guy. He was a
dark, brooding, saturnine hulk, the quintessential man whom you wouldn’t care
to meet in a dark alley—unless, of course, you’d strayed into that dark alley
in search of rough trade.


“I like the way you look, in your photos. But before I
hire you—you ought to know I have special needs,” Munteanu said.


“Tell me about them.”


“I’m a bodybuilder. A pro bodybuilder. I’ve won all
sorts of titles,” the man boasted.


“How nice for you. I bet you’re hot as fuck.”


“Guys go crazy over my body.”


“Oh, you’re getting me turned on,” Laurent purred,
seductively. “I’d like to be given a chance to go crazy over it.”


“Maybe you will be. I’m coming to Marseille soon to
compete in a physique contest. I get so goddamn tense, so worked up, getting
ready for one of these shows. I just about jump out of my skin! And, afterward,
whether I win or lose, I need to unwind. I need sex. But not just any sex. What
I have to have, to calm myself down—it’s mutual muscle worship. Me getting off
on the other guy’s physique. Him getting off on mine.”


“I understand perfectly.”


“Do you? Shit! You’re very nonjudgmental.”


“I like all kinds of sex,” Laurent said—truthfully.


“Looking at your pictures on your website, dude—aw,
you’ve got one hell of a nice build! For an amateur.”


“I like to work out,” Laurent admitted. “I do it with
a personal trainer. I’m sure I’m not in your league, though,” he suggested,
laying on the flattery.


“No, you’re not,” the pro bodybuilder told him,
bluntly, without any false modesty.


“I’d love to see a recent photo of your physique,”
Laurent coaxed. “Preferably nude. I bet it’d really turn me on.”


“I’ve got plenty of them stored here on my phone. Wait.
I’ll send you a few.” Pierre proceeded to do so.


Laurent responded to the photo gallery, with unfeigned
enthusiasm. “Aw, fucking hell, dude, I think I’m going to faint! All those
muscles. You’re a freaking god.”


“Want to play with me?”


“Yes—you bet—of course.”


“Okay, I’ll book you, for the night I’m in Marseille. I’ll
get you a ticket, so you can see the show. I’ll pay you. I want an all-nighter.
I’m going to want to suck and fuck after the contest, all night long. We’ve got
to get it up and keep it up.”


“I’m all yours. At your complete disposal.”


“Want you to worship my motherfucking muscle bod,” the
physique star moaned. “All night long! Get you so hot that you’ll come without
even touching your dick. Just looking at my physique, admiring my muscles, touching
them, licking them—yeah, that’ll do it for you. That’ll make you cream.” He
sounded ready to begin a phone sex session, which wasn’t really Laurent’s
thing, unless he got paid for it.


“I’m ready to worship you. Can’t wait to. See you
then. Don’t worry,” Laurent assured the man. “If it’s worship you want, then
it’s worship you’re going to get!”


Munteanu calmed down enough to discuss the
arrangements with Laurent in more detail.


The guy sounded kind of freaky, in fact, but Laurent
was used to dealing with kinky clients, putting up with their weird demands.
And the muscle man’s credit card went through the system without any problem,
paying for an all-night session in advance. That was all Laurent needed to
know, all he really cared about!


Laurent subsequently did some research on his new
john. There was plenty of information about him available on the internet,
including still photos and video clips.


The steroid hulk was in fact rather short—which could
be an advantage in the physique game, because his muscles looked imposing, even
on his comparatively compact frame. He still weighed enough to compete as a
heavyweight. In the photos and videos which Laurent viewed, in which the artificially
sun-bronzed muscle stud glowered while he posed and flexed, nude except for a
tiny pair of posing trunks and a coating of oil, he looked truly herculean—and
so thickly muscled that Laurent wondered where the guy found clothes to fit
him. He probably had to have most things altered by a tailor, or custom made.


Pierre was evidently popular, and he had a large
following of loyal fans. He even had a nickname, a pun on his
surname—“Montagne-u,” from the French word montagne, meaning “mountain.”


He should hustle,
Laurent thought, idly. He’d probably do all right—rake in the cash.
Although, looking at those big, round, hard glutes of his—God knows it’d
probably be damn difficult to fit a stiff dick into the crack between them!
You’d have to really shove in hard between those butt cheeks to find his hole,
let alone get inside it. Could be a real liability, for a man whore, no matter
how hot his body is!


To say nothing of the fact that being in
bed with him would probably be like lying next to a pile of rocks—!


Maybe he does hustle, of course, for all I
know. In which case, he’s my competition. I’d better start putting more hours
in, down at the gym, if I want to keep up with behemoths like him!


The bigger they are, though, as they say,
the harder they fall! We’ll see if that’s true, this time!


Amused by these speculations, Laurent nonetheless
looked forward to his night with the physique star. He was going to get what
many men only fantasized about—a night of sex with the muscle stud—and,
furthermore, he was going to be paid for it!


On the date, Laurent drove to Marseille. Pierre wanted
him to come directly to his hotel room.


When his john let him into the room, Laurent felt as
though he’d entered into a David and Goliath encounter. Whatever Pierre lacked
in height, he more than made up in sheer bulk. Laurent felt puny next to the
guy! He could imagine himself lying under the muscle man, compressed by him,
weighed down, having the breath squeezed right out of his body!


Like most pro bodybuilders, Pierre had prepared for
this contest by acquiring a very dark, artificial, all-over tan—which
transformed a white guy such as him into an odd cross between a man of color
and a bronze statue. The dark tan made his teeth, and the whites of his eyes,
stand out unnaturally, when he smiled at Laurent in welcome. He was friendly
enough.


But the bodybuilder wasn’t alone. The room had two
beds, and Pierre was there with another, taller bodybuilder, whose physique may
not have matched his, but was impressive enough by any other standard.


“This is my buddy, Robert,” Pierre said.


“Everybody calls me Bob,” Robert told Laurent, as they
shook hands.


Laurent hadn’t agreed to a threesome, but that might
not necessarily be what Pierre had in mind. So, diplomatically, Laurent didn’t
bring up the issue. The price of his services could always be renegotiated,
later, if he was expected to service both muscle studs.


“So, you hustle, huh?” Pierre asked.


Laurent smiled. “Obviously.”


“I could never hustle. I don’t think I could stand to
be pawed by a lot of guys who didn’t have good bodies, whom I didn’t find
attractive. I don’t know how you do it.”


“It’s easier than you think.” Especially once the
money’s deposited in my account, ahead of time, Laurent thought,
smugly.


“I don’t really hustle,” Pierre said, rather
contradicting himself. “I have a couple of rich dudes back home in Lyons who
sponsor me. Of course, I have to put out for them, but that’s just to keep them
happy and show my gratitude. You know, keep them on the hook?”


“Oh, I know exactly what you mean.”


Pierre seemed reassured by Laurent nonjudgmental
attitude.


“They’re both bears,” he volunteered. “You know, kind
of chubby, and hairy. Why they don’t spend some time in a gym, I can’t
understand, not for the life of me. A good personal trainer could whip their
fat asses into shape.”


“Not everyone is as dedicated as you are,” Laurent
suggested, once again laying on the flattery.


Pierre preened. “Damn right they’re not. Still—my guys
are generous, so I guess I can’t gripe. For fun, though—that’s when I need a
guy like you.”


“Hope I’ll do. Next to you, I realize how small and
puny I am.”


“You’ve got a good fitness model kind of build,”
Pierre deigned to say. “And unless you’re competing—then things like size,
bulk—they aren’t everything. Except when it comes to cock size,” the muscle man
went on, lewdly. “And, judging by those pictures of you on your website, you’re
a real heavyweight in that class.”


Pierre picked up an obviously well-packed gym bag.


“We may as well go,” he said. “I like to get there
early, and not have to rush the prep.”


The three men took a cab to the auditorium where the
contest would take place.


Backstage, Laurent found himself in a muscle
enthusiast’s heaven. Bodybuilders, each of whom seemed to have at least one
well-built friend with him to assist him, milled about in various stages of
undress. Sooner or later, they all made use of the free weights supplied in the
“pump room,” to give their muscles a last-minute workout. There was also the
ritual of stripping down, shaving off body hair, and oiling up, before
wriggling into skimpy, tight-fitting posing trunks. Most of the contestants,
showing little or no personal modesty, oiled up while nude, with their helpers
applying the oil to their backs and the other parts of their bodies they
couldn’t easily reach.


Pierre was wired—understandably enough—and he seemed
eager to chat, no doubt to distract himself from his pre-competition nerves.
While he stood there nude and Bob worked on him, methodically oiling him, he
kept up a constant stream of chatter. Like many bodybuilders, Pierre was
decidedly narcissistic, and his favorite topic of conversation was himself.


“Hey, listen to this, Laurent. You’ll get a kick out
of it. Last month I hooked up with this dude—what was his name, Bob, was it Etienne?
Yeah, Etienne. Who works out at the same gym Bob and I belong to. Etienne’s one
of those guys who likes to stare whenever he sees a real muscle stud like me
hitting the weights. Goddamn horny muscle pup’s tongue hung so far down out of
his mouth while he was drooling over me that he was lucky he didn’t trip on it!


“Anyway, he finally worked up the courage to come over
to me and start talking and come on to me, verbally, instead of just looking
and longing. He’s a hot little muscle fuck, so I didn’t do anything to
discourage him.


“He claimed he was ‘just curious’ about muscle
worship, which he’d heard other guys talking about, and he wouldn’t mind giving
it a try, but only with the right kind of alpha muscle male. That would be me,
of course. I’m always ready for sexy shit like that, so I arranged for him to
come to my place one night. I told him I’d let him explore my body, but only if
he was willing to obey all of my fucking orders, without question. I could tell
from his reaction that just the thought got him hot, so he agreed, real fast.


“Etienne’s a pretty big guy himself, with a decent
build, so I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s fooled around with plenty of other
men, and even if he has a few subs himself, whom he likes to dominate on the
side. But I could tell that what he was really interested in was being totally
owned by a bigger guy, being his bitch.


“When he showed up at my apartment, I was already
shirtless, and I had some ‘toys’ and other things laid out on the coffee table,
ready for us to use. You should’ve seen the look on his face when he saw them!
Half scared shitless, half already so hot he was just about to come! Guess
which half prevailed? Ha! No prize for guessing right, Laurent, buddy!


“Etienne’s a pretty strong guy, not as big as I am, of
course—who is?—and if we ended up getting into it, physically, he could
probably put up a good fight. Before I subdued and beat his ass. Which
is what would happen, inevitably.


“He had an arrogant attitude about him at first, as
though he really didn’t want to be there, but was just doing me a favor. I
fixed that, right away. I started giving him orders, in a real stern tone of
voice, and he obeyed them. I made him strip naked, and as soon as he was bare-assed,
I told him to pose and flex for me. While he did that, showing off his body,
his nice big uncut cock betrayed him, showing just how turned on he was. That
prick of his was rock-hard and it bounced up and smacked against his abs. The
son of a bitch was already dripping pre-cum.”


At this point, Bob, whose oily hands continued to
anoint his buddy’s body, interrupted the muscle monologue.


“Like some of these guys, here,” Bob said.


Looking around, Laurent was surprised to see how many
of the bodybuilders were sporting boners. In some cases, they were having real
difficulty keeping their hard-ons contained inside their posing trunks, the
pouches of which were barely roomy enough decently to accommodate flaccid
genitalia.


Pierre, of course, attributed the outbreak of priapism
to his impressive presence.


“They’re all looking at me,” he said, smugly.
“Checking me out, sizing me up—knowing I’ve got what it takes to beat them
tonight. They hate my guts. Which doesn’t stop them from having the hots for
me! Yeah, they all want me. But, getting back to my story—!


“I gave Etienne a few minutes of criticism, walking
around his hard-muscled body, pointing out his weaknesses and giving him advice
about how he could improve himself. That pissed him off, but it was all part of
my domination of him. He started saying, ‘yes, sir,’ in this meek little girly
way, in response to my comments, and I could tell that he was ready to submit
to me. But I drew out the game, because I knew that if I made him work hard for
it, he’d get really lathered up, and after I was done with him, he’d definitely
want to come back to me for more.


“He was eyeing the toys on the coffee table. I decided
it was time to give him a demonstration of how they could be put to good use,
to break in a boy. I decided we’d do some fleshlight fucking while I fucked his
butch hole with another toy at the same time.


“I commanded him to oil me up, and he obeyed, oiling
every part of my body, the way Bob’s doing now. My own dick was stiff and ready
for action, so when he got started on it, rubbing the oil onto it and massaging
it, I had to tell him to slow down and not make me come too fast. I ordered him
to use his hands on my glutes, instead. He massaged them, too, and he probably
thought he was being real sly and slick and clever when he slipped two of his oily
fingers inside my ass. But I liked the way that felt, so I just stood there and
let him finger-fuck me.


“But if he thought he was going to end up
screwing me with his cock, then he was in for a big disappointment.
I was the boss, and it was going to be the other way around!


“I have two identical fleshlights, for when I play
with a partner. God, I love those damn things! You know what I’m talking about,
Laurent? They really are shaped like a flashlight, cylindrical, wider at one
end. You grip the thing and shove your dick inside the open end, which is lined
with this soft, pliant material—some kind of silicone, I guess—and which molds
itself around your prick, fitting it perfectly. Add a little bit of lube before
you stick your cock in, and the experience is almost as good as having a hot
mouth sucking on your dick, or shoving your fuck tool right up some dude’s hot,
tight ass.


“I lubed up both devices, and I told Etienne to stand
there and fuck one, while I stood facing him and I fucked the other. God, that
was hot! The look in his eyes, all sort of wild, guilty and ashamed, but horny
at the same time! The way we were both breathing hard, and sweating. The sight
of our arm muscles all knotted up and bulging as we worked our fists to pump
those frigging fleshlights back and forth on our stiff dicks! Oh, man! It was
just as though each of us had a hot cocksucker’s mouth or a horny rectum-loving
queer’s asshole clamped around his dick!”


Pierre, Laurent noticed, wasn’t making the least
effort to keep his voice down, and several of the nearby competitors and their
assistants were eavesdropping, hanging on his every lewd word.


“I’m finished,” Bob reported, standing up and reaching
for a towel to wipe off his oily hands. “You look good,” he assured Pierre,
looking him up and down, scrutinizing his nude, bronzed, gleaming body. “Better
wait until the last minute to put your trunks on,” he advised. “Don’t want to
get oil on them, if we can avoid it. And,” Bob added, perhaps a bit maliciously,
“you’d better give that freaking hard-on of yours a chance to subside, before
you try to stuff it inside your trunks.”


Pierre was indeed in a state of acute erection. Maybe
his narrative, and the erotic memories it had revived, had inspired him.


            “How’s my
hair?” he wanted to know.


“Fine,” Bob insisted. “Don’t fuss with it.”


“Tell me more about you and Etienne,” Laurent prompted
Pierre. “I’d like to hear what happened next.”


“Oh, yeah,” Pierre said. “Finally, I made him bend
over, and I slid a big rubber butt plug right up his ass. He squirmed and
moaned, and I could see he had trouble taking it, but he took it. He was quite
a sight, with his cock still stuck inside the fleshlight, and his tight butch
manhole being filled up and stretched by that plug. Obviously, he wasn’t used
to having his ass penetrated, but I made him take it and love it.


“I took the fleshlight off my prick. I stood in front
of Etienne and I leaned over him. I told him to suck my dick! He did it, of
course, because by then he was so hot he couldn’t deny me anything. I made him
lick and suck on my balls, too—and lick my taint. I turned around and spread my
ass cheeks, and I shoved my butt right into his face, forcing him to suck and
tongue-fuck my ass. He was good at it. Real good! Now that he’d been properly
broken in, my muscle pup was an obedient little muscle-worshipping man whore!


“Finally, I ripped the butt plug out of his hole, and
I replaced it with my prick. Damn, did I fuck his ass! The more he struggled
and squealed and begged me to go easy on him, the rougher I fucked him. The
bitch loved it, of course. All the while, he had the fleshlight jammed around
his cockshaft. I commanded him to grab hold of the device and use it to jack
himself off, so that he’d fill the interior of the sex toy with his cum when I
jizzed deep inside his ass. You should’ve seen that muscle pup do exactly what
I told him! He almost hurt himself, he worked the fleshlight back and forth on
his penis so hard. And he kept pushing his behind back into my crotch, making
sure my cock sank all the way into him each time I shoved it into him. I
jackhammered my prickhead against his prostate. All the while, he was
whimpering like a pussy, begging me to fuck him harder, to let him really feel
my cock reaming out his butt. This was typical—once I get some cocky, butch
number broken in, he can’t get enough of my muscle stud cock!


“When, moaning, Etienne warned me that he was about to
come, I told him to pull the fleshlight off his dick and finish himself off
with his hand. He obeyed, of course, and he didn’t have to stroke himself more
than a half dozen times before he blew his load. His cock splashed its cum all
over his abs.


“I forced myself not to come inside his ass. Instead,
I pulled my prick out at the last moment, and I sprayed my hot wet load all
over his face and hair, subjecting him to further humiliation, driving home the
fact that he was now my bitch. When I was done ejaculating, he licked my cum
from his face, using one hand to scoop it up and transfer it to his mouth,
while his other hand continued to pump away on his own spent dick, as though he
hoped he might be able to force still more cum out of himself. Then I made him
show his gratitude by licking the sweat off my body, giving me a complete
tongue bath. I didn’t let him get away with any of that bullshit cocky attitude
he’d shown toward me earlier. No, I made him be my obedient little punk ass
sub!


“He’s been back since then, a few times. He’s learned
his lesson, and now he knows that I own him, and I won’t tolerate anything less
that total submission from him.


“Alpha muscle males like me don’t take any shit from
anybody,” Pierre concluded. “It’s either play by my rules, or go somewhere else
to get laid.”


“I’ll try to remember that,” Laurent said.


 Bob glanced at Laurent, and commented, in a droll
tone of voice, “If only Pierre would come out of his shell and you could get
him to talk more. He needs to get over his shyness, and work on his
self-esteem, too.”


“Ha!” Pierre snorted, in derision. “What I need is a
hot dude to work on my cock!” He looked Laurent up and down, as though once
again assessing his suitability for the job.


Soon, it was time for Laurent to excuse himself, so he
could go out front and find his seat.


He enjoyed the show. There were some fantastic
physiques on display. Egged on by their fans in the audience, feeding on their
energy, the competitors posed and flexed. Even in such an imposing lineup,
though, Pierre stood out. Laurent thought he had a good chance of winning his
weight class, and possibly also taking the overall title.


Pierre did win his class, but he lost the overall
title to a dark horse—a young guy from Normandy, a light heavyweight, who had a
beautiful face, a body which combined hard muscle mass and symmetry in perfect
balance, and a dynamic posing routine, which drove the crowd wild.


Aw, shit, Pierre’s going to be pissed,
Laurent feared. Which could make our tryst kind of awkward. Hope he’s not
the kind of guy who takes out his disappointment on his sex partner—in a bad
way! I don’t feel like being beaten up tonight!


But Pierre, for all his unabashed egotism, was a good
sport. When Laurent returned backstage, he found Pierre and Bob among a cluster
of other men who were congratulating the lad from Normandy, who seemed dazed by
his triumph. Complimenting the boy, Pierre seemed sincere.


“I’ll see you guys back at the hotel,” Bob said.


Laurent was puzzled. “We can all go back there in the
same cab, can’t we?”


“I have to get Pierre’s chow ready for him,” Bob
explained. “That’s one of my duties. Why he keeps me around.”


“My after-contest pig-out,” Pierre told Laurent, by
way of further clarification. “God, I’ve been starving myself for weeks, to get
my goddamn body fat down. Now I can stuff myself, even if I do end up all
bloated up.”


Bob left. Fully dressed, Laurent loitered in the
shower area, watching Pierre and the other naked bodybuilders shower. It was
quite a treat—a physique show after the show, so to speak!


“May I have the honor of drying your back?” Laurent
asked, when Pierre was done showering, and he reached for his towel.


“Please do,” the huge man said.


“Got to start earning my keep—like Bob,” Laurent
whispered, so the others couldn’t hear.


Pierre grinned. “Oh, you’ll be earning it, soon
enough.”


“I’m surprised that Bob’s duties don’t include helping
you unwind.”


“They do, sometimes,” Pierre admitted, frankly. “But
we’ve known each other for so long, and we’re such good friends, that, shit!
It’s almost like incest. Sometimes I’d rather do it with a stranger. It’s
hotter that way. I can—uh—really cut loose, you know? Let myself go, and be a
real sex pig.”


“Sounds exciting,” Laurent said. 


Pierre got dressed, and they left the building and
found a cab—with Pierre clutching and admiring his trophy, while Laurent made
himself useful by carrying his gym bag.


During the short ride, Pierre, in an effusive mood,
regaled Laurent with another tale—in which Pierre, of course, played the
starring role.


“When I first met Bob, he didn’t know he was gay.
Well, technically, I guess he’s bi. Can you believe that?” Pierre asked.


“Lots of guys swing both ways,” Laurent replied. “Not
me, though.”


“Not me, either. Anyway,” Pierre went on, warming to
his subject, “I don’t usually have much use for guys who are sexually
ambivalent, you know? Who are undecided? Or even for the ones who are shy. When
I see a guy at the gym who’s hiding his dick in the locker room or the showers,
I get annoyed. To me, real men, whether they’re gay or straight or whatever,
they’re not ashamed of their manhood and they don’t see any need to hide their
boners from other guys.


“I’ve got quite a few straight muscle buddies who like
showing off and giving the gay men a thrill. They may not be as big as I am,
either in terms of their physiques or their dicks, but they’re still proud of
what they’ve got, and they don’t give a shit if other guys see it and want it.
Hell, they get off on displaying themselves and teasing the gay guys!


“When I first met Bob, he was one of those ambivalent dudes.
He would always get hard in the showers after his workout, without fail. He had
a reputation for being caught jacking off right there in the gym, in fact, but
the other guys knew the deal, and you can get away with it as long as you’re
careful. That’s how Bob and I got started pumping out our loads together, in
fact.


“If you work out as hard as I do, Laurent, then you
know that the first thing most guys want to do after a good session is shoot
off some cum, and when an opportunity arises, you just take advantage of it.
Bob caught me rubbing one out in the showers one day, but he just went right
along with it, and we stood there under the spray and watched each other
jerking off, blasting out both of our loads at the same time. That was hot as
fuck, but kind of frustrating, too, because we didn’t actually touch each other,
which is what I was looking forward to.


“The next time it happened, we stood closer to each
other, and we talked dirty while we stroked ourselves. The time after that,
we progressed to grabbing and playing with each other’s dicks. Bob told me
later that he’d watched porn with some of his buddies, and they’d jerked off
together, but that time in the showers was the first time he’d ever dared to
touch another guy’s cock.


“I told him there was nothing wrong with being gay, or
bi—in fact, it was great. Soon, he and I were getting together regularly,
either at my place or his, for muscle worship sessions and more jerking off. It
didn’t take me long before I showed him what other things two men could do
together—sucking, rimming, fucking—edging each other, coming up with new ways
to tease each other and make each other come. I guess I recruited Bob,
introducing him to gay sex, but he’s never expressed any regrets about it.


“He and I are best friends, and workout partners. He’s
still into pussy, and he gets involved with one girlfriend after another,
always casual, short-term affairs, with no commitment on his part. His
girlfriends don’t suspect that he’s bi and loves to play with me and other
muscle studs. 


“I have to take it easy on Bob sometimes, because he
gets so hot at the sight of another naked muscle man that the moment we strip
down and I start talking dirty to him, and we begin fooling around, he’s
already in danger of pumping out his load. These physique contests must be
sheer torture for the poor guy, with all that exposed muscle on display!


“Only a couple of days ago, when we were getting me
ready for tonight, we went back to my place after our workout, and we just went
at each other like animals. Somehow, I managed to edge Bob and keep him from
coming for more than half an hour, while we both talked some of the dirtiest
shit you’ve ever heard or imagined, Laurent, and we kept rubbing our own dicks
and each other’s. At last, I couldn’t help myself. I squirted a fountain of
semen up into the air, and then I bent my dick down and aimed it at Bob’s cock,
wetting it with my cum. He used my sperm as lube while he jacked himself off to
orgasm, too.


“Dropping those first loads calmed us down a bit, and
after we’d rested, we got into some wild sixty-nining, and after that,
we took turns eating out each other’s asses, and fucking each other up the ass.
I considered it all part of my contest preparation. What the fuck, sex is a
good way to burn off calories, too! Oh, we’re here,” Pierre broke off, as the
hotel came into sight.
















 


Chapter Eight: Feast of Flesh


 


When he and Pierre entered the hotel room, Laurent saw
that Bob had transformed the small table in the room, and the nearby writing
desk, into a strange sort of combination bar and buffet.


There was no alcohol, just bottled water, fruit and
vegetable juices, and milk. And enough of each to quench the thirst of a
half-dozen men, surely. An open egg carton held a dozen hard-boiled eggs.
Stacked on top of each other, next to a manual can opener, were four of the
largest cans of tuna Laurent had ever seen, bigger than anything routinely
stocked on a grocer’s shelves. One plate was piled high with boiled, skinless
chicken breasts. Another was heaped with thick, wide strips of brown al
dente whole-wheat pasta, without any sauce or seasoning.


Bob noticed Laurent’s bemused reaction.


“Supper is served,” Bob announced, drily.


Pierre grabbed a chicken breast and began to gnaw on
it. “Aw, fuck,” he mumbled, around the meat in his mouth. “This is almost
better than a good pump—almost better than sex—almost better than coming!”


Bob grinned at Laurent.


“Not quite, if you ask me,” he said. “But then,
I don’t compete. I don’t need to deny myself—not food, not booze, not late
nights.”


Pierre, having already stuffed several chicken breasts
into his mouth and down his throat, was now chugging milk, directly from the
container.


“Well, if you guys will excuse me,” Bob said. “I’m
going to go check out a couple of the bars here in town.”


“Which ones?” Laurent inquired.


“I’ve got a list.” Producing a scrap of paper, Bob
showed it to Laurent—who took a pen from the desk and added a name and address.


“Try this one, first,” Laurent advised. “A guy as hot
as you are, Bob—you should make out all right there. Tell them I sent you!” he
joked.


“Thanks!”


Bob left, and Pierre continued to attack the spread on
the table and the desk.


“Christ,” the big bodybuilder exclaimed. “I’m so
fucking hungry! I’m starved. Been eating practically nothing for weeks on end,
preparing for tonight. I’m dehydrated, too. Couldn’t afford to drink too much
water, because it’d bloat me. I feel lightheaded. Like I’m going to faint—!”


“You’d better go on eating and drinking, then,”
Laurent advised, feeling alarmed. It wouldn’t do for his john to pass out on him.
He didn’t relish the thought of having to call the paramedics!


“I intend to, now that I can. Just hope you won’t be
offended at the sight of me pigging out. Don’t mind me.”


“No, go right ahead.”


“If you’d like something, yourself, just go ahead and
order it from room service.”


“No, thanks, I’m fine.”


Laurent watched, fascinated, while Pierre gulped down
liters upon liters of bottled water, and gobbled the raw tuna and the
hard-boiled eggs. This, apparently, was all just an antipasto, before he set to
work slurping down the plain pasta. Varying his intake of restorative liquids,
Pierre also used orange, grapefruit, and tomato juices to wash down all that
food. Observing him, Laurent felt slightly queasy, his stomach flipping over in
empathetic response. Pierre’s own stomach must be infinitely elastic, to
sustain such abuse—as well-developed, as “muscle-bound,” as his arms, legs, or
chest!


And—after this meal—he’s still going to be
in the mood for sex? Laurent marveled. I’d be comatose,
myself!


To the escort’s astonishment and disbelief, the man
who’d hired his services had not only drained every container of liquid—he’d
devoured every scrap of food!


Pierre burped—a sound like a trombone player blaring
away at full volume on his instrument. “Aw, fuck! Now I feel halfway human
again.”


“That’s some rigorous dieting regimen you must put
yourself through, if this is how you make up for it, afterward.”


“Tell me about it! But now I can slack off, for a day
or two.” Pierre scrutinized Laurent, intently, with a hungry look on his face,
exactly as though the male prostitute was the next item on the menu. Which, so
far as the bodybuilder was concerned, might be no more than the case! “Why
don’t we get these fucking clothes off?” the muscle man suggested. “I’m paying
for this goddamn room—for these beds. Might as well starting making good use of
one of them. Don’t worry about Bob. He knows the drill. Whether he gets lucky
or not, he won’t come back for hours. By then—we’ll have wrecked one of
these beds,” Pierre gloated. “Give the maids something to clean up, in the
morning, after Bob and I check out.” Suddenly turning impatient, Pierre added,
brusquely, “Strip!”


“Sure.” Laurent began to undress.


“Want to see you naked. You have the advantage, dude.
You’ve already seen me nude.”


“And very impressive it was.”


“You know what I want,” Pierre reminded Laurent. “What
I’m paying you for. Sex! Sex, you fucker, hot, dirty sex! I want to do
everything with you. But, first—get your pretty ass over here and start worshipping
my freaking muscles! You know you want to. You know you want to adore this body
of mine.”


“You bet I do,” Laurent vowed. “Please let me—!”


“Do it! Knock yourself out.”


By now, both men were naked. Pierre set his trophy on
the nightstand beside the bed.


“You stay there, little buddy,” the bodybuilder told
the trophy. “And I want you to meet my big buddy,” he added, taking his
cock in his hand and giving it a few preliminary jerks.


“I’d like to make the acquaintance of your big buddy,
too,” Laurent said.


“Get your pretty ass over here, and I’ll introduce
you.”


Laurent found, to his relief and delight, that he had
no need to fake it. Genuinely turned on by his john’s heroic, herculean
physique, he was literally salivating when he approached the big
man—respectfully, as though he was indeed some worshipper in a homoerotic pagan
cult, preparing to demonstrate his devotion to a muscular deity.


Standing in front of the foot of the bed, Pierre proudly
posed and flexed for Laurent’s benefits. He raised both of his arms above his
head in the familiar, mandatory at physique contests, front double biceps pose,
baring his armpits—which, of course, had been shaven clean of any trace of
hair.


“Uh, it’s warm in here,” Pierre muttered. “I’m hot—I’m
sweating. First my pits, man. Work on my pits first! Lick and suck them. Tickle
me there, with your tongue. Taste that hot man sweat, running down from those
pits. And sniff them, too—sniff my armpit smell and love it, bitch. Just like
it was perfume in a bottle. You’re a whore, aren’t you? Then start acting like
a whore. A muscle whore, the kind of a man cunt who goes crazy when he sees a
stud with a body like mine—who can’t believe he’s allowed to do more than just
look at it. Yeah, you can touch it—smell it—taste it, too! Go on, worship my
muscles, show me how much you like them. How hard they make your cock—how they
make the jizz start to drip out of your dick.”


“Oh, you’re magnificent,” Laurent mumbled, between
licks and sucks at Pierre’s armpits.


“Damn right I am.”


“Please—please, may I lick your pecs, too? Your
nipples look so suckable. Please, may I suck them?”


“Yeah. Get your mouth on my tits,” Pierre growled.
“But don’t just lick and suck them, boy. Bite them! I want to feel your teeth,
sinking right into the fuckers. Don’t worry,” he insisted. “I’m a real man. I
can take it. Anything you can dish out! I’m immune to pain—”


Promptly, Laurent put this boast to the test, by
closing his lips around the stiff cone of one of Pierre’s nipples and nipping
it quite savagely with his teeth.


“Aw, shit!” Pierre howled. He threw his head back. His
big body seemed to spasm from head to foot. He sucked in his breath, with a
rasping noise. His hand shot up to the back of Laurent’s head, grabbing a
fistful of his hair. But—instead of pulling Laurent’s face away from his
tortured tit—the bodybuilder only pressed Laurent’s mouth more firmly against
his hard, unyielding pectoral mound! “Bite me!” Pierre screamed. “Bite me,
hard! Make it hurt! Fuck! Oh, fuck!”


The physique star, Laurent realized, was kinky—a real
sex freak! But, caught up in the lewdness of the moment, Laurent was more than
happy to accommodate the guy!


He attacked the other nipple, too, torturing it with
his teeth. Pierre liked that! A lot!


“Bite those nips,” he whimpered. “Uh, make them bleed!
I can take the pain, dude! I like the pain! ‘No pain, no gain!’ Bite me! Draw
blood!”


This was rather more kink than Laurent customarily got
into, but Pierre’s frenzy was infectious. Caught up in the big man’s unbridled
lust, Laurent sank his teeth into the man’s stiff cones of tit flesh one by
one, torturing them, moving his mouth rapidly back and forth between them.


Pierre loved it! He really did seem to have an
extraordinary pain tolerance.


“Bitch! Whore!” the bodybuilder screamed, his voice now
incongruously high-pitched and shrill, like a girl’s. “Don’t stop! Oh, don’t
stop! Chew on those frigging nips! Hurt them! Ah!”


Laurent gnawed on the raw nipple flesh. Pierre took
the abuse, and indeed he reveled in it. Finally, though, he’d had enough.


“Now—get down there—lower! My abs,” Pierre demanded.
“Lick my abs! Poke your fucking tongue in my belly button, clean it out!
Yeah—now my cum gutters, dude. I want to feel that hot mouth of yours, that
nice juicy wet tongue, on my cum gutters! Don’t you worry, you
muscle-worshipping bitch. Soon—real soon—you’re going to be down there even
lower, in my crotch. Sniffing my crotch smell. My butt stink, too. Licking my
balls. Sucking on them! Sucking my dick. Yeah, licking and sucking my ass!
Whore! Oh, you whore!”


Soon, Laurent was lying flat on his back on the bed,
with Pierre squatting over his head, getting ready to lower his butt onto
Laurent’s face, so the escort could rim him.


“Uh! Sit on my face, big man. Let me suck that muscle
ass of yours,” Laurent begged. He took a tentative swipe with his tongue
between Pierre’s glutes, tasting the man’s sweat in his butt cleft, rubbing his
tongue over the bodybuilder’s anal pucker, too, and tasting it as well. “Hot
ass! Frigging hell, it tastes good! Going to eat it out—!” Grunting, Laurent
proceeded to do so, treating Pierre to his most energetic and enthusiastic
rimming. Hotly aroused, he worked one of his fingertips through his own
sphincter, probing his anal depths.


“Yeah, suck that ass of mine, while you finger yours,”
Pierre demanded. “Get yourself good and hot. I’m going to fuck your hole for
you, and you’re going to love every minute of it!”


Laurent didn’t doubt that. Not at all!


There were times when he truly enjoyed his work, and
this was one of them.
















 


Chapter Nine: Another Muscle Monologue


 


Incredibly, when he was done fucking Laurent, Pierre
seemed to be just getting his second wind! The guy was truly, literally,
insatiable!


“Nice ass,” the pro bodybuilder complimented the
escort. “I’m going to want to nail that hole again, before we’re done.
Meanwhile—” Pierre looked, optimistically, around the room. “Is there any food
left? I’m still hungry.”


“I think you ate everything Bob set out for you,” a
fucked-out Laurent observed.


“Damn! Well—I’m in the mood for pizza,” Pierre
declared. “Are you?”


“Actually—yeah. I could eat something, anything. I
need to keep my strength up, with these demands you’re making on me.”


Pierre laughed. “Know a good pizza delivery joint,
here in Marseille?”


“As a matter of fact, I do.” Laurent gave his muscular
john the name of the establishment. “I don’t know the number, though, not
offhand.”


“Never mind.” Pierre picked up the hotel’s phone. “I
can get it from Information.”


Soon, Pierre was ordering not one, but two, large
“meat lover’s” pizzas, with “extra everything,” as he put it. “Pile it on,” he
advised, to the employee he was speaking to over the phone.


After hanging up, Pierre lounged nude on one of the
beds, while Laurent, also naked, sat on the other.


“Now, while we’re waiting for the delivery boy to
arrive,” Pierre said, cheerfully, “you can give that dick of yours a
well-deserved rest. But don’t get too comfortable. I’m going to want you to
perform for me again.”


“I’ll do my best,” Laurent promised. “You have a very
high sex drive, don’t you?”


“Got testosterone to spare, I guess,” Pierre agreed.
“But you’re no slouch, buddy. Must come in handy, in your line of work? Being
able to get it up, keep it up, and come more than once?”


“Usually,” Laurent admitted. “In all honesty,
though—you’re testing me, with your stamina!”


Pierre snickered. “That’s the risk you take when you
fuck around with a real muscle stud like me—with a real alpha male.”


There was such a gleeful innocence about Pierre’s high
opinion of himself that Laurent couldn’t find it offensive.


“Before the delivery guy gets here,” Laurent
suggested, “tell me about another one of your muscle stud adventures.”


“Uh, there are so many to choose from! Let me think—!
Yeah. I’ve got a good story,” Pierre said. “Sometimes you hear from guy who talks
a really good scene, you know? Who says he’s really into male bodybuilder worship,
and he can’t wait to meet up with a real stud for a session. But then you never
hear from the son of a bitch again, so fuck him! I thought that was going to
happen with this guy named Frederic, who likes to be called Fredy, because he
kept texting me—sexting me, really—promising a hell of a lot, but never
following through.


“For weeks, this freaking prickteaser would sent me
filthy sex messages and dick pics of himself, telling me how amazing he thought
my body was, how he wished he could be as big and powerful and manly as I was,
and how much he wanted to be my bitch and service me. Well, talk is cheap! I
did my best to string him along and encourage him, but every time I tried to
set up a meeting for us, he’d wimp out and back off, with some lame excuse.
Finally, I lost patience, and I told him to either meet me the next time it was
convenient for me, or fuck off. Then he gave in.


“We’d set up a day and time, and Fredy was supposed to
show up at my place, suitably submissive and penitent, ready for me to take
charge of his ass. I was skeptical, but I got myself ready, just in case he did
appear. I got naked and I worked my cock, edging myself, for nearly an hour,
pushing myself ever closer toward orgasm. But then I denied myself that
pleasure, and I forced myself to stop playing with himself. I took a shower,
and then I wrapped myself in just a towel. I was seething, just about smoking,
I was so goddamn horny!


“Fredy knocked on my door, not a moment too soon. I
hate it when a goddamn muscle sub keeps me waiting! And when they do, they get
punished for it, believe you me! He was nervous, but he was also eager. The
moment I invited him in, he started telling me how amazing I looked, standing
there in just that towel. I took him into my living room, where the oil was set
out on the coffee table, waiting for him to use, and I commanded him to strip
naked and show me his body. He hesitated, but he did it. I could tell he was
the kind of arrogant fucker who really, secretly, wanted to be bossed around by
me. Even though he may not have admitted that yet, even to himself.


“When we were both nude, I walked around him, studying
his physique, making snide comments about it, describing his deficiencies, telling
him where he needed to make improvements, and comparing him unfavorably, body
part for body part, to me. I handed him the oil and told him to apply it all
over me, from head to foot. He devoted the next fifteen or twenty minutes to
exploring and admiring my body, his slick hands touching and massaging me everywhere,
rubbing his dick against me every chance he got, babbling about how incredible
my physique was and how desperate he was to please me.


“I told him he was a worthless piece of shit and that
he’d better start worshipping me, unless he wanted me to beat him up! Fuck, did
that threat ever get him hot! Being new to male bodybuilder worship, the punk
didn’t know how to take it slow and build things up gradually. He wanted to
grab my dick and get things going full-blast right away. I tried my best to calm
him down and keep him from getting too worked up, but I was kind of all sexed
up myself, and so I couldn’t quite manage it. He knelt in front of me like any
dirty, hot-mouthed cocksucker and he begged me to fuck his face. I gave the
bitch what he wanted. I’d barely shoved my cock between his lips and started
pumping it back and forth inside his mouth, rubbing it against his tongue,
before his own prick squirted jets of cum up from his groin, wetting his hairy
chest and abs, a fountain of semen gushing all over him. Fredy hadn’t even
touched his cock. That’s how horny the motherfucker was, thanks to me!


“I got tough with him then. I punished him for coming
too quick. I made him suck my cock and my balls and my ass, lick and suck my
armpits and my feet, use his hands, his lips, and his tongue to stimulate every
part of my body. The next time he ejaculated, he did so at my command, and it
was only then that I deigned to give him my own load, shooting my sperm all
over him. He was mine after that—I owned his punk ass—and believe me, Laurent,
I’ve made good use of it ever since.”


The hotel room’s doorbell chimed.


“Aw, shit, must be the delivery boy!” Pierre
exclaimed. “Where’s my wallet?”


“In your pants?” Laurent suggested. “There on the
floor?”


“Oh, yeah.”


Shamelessly, blatantly nude, Pierre answered the door.
The delivery boy, who was young and cute, was unfazed. No doubt, he’d seen it
all. Pierre paid him, and gave him a generous tip, flirting brazenly with him
all the while, before, reluctantly, he sent the lad on his way.


“Prickteasing little bubble-butted bitch,” Pierre
commented, as he set the two pizza boxes down and opened the top one. “For two
euros, I’d have dragged him in here, thrown him down on this bed, and raped
him. And he’d have liked it.”


“It might be unfair to expect the boy to compete with
a hardened pro like me,” Laurent joked.


“Huh!” Pierre grunted. “Hardened being the
operative word!”


As though he hadn’t eaten for a week, Pierre began
devouring slices of the pizza. Laurent helped himself to several slices, too,
before the voracious bodybuilder beat him to them and consumed the contents of
both boxes. The pizzas—extravagant concoctions of thick crusts topped with
sausage, pepperoni, beef, bacon, and pork, with onions, garlic, and melted
cheese, and topped with a thick tomato basil sauce—were delicious, and filling.



“That was good,” Pierre declared, licking his fingers
clean. “Now—back to bed. I’m not done with you yet.”


“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Laurent confessed.


“Nothing a stud like you can’t handle. Now—the two of
us are going to have some real fun! In fact—you’re going to do
everything for me that those muscle pups I told you about did for me. And then
some!”


Laurent grinned. “Including the fleshlight play?”


“Fuck, yeah! I’ve got them right here in my luggage.”
















 


Chapter Ten: Poolside Passion


 


“Ah, you really know how to fill a guy up! What a cock
you’ve got there! You’re fucking me so well, just the way I like it. Yeah,
stud, let me have it, make me your bitch! Make me beg for it!” Zizi cried.


Laurent pounded his prick into the other man with real
erotic fury. His eyes were glazed over, his breath came in labored gasps, and
perspiration dripped from every pore of his body, raining down upon Zizi’s
equally overheated skin. The two men’s mouths sucked and bit each other’s
flesh, and their bodies twisted against each other, lubricated by their own
wetness.


Each time Laurent thrust forward, Pierre pushed up to
meet his onslaught. They’d established an ideal synchronized sexual rhythm,
hammering their bodies together, groaning and gloating as they raced along the
road to explosive mutual satisfaction. It was man-to-man sex at its hottest and
most abandoned.


Abruptly, Zizi let out a shout of raw animal lust.
“Too much! Too damn good! I’m coming!” he roared. Even as he spoke, his semen
surged up through his cock, spat out from its tip, and frothed over his torso,
soaking his hairy chest and heaving stomach muscles. The hot, dry night air was
suddenly filled with the manly scent of cum.


Impelled past his own endurance by the sight and
sound, the feeling and smell, of Zizi’s orgasm, Laurent joined him in
unloading, forcing his dick deeper into the man’s spasming anus than before.


“Coming, too,” he reported, tersely. “Can’t hold it
back! I’m full of cum, and you’re going to get it all. I’m shooting, right up
your hot ass, man, filling you up! Take it! Take it all!”


“Every bit,” Zizi agreed. “Give me all of it. I want
it all, I want all of your juice—!”


It was another hot, dry night on the outskirts of
Nice. Zizi had booked Laurent for one of their regular get-togethers. They
enjoyed their familiar routine. Good food, good wine, swimming nude in the
pool, followed by sex. This time, impulsively, instead of retreating into the
bedroom, the two men were coupling outdoors, on a padded mat spread out over
the flagstones of the terrace beside the pool and the potted plants. Zizi and
Laurent always enjoyed good sex together, but on this occasion their al
fresco fucking seemed unusually intense.


Perhaps they’d both been inspired by the fact that,
over dinner, Laurent had amused Zizi by telling him—in explicit detail—about
his recent night in Marseille with Pierre Munteanu. Ordinarily, Laurent didn’t
drop names, or tell one of his johns about another. But Zizi wasn’t just
another john. Laurent thought of him as a friend—although, admittedly, a friend
who paid him for sex—and he knew he could rely on Zizi’s discretion. And the
fact that the pro bodybuilder was gay was an open secret, at best, so it wasn’t
as though Laurent was outing him.


“The next time I throw a party,” Zizi suggested, “I
really ought to invite this guy Pierre, and his buddy Bob, to come down here from
Lyons and join us. I can even put them up in one of my guest rooms, overnight.
Think they’d accept?”


“I don’t think they’d need much persuasion,” Laurent
said.


“And you’ll come, too. I’ll pay you, of course, but
you can think of it as really a night off, during which you’re free to do
whatever—and whomever—you want. You know how much my friends like you, Laurent.
In bed and out. Okay—especially the former! For which you have only
yourself to blame, you sexy bastard. We’ll make it a real orgy.”


“Sounds exciting. Just keep in mind—you’ll need to
stock up on eggs, tuna, and pasta, to keep that voracious and somewhat peculiar
appetite of Pierre’s satisfied. One of your gourmet dinners or breakfasts would
be wasted on him, I’m afraid.”


“If he’s as hot as you say he is—I’ll take that
chance.”


“Bob is hot as hell, too. I’d like to fuck him. And he
has the advantage, compared to Pierre, of seeming to be comparatively normal.”


Zizi smiled. “From what you’ve told me about Pierre’s
quirks, I’d say I’d be willing to put up with them. For the sake of his other,
good qualities. As for normality, I’ve always found it to be somewhat
overrated! Say, it’s starting to get a little cool out here. Come on, let’s go
inside and go to bed. I’d like to give that muscle worship thing a try. Mind if
I practice it by worshipping you?”


“I’d be delighted,” Laurent assured his patron,
graciously.
















 


Chapter Eleven: Sex on the Sand


 


In one of Nice’s supermarkets, Laurent was grocery
shopping.


It was another one of his infrequent days off. He had
no date scheduled for that afternoon or evening. He planned on spending some
time at home, relaxing. He’d decided that, while he was at it, he might as well
stock up on foodstuffs. He could, if he got ambitious, prepare himself a decent
homecooked dinner.


It’s really not much fun to shop for food
for one person—or to cook just for one, Laurent thought, as he
tossed various items into his grocery cart. Of course, I can just put this
stuff away at home, save it for later, and eat out tonight.


Laurent felt restless. 


Outdoors—I really ought to do something
outdoors, this evening. Fresh air, all that sort of thing, as opposed to
staying cooped up indoors.


I should buy some things suitable to eat
outdoors. Picnic food! But having a picnic all by myself doesn’t sound like
much fun, either. I ought to ask some guy to join me. Me, on a date! Giving it
away for free. That’d be quite a novelty. But maybe it’s just what I need. I’ve
been in such a rut, lately. I really could use a change in my routine.


For some reason, he thought about Michel. Impulsively,
he took out his cell phone and tried his friend’s number, right there in the
store.


Michel responded at once. “Hey, Laurent. Good to hear
from you. You’ve recovered from your boat ride, I assume?” he teased Laurent.


“My butt’s back in working order. How was your day?
The weather was fine today, wasn’t it?” Laurent asked.


“The weather was great—and so was the fishing.”
Michael sounded quite animated. “We’re headed in, already—early, because we’re
absolutely riding low in the water, weighed down by our catch.”


“Oh, I’m happy for you. What’re your plans for
tonight?”


“Other than counting my money, after I do my business
at the market—nothing, so far.”


“Tired?”


“No, not at all. I’m probably too revved up to be
tired.”


“Want to get together?”


“Hey, that’s an idea! Yeah, why don’t we?”


“Here’s what I propose. I’ll drive to Marseille and
meet you at the market. By the time I get there, you should be done with your
wheeling and dealing. We’ll have some dinner, my treat. Anywhere you like.
Unless—I’m doing my grocery shopping, in fact, right now. I was thinking about
driving along the coast to one of the beaches, you know, one of the out-of-the
way ones. And having a swim and a picnic supper there. Build a fire, experience
the whole outdoor, ‘getting back in touch with nature’ thing. Would you like to
do that?”


“Oh, that sounds like fun, especially at the end of a
work day. Let’s do it, okay?”


“Okay. I’ll bring the food and the wine.”


“I’ve got what’s needed to start a fire, right here on
the boat. No need to rub two sticks together! And I’ll bring the fish, if
you’re in the mood to eat fish. I’ve got some monsters here which I’d already
set aside, for my own use.”


“Maybe we should invite Ammar and Azhar to come along.
Although then we’d need a second car.” Laurent’s Peugeot was a two-seater, of
course.


“No, they’ve already told me they’re looking forward
to getting home early for a change, and having dinner with their family. You’ll
have to settle for my company. Hope you won’t be bored.”


“I doubt I will be. See you soon.”


Laurent showed up at Marseille’s seaside fish market,
in time to say hello to Azhar and Ammar, whom Michel had just paid. Smiling,
the brothers bade Michel and Laurent goodnight.


“I stink of fish,” Michel pointed about,
apologetically, as he and Laurent walked toward Laurent’s car. “I didn’t think
of that, before. I’m likely to transfer the smell to your upholstery. Maybe we
should stop at my place, so I can shower, first?”


“No, that’s okay. We’re going to bathe in the sea
soon, anyway. And I must confess—I kind of like the smell. It’s manly. Gets my
dick hard.”


“Kinky you.”


“So I’ve been told.”


“Love this car,” Michel remarked, as Laurent steered
the Peugeot through the city’s streets, toward the highway. “If this is typical
of the wages of sin—? Then maybe virtue is overrated, and I am in the
wrong line of work.”


Laurent laughed. “You’ve got some balls, mentioning
yourself and virtue in the same breath.”


“Next to you, though, I feel positively chaste.”


“Huh. If we weren’t such good friends, Michel, I might
take offense at that.”


“It wasn’t meant as an insult. I’m envious, actually.
Some nights—fortunately, tonight is an exception—I just want to get home and
fall into bed. Alone. I can’t summon the energy even to jack off. And here you
are, getting laid every night. Like clockwork. For money.”


“Well, not every night,” Laurent insisted.
“Tonight’s an exception, for me too. At least as far as the being paid part of
it goes.”


“Oh? You’re planning on getting laid?” Michel
inquired, archly.


“The possibility has crossed my mind. Assuming, like
you said, you’re not feeling particularly fatigued—?”


“As a matter of fact, I’m feeling more energetic by
the moment. I’ve got to say this much for you. Your company is always extremely
invigorating.”


Laurent and Michel both knew isolated spots along the
coast, suitable for swimming, away from the public and private beaches.
Agreeing on which one they’d try, they turned off the highway, onto a side
road, and then onto a dirt track. This led along the tops of low, rugged bluffs
overlooking the sea. At the foot of the inclines were narrow stretches of
beach—consisting, usually, of three parts rocks, overgrown with shrubby
vegetation, to one part coarse-grained, pebbly sand—but they were
beaches, nonetheless, and this one looked rather beautiful and picturesque now
that the sun had set and stars appeared in the dark night sky. Without
artificial lights to compete with them, the stars were unusually bright.


Parking at the top of a cliff, Michel and Laurent
gathered the things they’d brought along, and they clambered down the slope to
the water. They had the place all to themselves. There was plenty of dry driftwood
strew about, which they collected for their fire, supplementing it with dead branches
and twigs which they broke off the shrubs. Then they stripped down to their
shorts and dashed into the sea, which was just starting to lose its daytime
warmth, romping about in the water like schoolboys.


Back on shore, Laurent opened the wine, while Michel
used lighter fluid and a disposable cigarette lighter to get the fire started.
Then he unwrapped the paper parcel he’d brought with him, revealing a sea bass
and a dusky grouper—both huge, as he’d promised. But that wasn’t all. There
were also crayfish, and smelts. 


“These guys must’ve been suicidal today,” Michel
joked. “They just keep jumping into our nets.”


“My God,” Laurent exclaimed. “That’s a whole meal,
right there! A seafood feast!”


Michel busied himself with a knife, cleaning the two
large fish. The smelts and crayfish could be grilled whole.


“Show me what you’ve got there,” he urged Laurent.


Laurent unpacked his own contributions. “Figs for
dessert,” he said, setting them aside. “Bread, of course. Cheese. Smoked sausage.
Spicy pickles. Potato salad.” Including olives and feta cheese, the potato
salad was enhanced with a fragrant tomato oil vinaigrette dressing. “Wild
mushroom terrine. Oh, and caviar,” he added, producing a tin.


“Wow. ‘Oh, and caviar,’ the man says, so casually! You
sure went all out. I shouldn’t let you pay for all that. Let me kick in half.”


“No, I’ve got it covered. You’ve provided the fish.
And this is a special occasion. A treat for me. Just relaxing and enjoying
myself, for a change. Without thinking about—any of my usual obligations.”


The first course was sandwiches. They spread the
terrine onto thick slices of bread, added slices of cheese and pickles, and
then, impaling slices of the sausage on sticks, they held them over the fire to
heat them. Inserted into the sandwiches, the hot sausage slices melted the
cheese. The two men used plastic forks to eat the potato salad.


“Damn filling,” Michel reported, munching away. “But
save room for the fish. I’ll get it started.”


“Try some of this, first, as an appetizer,” Laurent
invited his buddy, opening the tin of caviar. He set the example by scooping up
some of the fish eggs on a fingertip, transferring them to his tongue. Michel
followed his lead.


“Potato salad and caviar. Quite a contrast. That just
about says it all. Rich man food, poor man food. This seems decadent,” Michel
remarked. “Eating caviar, in the first place. Let alone eating it with our
fingers. Aren’t you supposed to use a bone spoon, so a metal one doesn’t affect
the taste?”


“A mother of pearl spoon, actually.”


“You would know, thanks to all those rich guys you
associate with. This stuff tastes awfully damn good, though, even without the special
spoon.”


“So we’re spoonless, lacking the proper utensil, and could
be considered uncouth in polite society. I won’t tell anybody if you don’t.
Michel—?”


“Um?” Michel was licking his fingers.


“You don’t think I’m a snob, do you? Because most of
my clients are—well off?”


“That’s funny. You don’t hesitate to call yourself a
whore. But you don’t want to be thought of as a snob?”


“I’d hate for you to think I was stuck-up. I haven’t
forgotten growing up in the old neighborhood.”


“Yeah, and I haven’t forgotten wanting to get out of
it. Nobody can blame you for bettering yourself, Laurent. You might be
interested to know that, back home, lots of people look up to you. You’re a guy
who’s made a success of himself, who’s gotten out. Now—throw some more of that
wood on the fire, to build it up, and I’ll play chef.”


Michael had a flat metal basket with a lid and a
handle, the basket itself pierced with ventilation holes, resembling an
old-fashioned stovetop popcorn maker. He loaded the basket with the seafood and
held it over the fire to cook it, shaking the basket to heat the contents
evenly. Almost at once, a savory smoke began to rise from the perforations.


“Ah, the smell is driving me wild,” Laurent said.


“When it’s done, I’ll hold the basket open, while you
pour just a little of the wine over the fish. That’ll make them taste even
better.”


Each diner had both grouper and bass. They devoured
the grilled fillets. The smelts and crayfish found good homes, too, ending up swimming
in the two men’s stomachs. Then it was time to enjoy the ripe, juicy figs, sucking
them inside their mouths, and imbibe more wine.


“I’d go back in the water, but after that meal, I’m
afraid I’ll sink like a stone,” Michel said.


“We can wade,” Laurent pointed out. “Not go in over
our heads. Right now, though, I feel too lazy to move, even that far. Let’s
just sit and talk, for a while.”


“Fine.”


“What’s new with you, other than your work?”


“My parents are singing the same old song,” Michel
told his friend. “As in, when am I going to get married and settle down.”


“With a woman? I thought they know you’re gay?”


“They do know I’m gay. No, they want me to settle down
with a man. Can you believe it? I always thought one of the advantages of being
openly gay was that my relatives wouldn’t bother trying to set me up on dates
with ‘nice girls.’ But now, instead, they keep finding ‘nice boys’ for me. All
of whom seem to be ribbon clerks and bean counters. Perfectly respectable, but
as dull as dishwater. Little do my folks realize how much I prefer bad boys.
Such as a certain very popular escort I know,” Michel teased Laurent. “Think
you’ll ever get married? After you retire? Or even now? That guy Zizi, whom
you’ve told me about—your regular—hasn’t he offered to have you move in with
him? And to ‘keep’ you, if you’ll pardon the expression?”


“It’s the right expression. As in ‘keeping a pet.’
Yeah, Zizi’s made that suggestion, more than once. It’s tempting. But I’ve
always turned him down.”


“Why? Because you’re too independent?”


Laurent was playing with the fire. Seated cross-legged
on the sand, nude except for his shorts, he would take a twig from the stack of
firewood, hold it extended over the flames, and watch its end ignite and flare
up. Then he’d drop it, adding it to the fire.


“There’s that. I do like my freedom. And if I’m ever going
to try being faithful—reasonably faithful—to only one guy,” he replied,
at last. “Then I don’t think I could do it with a man who’s paid me for sex, no
matter how much I like him. No, it’d have to be with a guy I’ve always
liked—enough to have always had sex with him for free.”


“Don’t take this the wrong way—” Michel began to say.


“What?”


“Well, frankly, with the busy schedule you’ve been
keeping lately, how many men have you been with for free?”


“Not many,” Laurent admitted, with a rueful laugh.
“It’s been hard to fit them into my calendar. Let me think. Recently? You—and those
sexy boys of yours, Azhar and Ammar, of course. I really enjoyed that
threesome.”


“So did I. Want to do it again, sometime soon?”


“Sure. Although I’ve been thinking—a one-on-one
session with you would be damn good, too.”


“I was thinking along the same lines. That was sort of
the point of my agreeing to come along on this outing, in fact. I expect you to
put out.”


“Oh, don’t worry, I will.” Laurent tossed another twig
on the fire. “Sex on the beach. Sex on the sand. Sounds hot. Let’s do it.”


“Let’s get these fucking shorts off.”


Both guys wriggled out of their shorts. Naked, they
embraced. Laurent found himself wrapped in his buddy’s strong arms, their
mouths pressed together in an impassioned kiss.


“Let’s skip the sucking, this time,” Laurent
whispered. “The truth is, I want your cock in my ass again so bad I can’t stand
it.”


“I know you,” Michel replied, his fist wrapping itself
possessively around Laurent’s solid prickshaft. “You’re like me, you can come
more than once. I’ll screw you, all right, but only if you promise me that
Round Two will include me sucking on this big, beautiful piece of meat of yours
and then taking it up my own ass.”


“Deal,” Laurent vowed.


“Then get ready to be fucked!” Michel groped for his
discarded shorts. From one of the pockets, he pulled out a small tube of lube.
“I came prepared,” he explained. 


“Thank God for foresight.” Laurent rained kisses on
the other man’s face and body. “Don’t keep me waiting, buddy. Give me what I
need. What we both want. Right now. Please!” 


Kneeling between the other guy’s widely parted legs, Michel
anointed his prick with the lube, stroking himself, bringing himself to full,
proud hardness and readiness. He lifted Laurent’s legs in a businesslike manner
and rested Laurent’s calves on his broad tanned shoulders. Laurent’s big balls
dangled down, as though they intended to draw Michel’s attention to his
waiting, impatient, and very available anus. His own huge cock pointed up
toward the pit of his navel.


Michel touched his slippery glans to his friend’s
proffered pucker, and Laurent responded to the contact by letting out a lewd
moan of anticipation and encouragement. Carefully, not rushing, Michel eased
the bulb on top of his phallic stalk through the small aperture. He could feel
the flexing of the sphincter against him, seeming to kiss his dick, welcoming
it.


“You really are ready for me, aren’t you?” he asked.


“You’d better believe it. Don’t go easy on me. Take me
hard,” Laurent urged. “Own me!”


Michel pushed his way through the pucker, driving deep
inside Laurent’s ass, wringing a cry of joy from the fuckee’s lips. Lodging his
manhood firmly all the way up inside that seething anal sheath, Michel had to
pause, to calm down, before he ejaculated too soon.


Laurent felt engorged with cock. The quivering muscles
of his anus accepted the inflexible intruder and gripped it, claiming it as Laurent’s
property. There was a slight discomfort, but he welcomed it, as an intrinsic
part of the good, hard fuck he craved.


“You are so fucking hot,” Michel declared.


“You, too. I’m yours.” Laurent opened his legs still
wider, pressing his calf muscles down hard against Michel’s shoulders, at the
same time pushing his butt into his fucker’s crotch to keep their bodies joined
in this most intimate way possible. “Don’t hold back. Give me all you’ve got.
Just take me and use me. Make my hole yours to fuck!”


Michel complied, making one steady push. He forced the
entire length of his thick penis deep up into his friend’s ass, filling him,
causing Laurent’s anal depths to mold themselves around the bulky mass of his
fuck tool. His low-slung balls smacked against Laurent’s buttocks.


“Is all of it inside me?” Laurent asked.


“I’m afraid so, buddy. If I’m not hung big enough to
satisfy you—”


“Oh, you are, you are! I love your big hard cock. Come
on, Michel, fuck me! Fuck me rough!”


“My pleasure.”


The fisherman pulled out halfway, reluctant to
evacuate altogether the arousing warmth of the anal cavity. Then, slowly, he
thrust his manhood back in, taking complete possession of that ass.


“Ah! Yeah! Harder, damn you! I want it all!” Laurent
demanded.


Michel grunted in mock disgust. “You greedy power bottom.
That’s some hungry hole.”


“You bet it is. Fill it up. Stuff me full of that
cock, dude!”


“You’re going to get it!”


“Yeah!” Laurent raised his feet from Michel’s
shoulders and stretched his wobbly legs high in the warm night air, waving them
about. His buttocks rose to meet the other guy’s swollen member as it pistoned
in and out of him. With both hands, he clawed at Michel’s disheveled hair,
pulling his head down and kissing him fiercely on the lips.


Michel extended his tongue into Laurent’s sensuous
mouth, using his tongue to probe one body opening, and his cock in the other,
reveling in his possession of the beautiful young man whore. 


Laurent’s ass muscles gripped tightly around the base
of his fucker’s thick ramrod. Maddened by lust, Michel drove his dick in as far
as it could go.


They pounded away together, so violently that their
exertions plowed up the sand they lay on, scattering it about. For both men, it
was a perfect sex act. The sand, the sea—the night sky overhead—the scent of
the night air—the fire beside them, crackling, casting its warmth over their
bodies—their naked flesh compressed tightly together as they humped. It all
combined to create a truly memorable fuck.


“Aw, shit!” Laurent yelled. “There’s nothing like
this! An open-air fuck! At night—by the sea—under the stars. Next to the fire.
With your big cock in my ass.”


“It’s even better than screwing out on the deck of my
boat in broad daylight, isn’t it?” Michel asked.


“It is, oh, it is! Much better. Fuck me, Michel. Fuck
me hard! I can’t get enough of your cock.”


“I can’t get enough of your ass. Love your hole.”


“Yours, buddy—that hole is all yours—!”


“Aw, hell, buddy—I’m coming!” Michel lamented. “Too
soon—I wanted to make it last—!”


The sweat poured from his face and chest, spattering
down upon Laurent’s equally sweat-soaked body, and the fisherman lost his load,
filling his lover’s hot interior with his heavy, clotted fuck cream. He came,
repeatedly, until the white liquid backed up inside the well-fucked asshole and
bubbled out through the cock-plugged sphincter, to run down along the cleft
between Laurent’s buttocks.


“Didn’t want to blow my wad so soon,” Michel groaned.
“But, God, does it ever feel good!”


“Me, too—wish I could hold out longer, too,” Laurent
babbled. “But, no—I’m going to come, too! I’m going to shoot. Aw, shit, you’re
fucking the cum right out of me—!”


Instinctively, Michel wrenched himself forward and
bent himself almost double on top of the other man’s body, taking Laurent’s
ready-to-erupt cock inside his mouth. He was just in time to receive the full
force of Laurent’s ejaculation, which filled Michel’s mouth and throat with a
frothy load of delicious fresh cum. Michel swallowed, greedily, until he had
ingested every drop.


The two men then lay on the sand, pressed tightly
against each other, basking in the heat of the fire.


“Thought you’d shoot your load and not let me have it
my mouth, did you?” Michel gloated, between the impassioned kisses he planted
on Laurent’s pliant, responsive lips. “Guess I fooled you.”


“Guess you did,” Laurent agreed, happily.


“Don’t think I’ve forgotten that you promised to fuck
me, too.”


“I wouldn’t dream of going back on a promise.”


“Just let me know when you’re ready. Then my ass is up
for grabs!” Meanwhile, Michel snuggled down in Laurent’s embrace.


Aw, hell!
Laurent thought. What a beautiful night! A perfect night. A hot summer night
in the south of France. A night of relaxation, of pleasure—but also of
stimulation. A night of friendship. A night of sex!


He made a mental note to himself, to try to spend more
time in Michel’s company. 


Maybe, Laurent told
himself, idly, when I do decide to retire from this hustling game, I could
become a fisherman. Or—at least have a certain sexy fisherman, as a lover. I
could do worse, much worse.


That’d be something to look forward to—!
But, for now—!


“I think I’m ready. Let’s do it again,” Laurent
moaned. “With me fucking you, this time. Yeah, let’s do it again!”


“Yeah,” Michel agreed. “Let’s! But let’s take it slow,
this time. Fuck me slow and easy, stud, at least at first. Make it last.”


After all, they had the whole sultry night ahead of
them. What better way to spend the warm nocturnal hours, than by making love?






The
End
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