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Author’s Introduction: Neighbors to
the North


 


As a Frenchman who has lived in the United
States, I’ve also spent some quality time in Canada, the United States’
neighbor to the north.


The cities of Toronto, Montréal, and
Quebec, and the areas around them, are wonderful to visit. Cold winters, to be
sure—but hot men. That just about sums it up!


This book is, of course, fiction. But
travelers who have visited Montréal may recognize the real-life equivalent of
the popular gay leather bar which I’ve called CityBoyz here. They also may
suspect that they know the sexy young number upon whom the character of Guiche
is based. That trademark genital piercing of his is one giveaway. The
enterprising lad’s uninhibited attitude toward sex is another. As a man with a
somewhat checkered past myself, I know another pro when I meet one. Damn, but
Guiche is good at his job!


So, think of this as an unsolicited
testimonial, and a recommendation. If you have the chance, visit Canada.
Vacation there. Enjoy yourself, and indulge yourself, there. To put it
bluntly—get laid there. Help yourself to an ample amount of that Canadian
bacon. Trust me, you won’t regret it!


Meanwhile, read and enjoy this book! May
it inspire you!

















Prologue: His Lover, the Hustler


 


“The guy I was
with last night—he was a real freak,” Guiche said.


“Yeah?” Remi
responded, automatically.


“Hell, yes. I
really earned my money. And thank God, the dude was a good tipper, too.”


The two young
French-Canadian men, residents of Montréal, were half-sitting, half-lying, on
Guiche’s bed, sharing a joint. They’d just made love—a fact all too obvious
from the disorder in the bedroom. The sheets on the bed were rumpled, and
stained with sweat and semen. On the nightstand beside the bed was a plastic
pump bottle of lubricant, and a box of condoms. A used rubber, its reservoir
tip filled with slimy jism, rested in a glass ashtray on the nightstand,
alongside the ashes from the marijuana cigarette. On the floor beside the bed,
there were a torn-open and discarded foil condom wrapper, and a trick towel,
which had just been used to wipe off both men’s naked bodies, and especially
their crotches.


The air in the
bedroom smelled of sex.


Remi had known
Guiche for three weeks. Remi still wasn’t entirely comfortable with the fact
that Guiche was an “escort”—a male prostitute, to put it bluntly. Guiche was
good at his trade, of which he made no secret, and for which he offered no
apologies.


Next to his new
friend, Remi felt rather unworldly and unsophisticated. Guiche spoke to him
about sex, including what he did with his johns, with a total, somewhat
disconcerting, frankness and a lack of self-consciousness or self-censorship.
Every time Guiche talked about the men who paid him for sex, as he was
obviously bent upon doing now, Remi was conflicted. On the one hand, he found
Guiche’s recitals about what he’d done with his johns disgusting. The lewd
stories excited Remi’s jealousy, because he wanted to keep Guiche all to
himself. On the other hand, though, Guiche’s tales of his experiences as a
hustler never failed to both fascinate and arouse Remi. 


“So this guy,” Remi
prompted Guiche, as they smoked the pot. “This freak—?”


“Oh, yeah. He was
into being humiliated, big time. He wanted me to spank him. Hard! Which I did,”
Guiche related, with relish, “while I insulted him the whole time. But that
wasn’t nearly enough to satisfy the horny son of a bitch. He handed me a riding
crop, can you believe? The sort of thing you use on a horse! He had
me sit on his face. He rimmed me. He was pretty good at it. He licked and
sucked my ass, while I smacked his cock and balls with the frigging riding
crop. The harder I hit him, the more the sick fucker liked it, and the more hot
tongue action he gave my ass. His dick and his balls were red by the
time I was finished smacking him. Bright red! He was jerking himself, the whole
time I was whipping him and he was eating my ass. He came—I came—and I left,
with a big wad of cash in my pocket.”


“Jesus,” Remi
muttered.


Guiche grinned at
him. “Just business as usual. Do you disapprove?”


“I’ve decided—when
it comes to you—to withhold my personal opinions, and any moral judgments,”
Remi admitted.


Laughing, Guiche
dropped the spent stub of the joint into the ashtray. “Good for you. We’ll get
along much better, that way. Hey—do you want to play around some more?”


“Yeah. I sure do.
But I want something to drink first. I’m thirsty.”


Nude, they went
into Guiche’s kitchen and raided the refrigerator, taking four cans of Canadian
beer back with them to Guiche’s bedroom. They drank the cold brew while
listening to some music. It didn’t take long, though, for two young men with
such responsive libidos to get into the mood for some action again. 


Guiche’s erection
never really went down. He sat there naked on his soiled and rumpled bed,
guzzling his second beer, with his stiff prick rising at an angle from between
his sturdy thighs like a construction site’s crane.


Guiche drained the
beer can and set it down on the nightstand. He looked down at himself and gave
his penis a casual smack with the flat of his hand, observing the way it swayed
to one side, only to snap back to attention. Guiche looked up, met Remi’s eyes,
and grinned.


“I can always rely
on this moneymaker of mine. It looks like I’m ready to go again,” Guiche
suggested. “How about you?”


Remi fondled his
own quite rigid penis. “You bet I am!”


As always, Remi
seemed inflamed by his buddy’s priapic display. He stared down at Guiche’s
penis for a long moment, his eyes glazing over with desire. Then, letting out a
faint moan of pure sexual need, he leaned forward and he fell into Guiche’s
waiting arms. He kissed Guiche hard on the mouth, his tongue driving deeply
into the other young man’s throat. His legs were twitching restlessly against
Guiche’s, his belly grinding in circles over the other stud’s cock, feeling its
rigidity.


“Do you want to, Guiche?”
he panted, his breath hot in Guiche’s ear.


“Do I want to
what?” 


“Fuck me again.”


“Of course I do. I
love fucking your ass. No—wait,” Guiche said, as a sudden thought struck him.
“You must be getting tired of the same old thing, every time we get together
like this. Why don’t we try something different tonight?”


“I’ll do anything
you want me to, Guiche. You know that. What do you want me to do?”


“I want you
to fuck me.”


“You’ve got to be
kidding!”


“No, I’m not. What
makes you say that? As I recall, the very first time we hooked up—you screwed
me then.”


“Yeah, but that
time, I was a paying customer.”


Guiche was amused.
“Which makes what difference, exactly?”


“I assumed you
were doing it—taking it up the ass, I mean—for the money.”


“I was. Which doesn’t
mean I didn’t get off on it. Jesus, Remi, how many times do I have tell you
that I actually enjoy my work, most of the time?”


“You’re so …
butch, Guiche. I didn’t think you really liked it that way.”


“I like it all
ways. Butch guys take it up their asses, too. And trust me, buddy—I’ve got the
best ass in Montréal. Lots of men have told me so! Come on, Remi. I want you to
screw me. You’d like to, wouldn’t you? You’d like to fuck me, I bet.”


They were still
embracing. Remi nodded his head against Guiche’s shoulder.


“Hell, yes!” Remi
proclaimed. “If you really want me to do it to you, man—?”


“I do want you to!
I want to get fucked. Jesus, do I ever want you to screw me!”


Remi threw his
arms around his friend, hugging him tightly to his chest as they kissed yet
again. Guiche’s mouth seemed truly ravenous, insatiable for kisses, his tongue
wantonly stroking Remi’s, rubbing against it so hard, in fact, that the
pressure almost hurt.


Remi started to
sit up and reach for the box of rubbers which Guiche always kept next to his bed,
in anticipation of in-calls from johns, or the more infrequent visits from the few
privileged guys with whom Guiche deigned to have sex with, for free. But Guiche
pushed him back down, flat on the mattress, with one big hand.


“No, stay like you
are,” Guiche insisted. “Let me do it, Remi!”


Stretched out flat
on his back that way, Remi couldn’t see what Guiche was doing, but he heard the
unmistakable sound of a condom wrapper being ripped open. Then he felt Guiche
burrowing between his legs. He jumped in surprise when Guiche pressed his
unshaven face into the gap between his thighs and he began to stroke Remi’s
testicles with his tongue!


Guiche sucked them
deeply into his mouth, washing them from cheek to cheek, and exciting Remi’s
already horny dick until it jumped fitfully up and down from his belly.


Then, slipping the
balls from his mouth, Guiche ran the flat of his tongue up Remi’s cockshaft to
its tip, and he quickly sucked it inside his mouth. Remi was surprised for a
moment, speculating about whether Guiche had changed his mind and was just
going to suck his cock. But then he felt Guiche slowly ease his lips back up
around his shaft, until the head of Remi’s prick popped free from his mouth.
Guiche had the condom clutched in the palm of his hand, and now he worked it
down over his buddy’s fuck tool, encasing it in the latex.


Guiche then
grabbed the bottle of lubricant and he began to smear some of it around the
base of Remi’s erection, working his way steadily up the shaft until his
slippery fingers were rubbing the gel over the rubberized cockhead. Guiche
spread the lube over every inch of the prick, until the latex glistened with
the sticky film. Then he took a second blob and smeared it between his own
buttocks, massaging it into his asshole.


“Lick my ring,
first,” Guiche urged.


Remi knew what the
other guy was talking about. Guiche had a genital piercing, a “guiche,” from
which he took his nickname. The heavy gauge stainless steel ring pierced
Guiche’s taint, or perineum muscle. And he loved having the ring played with.


“Get your fucking
mouth down there,” Guiche urged. “Lick that ring, in my taint. Suck on it. Bite
it! Pull on it. Grab the motherfucker between your teeth, and yank on it. You
know how much I like having it worked on, having it played with. Pull on it,
hard!”


Obediently, Remi
caught the cold steel ring between his lips, between his lips. He tugged on it,
roughly, while at the same time he swabbed it with his tongue.


“Oh, you whore!”
Guiche gasped. “That’s right. Work that frigging ring around, with your mouth!
Oh, God damn! Motherfucking Christ! You dirty son of a bitch!”


Remi accepted the
verbal abuse, abjectly, without question. Although it did occur to him that
Guiche, of all people, hardly had the right to call another guy a whore!


“Fuck! Goddamn
you, you bitch—fuck! Okay, I guess we’re ready,” Guiche announced, as he swung
himself up onto the other young stud’s body. “I want to sit on it, and ride
you. Hold still until I get your dick in me.”


Seating himself
astride Remi, Guiche dug his knees into the bed on either side of Remi’s hips,
and he lifted Remi’s slippery cock up until the tip of it grazed his open,
ready asshole.


“Ready?” Guiche
whispered. “You ready to fuck my hot whore ass for me, buddy?”


Remi nodded his
head, and then he quickly raised his torso so he could kiss Guiche again while
the other boy began to settle back onto his dick, sitting on it—impaling his
butt on its unyielding bulk. Their mouths met, hard, and their kiss became
frantic as Guiche lowered himself, inch by inch. He winced sharply when the
thick head of the other guy’s cock forced its way into his asshole. But once it
was in, he pushed himself steadily down on it, filling his hole with it until his
ass cheeks were pressed down on Remi’s thighs, and every inch of his buddy’s
solid prick was jammed up into his rectum.


The feeling of
Guiche’s hot, tight, butch asshole squeezing his dick from every angle made Remi
swell even bigger inside him! He could feel his prickhead mushrooming out
against those soft, smooth anal membranes, expanding like a sausage-shaped
balloon being inflated. He gripped Guiche’s waist and he drove his own hips up
from the bed; but Guiche cried out hoarsely in pain and raised himself half off
Remi.


“Wait!” Guiche
rasped. “Wait just one minute, Remi! Jesus! You’re hung big, dude!”


“I’m sorry—”


“Oh, don’t
apologize! It feels great. You’re just going to have to give me a minute to get
used to the way your big dick feels in my ass. So take it easy at first—okay,
stud?”


“Okay.”


Guiche groaned as
he tried his best to relax his anus around the cockshaft. Remi slid his hands
up from Guiche’s waist to his firmly-muscled, smooth-skinned belly, and then
farther up along the ribbed muscles of his midsection to his pecs. He took one
of the dark brown nipples in each hand and he began to squeeze them between his
thumbs and forefingers, until they hardened and stood out from Guiche’s chest
like oversized pencil stubs.


Guiche evidently
liked having his tits played with like that, because he threw his head back and
rolled it from side to side, making sharp, hissing sounds of pleasure through
his tightly clenched teeth. All the while, his asshole flexed and vibrated
around the shaft of his buddy’s thick cock.


“Does it feel
good?” Remi asked.


“Hell, yes! Now I
know why you like to get fucked so much. Go ahead. You can speed it up, now,”
Guiche suggested in a whisper, his breath escaping from between his teeth in a
hiss. “Fuck me, Remi! Fuck me! I’m ready. My hole’s wide open for you. I can
take your cock now. In fact, I can take everything you’ve got to give me! So go
ahead and fuck me, man. Fuck me hard!”


Still pinching
Guiche’s tits, Remi slowly arched his pelvis from the bed for a second time,
the motion driving his dick all the way up into Guiche’s ass again. This time,
though, Guiche could take the thrust without experiencing too much discomfort.
This time, indeed, he wanted it. He wanted all of it! Clamping his internal
muscles around Remi’s dick, Guiche pressed his weight down until Remi’s legs
were pressed flat on the bed. Then Guiche began to ride Remi’s cock with slow,
sensual strokes. In effect, he was using his anus to jerk off his friend!


“Aw, shit!” Guiche
moaned. “It feels so good! It feels so good to have your big, hard cock in me,
fucking me! Don’t stop. For God’s sake, don’t stop! Let me ride the
motherfucker. Let me fuck myself on it.” He was bouncing up and down on top of Remi,
as though he was on a trampoline—but with his behind doing the bouncing, not
his legs. “Fuck my whore hole!” Guiche yelled. “You’re getting it for free,
dude! Fuck that slutty ass of mine!”


Encouraged by
Guiche’s dirty talk, Remi began to lunge up to meet him, ramming his dick in
and out of Guiche’s butthole with faster and rougher strokes each time.


“Yeah,” Guiche
grunted. “Fuck, yeah! Fuck me hard. Make me feel your cock. Hurt my hole. Oh
Christ, fuck me!”


Remi let go of
Guiche’s nipples and grabbed his waist instead, holding him tightly in place on
top of him as Guiche reared and hunched, never breaking the contact between his
asshole and Remi’s dick—which now plunged deep into his buddy’s ass with such
solid, penetrating force that Guiche gasped until his breath caught in his
throat and he nearly choked!


“It’s so good, you
fucker!” Guiche managed to get out, as though he was trying to reassure Remi
that he was all right, that he could take such rough treatment. “It’s so damn
good!” he moaned, ecstatically.


His hard belly,
with its rippling abdominal muscles, bucked outward with each driving lunge of Remi’s
cock into his guts. His arms quivered as he braced himself on the mattress with
his balled fists. His head was flung far back on his shoulders. His mouth was
open, and his moans now bubbled and gurgled. He no longer seemed capable of
coherent speech.


“Oh, your ass
feels incredible!” Remi commented. “I could fuck you like this for hours!”


“Wait,” Guiche
pleaded, suddenly. He’d found his tongue again. “Let me get on my back! I want
you to really fuck me, man! Hard and deep, with my legs in the air! With my ass
spread wide open for you! Like a cunt, Remi. I want you to fuck me like my
asshole is a cunt wrapped around your cock. I want to be your bitch!”


Remi started to
pull out of him so that they could change their positions; but Guiche sat down
hard on his cock and he squeezed his asshole tightly around its bulk, refusing
to give it up even for a few seconds!


“No,” Guiche
whimpered. “Don’t take it out of me, Remi. Just hold on to me, and I’ll lie
back. Keep your cock in me. I think I’m limber enough to sort of squirm around,
with your whang still stuck up my ass!”


And so he was.
Guiche rotated his body slowly and gingerly around the fulcrum of his buddy’s
cockshaft. Remi tried to help by sitting up and putting his arms around
Guiche’s waist. Moving cautiously, to make sure the erection wouldn’t slip out
of him accidentally, Guiche leaned backward until he was indeed prone on the
mattress and Remi was now on top of him.


Guiche’s legs
locked around Remi’s back, his heels pushing down on Remi’s buttocks to drive
his cock deep inside him. Remi stretched his legs out behind himself, and then he
rose up above Guiche, bracing both of his hands on the bed to give himself
leverage. He was jammed between the other young man’s thighs, his cock now once
again throbbing away all the way inside Guiche’s ass!


“That’s better,
isn’t it?” Guiche asked.


“Fuck, yeah!” Remi
gloated. “Now I can see your face while I fuck you!”


“What, you
couldn’t see it before, when I was sitting on your dick, facing you?” Guiche
retorted.


“Not this well.
And I sure as hell couldn’t do this.” Remi leaned down and kissed Guiche
on the mouth.


“Um,” Guiche
mumbled, against his fucker’s lips. “Fuck me, baby. Come on, pretty boy. Show
me how much of a man you are, what a stud you are. Take my hole. Use my hole. Ram
that big dick deep into me, now, and don’t stop. Don’t stop for
anything!”


Remi reared back,
and then he lunged down on Guiche with such force that he hurt his balls when
they slapped against Guiche’s upturned butt cheeks. His cock now seemed to be
driving right through Guiche’s anus and straight up into his rectum from below,
going in even deeper than it had been able to penetrate his body in their
previous position.


Again and again, Remi
lunged into Guiche, his dick quivering more violently with each fresh assault
in made on Guiche’s butt. It was like spearing his prick into a tub of warm,
soft butter! Guiche’s anus felt so smooth and slippery around his fuck tool, so
yielding each time Remi pulled it out or thrust it back in, that he found
himself trembling on the verge of a desperate ejaculation. He didn’t want to
come so soon. He wanted to stay hard inside that hot, sexy asshole which Guiche
was so eagerly opening to him!


With his eyes now
clenched tightly shut in concentration, Remi took Guiche anally again and
again, exulting in his possession of his friend’s body.


Guiche’s cries of
pleasure drove Remi on even harder, stirred him to fuck faster and probe deeper
with each new excursion he made into that hot ass. Remi was giving himself to
Guiche, just as the good-looking young male prostitute was surrendering to him.
Through his cock, his potency, Remi was entering completely into the other
young man, uniting himself to Guiche and joining the two of them, body to body,
soul to soul, in the fierce, unrestrained intimacy of sex between men.


It was much more
than an act of sex, though. Their passionate fuck seemed like a breakdown of
all the barriers which some segments of society might try to set up between men
like them. Remi had fucked, and been fucked by, any number of guys since he’d
come out to himself, accepting his homosexuality. But with none of them, so
far, had he experienced anything quite like what he was experiencing with
Guiche now. There was a sense of giving himself unreservedly. His partner’s
response had a searing intensity which equaled Remi’s own lust. With each lunge
of his prick, Remi felt more of his physical and spiritual essence going deep
into Guiche! 


He felt Guiche’s
hand beating against his stomach as Guiche jerked himself off. Guiche’s
handsome face was twisted with wild desire, and his whole athletic body strove
to take Remi’s cock and melt around it to form a single erotic entity.


Guiche wanted the
fuck to go on forever; and Remi, too, wished that were only possible! If only
he could fuck Guiche, be a part of him like this, stay inside his body like
this, forever! But he knew from the sharp, almost painful tingling in his cock
which came from holding back even this long, that he couldn’t last much longer.
He had to unload.


“I think I’m going
to come, Guiche!” he blurted out.


Guiche’s dazed
eyes flew open and his free hand struck out blindly to grab Remi behind the
neck, twist a thick lock of his long hair around his fingers, and pull his
fucker’s mouth down to his.


“Yeah,” Guiche
pleaded, hoarsely. “Go ahead and come! Come in me, you fucker—come in my ass.
But kiss me while you do it. Kiss me while you come!”


Their mouths met
in a furious, bruising kiss; and only an instant later, Remi felt the first hot
splash of Guiche’s sperm shooting up at his belly and chest. He drove down into
his friend’s asshole with desperate force, and he held his cock deep in
Guiche’s guts. Then Remi, too, shot his juice, in wave upon wave of wet, molten
liquid lust!


Guiche’s asshole
felt like a hot, wet mouth clamped around the shaft of Remi’s unloading cock,
sucking it dry, determined to wring every last thick, salty drop of jism from
its core. Remi couldn’t believe the intensity of his orgasm. He fired his seed
into the tip of the condom he was wearing on his cock. His body thrashed about
on top of Guiche’s, trapped in the viselike grip of Guiche’s powerfully muscled
thighs. Like a fish suddenly snagged on a hook and yanked from the water into
the suffocating air above the surface, Remi flopped about wildly on top of
Guiche’s chest. 


His tongue was
still stuck deep inside Guiche’s mouth. His cock jackhammered back and forth
within the tight grip of Guiche’s rectum, until Remi was sure that he had no
more semen to lose. 


Only then did both
boys go limp, relaxing after their fierce mutual pleasure.


Groaning,
struggling to get his breath back, Remi thought about that memorable occasion,
the night when he’d first seen Guiche. At the time, the hustler had seemed
unattainable to Remi, far outside his reach.

















Chapter One: The Guy with a Guiche


 


 


Most of Montréal’s bars closed by 3:00 AM.
Some stayed open for an additional hour or two, especially during the
summertime, or on weekends. 


CityBoyz was a leather bar, located on a narrow
side street off the Rue Ste-Catherine. On Friday and Saturday nights, CityBoyz
always stayed open until 5:00 AM. This made for a long night for its employees.
After last call, they were expected to remain and help with the cleanup, for at
least an hour. As a result, it was dawn before they finally headed home.


The bar’s management liked its employees
to be not only hard-working and efficient, but good-looking, outgoing, and
uninhibited. The bartenders invariably worked stripped to the waist, except for
whatever bits and pieces of leather gear they chose to adorn themselves with,
such as body harnesses, arm and wrist bands, or collars. The bar backs were
provided with T-shirts bearing the bar’s name and logo, front and back. But
they too were encouraged to work stripped to the waist, on warm nights or on
the frequent occasions when they found themselves bustling about enough to work
up a sweat.


Tonight, Remi was shirtless. He wore jeans
and rubber-soled boots, the latter ensuring him traction should a spill result
in a temporarily wet floor.


Around his neck was a slim silver chain,
supporting a pendant in the form of a blunt-edged razor blade. The short chain
allowed the blade to rest against Remi’s breastbone, between the upper swells
of his well-developed pectoral muscles.


He often wore this necklace, for two
reasons. It had been given to him by a former boyfriend, so he had a
sentimental attachment to it. And he thought it looked good on him. The pendant
lent an edge—so to speak—to his rather delicate, pretty-boy facial features,
which were heightened by the fact that he tended to wear his hair long.


As a mere bar back, Remi didn’t rate a
salary. He worked under the supervision of one of the bartenders, for a percentage
of the latter’s tips. Remi’s bartender was a guy named Maxim. But Maxim was a
popular bartender, and so on a good night Remi made out well.


After replenishing the ice in the bins and
making sure that Maxim was well supplied with bottles of beer and clean
glassware, Remi finally had a chance to relax for a few moments and catch his
breath. As he did so, he surveyed the crowd.


There were some attractive numbers present
that night. As usual, there were college students, who kept to themselves in
their cliques, trying to impress one another with how macho they could behave,
even in a gay bar. There was a sprinkling of tourists, out to try to get laid
during their visit to the city. The local hardcore leather guys—whether they
considered themselves tops, bottoms, or versatile—occasionally deigned to
converse with one another, although as a rule they preferred to prowl solo. 


As always, there were twinks in
attendance. Remi had come to a conclusion about these youths, based on his
observations of them ever since he’d started working at the bar. It never
seemed to fail—the more boyish, androgynous, or downright effeminate a twink was,
the more likely he was to be in hot pursuit of the most tough-looking leather
master who happened to be in the place. Often, the twinks got ignored, or
brushed aside—sometimes politely, sometimes rudely. But persistence could pay.
Remi was still surprised by how often some pretty, giddy lad ended up leaving
the bar with a big, rough bruiser decked out in full leather. 


What these unlikely pairs ended up doing
in bed together was anybody’s guess. It amused Remi to speculate that the
exaggeratedly manly top found himself on his back with his legs in the air,
begging his pretty young pickup to fuck his butch ass and turn him into a
twink’s bitch.


Remi, as a rule, resigned himself to
heading home alone after his shift. For one thing, by that time of the night,
or rather of the morning, he was tired, and he just wanted to go to bed alone
and sleep. Another consideration was the fact that by the time the bar’s
closing hour—aptly nicknamed “panic hour”—rolled around, the pickings tended to
be slim. The drunk and the desperate stayed for last call. The more desirable
patrons were usually long gone by then.


Still, there were times when a customer
managed to engage Remi in conversation, and flirt with him, as busy as Remi
was. When Remi really liked the guy, instead of giving him his phone number and
inviting him to call him on some other night, when he was free, Remi might
encourage the man to stick around until closing time. After completing his
clean-up duties, Remi would meet the guy on the sidewalk outside the bar, or at
some other rendezvous such as a nearby coffee shop which was open all night,
and they’d go home together.


These dawn hookups often turned out to be
among Remi’s more memorable ones. A guy who was willing to hang around and wait
for him to get off work, instead of looking for another sex partner, obviously did
want to be with Remi—which Remi found flattering. And it was interesting how
the prospect of a sure thing, of definitely going home with a guy he liked,
could help to overcome Remi’s fatigue. Rallying, he often treated his pickup to
quite an energetic bout of sex play. If he collapsed afterward into a deep,
well-earned sleep—well, that was understandable.


Before he got back to work on this night,
Remi played the fantasy game of trying to decide which of the bar’s patrons
he’d most like to have sex with, in the unlikely event that he could pick and
choose from all of them.


He didn’t have much difficulty singling
out one particularly alluring number in particular.


Unlike so many of the bar’s patrons, this
young man wasn’t dressed in leather attire. Nor did he seem to have selected
his outfit in order to attract attention to himself. In fact, he looked as
though he hadn’t given his clothes much thought at all, but had thrown on
whatever garments were near at hand before going out. He wore jeans, obviously
well-worn and faded by repeated washings, and training shoes, which by contrast
looked new and expensive. His torso was bare under an ordinary, cheap, plain gray,
hooded long-sleeved sweatshirt. The hoodie was unzipped all the way open in
front, so that it exposed his stomach and chest. He had a relatively hairless
torso, with big pecs and enviably hard, clearly defined abdominal muscles.


The young man was handsome—male-model
handsome, although there was a hint of sternness in his facial expression which
made him seem not merely decorative, but very masculine. He had a dusting of
beard stubble on his cheeks and chin, and around his lips. He had beautiful
eyes, dark and brooding—classic “bedroom eyes.” He didn’t dart those sensual
eyes of his about restlessly, checking out the other men in the bar, the way so
many of the customers did as they cruised. Rather methodically, this guy fixed
his attention on one person or object at a time. There was a quietly
self-confident, self-contained quality about him.


Hot dude,
Remi concluded. Yeah, a very hot dude. I’d fuck him, given the chance.


He consulted Maxim, who of course knew all
of the bar’s regulars by sight—and who had memorized their individual drink preferences.
Tonight, as usual, Maxim’s display of his pecs was drawing many appreciative
glances from the customers. A few of the drinkers also deigned to check out
Remi’s smaller, but also nicely muscled, torso.


“Who’s the beauty, over there?” Remi asked
the bartender.


“Which one? Every guy in this place
probably thinks he’s God’s gift to other men.”


“I mean the one in the hoodie, standing by
the poster on the wall, talking to the older dude.”


“Oh, that’s Guiche. Bottle beer, although
once in while he orders a gin and tonic.”


“Guiche? That’s a funny name.”


“It’s a nickname, of course. I think his
real name is Guy, or Guillaume. But nobody calls him that. Everybody calls him
Guiche.”


“Why?”


“I’m told, by those who are in the know,
that the reason’s obvious, once you’ve seen the guy naked. He’s got his taint
pierced—you know, the muscle that runs between your balls and your asshole?”


“Oh, yeah. Technically, I think it’s
called the perineum.”


“Well, excuse me. I forgot I was talking
to such an educated man. So tell me—if you’re so smart, why are you working
here?” But there was nothing mean-spirited in the way Maxim said this. He was
teasing Remi, as he often did. “Anyway,” he went on, without waiting for Remi
to respond, “supposedly he’s got a big ring inserted in it, and he likes to
have it played with. That kind of piercing is called a ‘guiche.’ I don’t
understand it, myself. I mean, I think tattoos and piercings can look hot on
some guys. But they’re not for me. I’m not into pain. I get faint when a doctor
comes at me holding a hypodermic needle.”


“So naturally you work in a leather bar,”
Remi joked. “How well do you know this guy?”


“Not very well. We have a nodding
acquaintance. I’ve talked to him a few times, when I’ve served him his drink.
He’s a lousy tipper, by the way. A tightwad. I do know he’s a Quebeçois, like
you. In fact, you two have something else in common. You’re both hicks from the
sticks. Farm boys, who got tired of shoveling manure, so you came here to the
big city to find your fortune. Or to find disillusionment, which is much more
likely.”


Maxim was teasing Remi again, but Remi
felt obligated to protest. “Saguenay, where I come from, is hardly the sticks.”


“Well, it’s not Quebec City, let alone Toronto.
And I thought you told me you aren’t originally from Saguenay itself, but from
some little farm town near it. An idyllic rustic community, too small even to
show up on most maps.”


“That’s true. But I lived in Saguenay
for a while, before I moved here. I had a job there. In a garage. Sure, I
mostly worked on farm machinery—tractors, and so forth, instead of on cars. But
still, I was a mechanic.”


“Quite the man of the world, aren’t you?”


“I’m getting used to life here in the big wicked
city,” Remi retorted. “So what you’re telling me is … you don’t really know
this guy Guiche well enough to introduce me to him.”


“Got the hots for him, huh?”


“He’s very handsome.”


“So are a dozen other guys in here
tonight. What’s so special about him?”


“I don’t know. Something about him appeals
to me. I just like the way he looks.”


“He’s out of your league,” Maxim said,
bluntly.


“Gee, thanks.”


“I don’t mean it as an insult. I mean
you’re better off not knowing him. He’s trouble. Bad news.”


“Oh? What do you mean? Is he some kind of
a drug dealer, or something?”


“No, he doesn’t push drugs. Not to my
knowledge. Although I wouldn’t put something like that past him. What I do
know for a fact is that he peddles his cock and his ass. He’s a hustler.”


“You mean he’s a male prostitute?”


“A man whore, yeah. Oh, look at you. The
country boy is shocked! I guess you aren’t as sophisticated yet as you thought
you are.”


“I don’t believe it.”


Maxim shrugged. “Believe it or not. Either
way, it’s nothing to me—none of my business. But I’ve seen him pick up men in
here. After negotiating the price. He does it very discreetly, I will
give him that. Otherwise, I’d have to get the bouncer to throw him out. We
don’t need the vice cops coming down on us. I suppose he does most of his
business on the Internet. Most male whores do, nowadays.”


“How would you know?”


“If you’re insinuating what I think you’re
insinuating—forget about it. I have too much self-respect, either to pay for
sex, or to sell my own body. The truth is, I checked it out one time when I was
surfing the web, just out of curiosity. Our friend Guiche—he’s got a website.
And he advertises on other websites, the kind which list ‘escorts,’ usually for
a small access fee. See for yourself if you don’t believe me. The next time
you’re on the Internet, all you have to do is run a search on something like ‘Montréal
male escort Guiche,’ and he’ll pop right up. Prepare to be disillusioned, farm
boy.”


“Huh. Well, thanks for the information.
I’d better get back to work.”


“Yeah, I could use another couple of sliced
lemons—oh, and a lime, too.”


“Coming right up.”


The next time Remi went out into the main
bar room, the guy named Guiche was gone. Remi was tempted to ask Maxim whether
Guiche had left with another man—presumably a john. But, after all, it was none
of Remi’s business. And he didn’t want to give Maxim an excuse to tease him
some more. Being attracted to a complete stranger, let along developing an
instant infatuation with him—lust at first sight, so to speak—that was a dead
giveaway that a gay guy was young and still hopelessly naïve.


At the end of his shift, Remi collected
his money from Maxim, went home to his modest apartment, and got some
sleep—just as many other residents of the city were getting up and preparing
themselves to go to work. 


When he got up and started going about his
business on that Saturday afternoon, however, Remi lost little time before he
logged onto the Internet and searched for Guiche, the local escort. Somewhat to
his annoyance, he discovered that Maxim hadn’t steered him wrong, or exaggerated.
Guiche “popped up,” all right. Seemingly all over the place!


Well … at least he appeared, prominently,
on certain adult websites which dealt with male escorts in Montréal. There he
was, listed on the first such site Remi clicked open. There were four color
photos—a fairly large one, with a row of three smaller thumbnails lined up in a
row under it. Remi was so startled by the images that he took little notice of
the accompanying text at first.


The large photo was a close-up of Guiche
leaning over another man’s crotch. Both men were naked, and Guiche, facing the
camera and looking directly into it, was sucking the other man’s cock. About
all you could see of this faceless guy was his lower belly, his pubic bush, and
the tops of his parted thighs. And, of course, his cock, which was very long, very
thick, and very hard. Guiche had the head of the massive erection inside his
mouth, and his lips were about halfway down the shaft. He had his cheeks sucked
in, obviously providing some strong suction, and his sexy eyes stared into the
camera unflinchingly, even proudly and defiantly, with a smoldering intensity. Remi
couldn’t believe that a guy would let such an explicit photo go out over the
Internet, where anybody could log on and see him sucking that big cock with
such obvious, unashamed relish!


The first of the three smaller photos
showed Guiche standing facing the camera and smiling seductively. He was not
only shown full frontal nude—he was displaying his own quite impressive
erection. In the second shot, he was lying face down, with his head turned
toward the camera. He was smiling as he showed off his broad muscular back and his
firm round bare buttocks. In the third photo, he was seated in a chair, leaning
back with his legs spread. Once again, he was flaunting his hard cock; but the
pose was clearly chosen to reveal his trademark perineum piercing. Guiche had
his balls cupped in the palm of one hand. He was lifting his genitals slightly
up and to one side in his palm, as though he was gauging their weight; and as
he did so he was providing the camera with an unobstructed view of the thick
surgical stainless steel ring inserted in his taint. To Remi, the piercing
looked quite barbaric. But he couldn’t seem to take his eyes off it.


“Fuck,” Remi muttered, under his breath.
“I guess it pays to advertise!” He had to admit—the pictures were hot. There
was a whorish depravity about him which he found compelling.


He finally got around to reading the accompanying
text. In French, but with the odd English word tossed in, it was brief and to
the point.


Nouveau à Montréal!!! 8 uncut!!! Guiche!!!



(In any other context, the triple
exclamation marks might have seemed excessive. But Remi decided that, in
Guiche’s case, some hyperbole was justified.)


Enculeur du premiere classe. Reçois et me
déplace, ne hésitez pas à me contracter pour un rendez-vous ou pour de
renseignements. In-call: 150. Out-call: 180. 


And, for those who wished to contact
Guiche, the self-proclaimed “first-class fucker,” to “get him going,” to
arrange “a get-together or for more information,” there was a phone number, an
e-mail address, and a link to his website. The prices were presumably in
Canadian dollars.


Remi clicked on the link to the escort’s
personal site. 


Here there was virtually the same bilingual
spiel, along with more photos—which were, incredibly, even more explicit.
Photos of Guiche, unashamedly naked and erect. Masturbating, while smiling at
the camera. Sucking another guy’s huge cock. Taking a man’s big cock up his
ass, in a variety of positions. Rimming a faceless dude, whose buttocks were
spread obscenely wide, to expose the anal pucker which Guiche was kissing,
licking, sucking, and tongue-fucking. Finally, Guiche demonstrated his own
skill as a fucker, driving his dick into more than one man’s asshole, and in
more than one position.


The male prostitute’s personal website
including a useful feature—calendars for each month, showing on which days and
times the “escort” was available. Johns could reserve a slot, subject to their subsequent
contact with Guiche and his confirmation. Payment had to be made in advance, of
course, by credit card!


“What a whore,” Remi exclaimed, aloud.
“The dirty slut!”


He was rather disillusioned. He felt
disgusted, by the thought that such an attractive guy could sell himself, so
blatantly—so whorishly. It all seemed terribly cynical and mercenary.


At the same time, though, Remi couldn’t
help wondering just how much money Guiche was making, by peddling his mouth,
his dick, and his ass.


I could be in the wrong line of work,
Remi told himself, humorously. Busting my ass at CityBoyz, when I could be
ringing up a sale every time I get down on my knees and suck a dick, or spread
my ass and take a cock up my hole!


















Chapter Two: An Erotic Rendezvous


 


During the next week, Remi caught himself
obsessing about Guiche—to the extent of hoping he’d come into the bar again,
one night when Remi was on duty.


Suppose he did? Then what? Remi assumed he
might be able, in the course of his comings and goings behind the bar, to catch
the guy’s eye. He might even be able to take some time out—during one of his
breaks, maybe—to exchange a few words with him.


But did he really think Guiche would be
interested in him? To put it bluntly—would the hustler find Remi so
irresistible that he’d want to fuck him, for free? Ordinarily, there was
nothing wrong with Remi’s self-esteem. He had his fair share of guys who were
attracted to him. In this situation, though, he reluctantly had to agree with
Maxim, who’d told him that Guiche was “out of his league.”


Maxim had also warned Remi that Guiche was
trouble. Unfortunately, instead of frightening Remi off, that only made Guiche
seem more intriguing to him. The thrill of the forbidden was hard to
underestimate, or to counteract.


And so Remi found himself giving serious
thought to doing something he’d never imagined himself doing. Namely, paying
for sex!


After working the next weekend at CityBoyz,
including a Sunday afternoon shift, he counted his accumulated tips, reviewed
his monthly budget, comparing his income to his expenditures, and he concluded
that he could afford to spend a hundred and fifty dollars on hiring Guiche’s
services. It’d be an extravagance—a waste of money, maybe. But Remi couldn’t
help himself. 


I know I’m going to regret this,
he lectured himself, sternly. But what the fuck? I can’t regret it until
I’ve actually done it!


Lots of gay men hire hustlers, apparently.
I’ll give it a try, just this once, to find out what it’s like, and to get it
out of my system. Then I’ll never do it again!


It was Monday afternoon. Remi wasn’t
working at CityBoyz on the upcoming Thursday evening. Impulsively, recklessly,
he went onto the escort’s website, where he studied the current month’s calendar
there. Guiche had Thursday evening open, apparently, so far. Feeling a strange
combination of excitement and shame, Remi logged on and tentatively booked
Guiche for that night, from eight to nine P.M. Then he had to contact Guiche to
confirm the appointment. Nervously, he took out his cell phone and he tried the
escort’s number.


            He didn’t
know whether he was disconcerted, or encouraged, when he received a live response,
at once!


“Hello. Guiche, here.” He had a rather
low-pitched speaking voice, warm and sexy. “Shall we speak in French, or in
English?”


            “French,
please. Hi. I’m, ah, my name is Remi.”


            “Nice to meet
you, Remi. What can I do for you?”


            “I just
booked you, on your website. For Thursday night.”


            “Hold on a
minute. Oh, yeah. So I see.”


            “You’re
looking at it?”


            “Of course.”


            “Well—are you
available Thursday night, at eight?”


            “Certainly.
Will this be an in-call, or an out-call?”


            “Ah—an in-call,
I guess. Those are cheaper, aren’t they?”


            “Yes. Because
it’s more convenient for me. One fifty, as opposed to one eighty. Of course,
tipping is encouraged, if I do a good job. And I always do a good job.”


            Guiche said
all this in a direct, businesslike manner which Remi found more intimidating
than encouraging.


“Where are you? Can I have the address?”
Remi asked.


“Sure.” Guiche gave Remi the address,
which Remi wrote down. “Do you know how to get here?” Guiche asked.


            “Yes. It’s
not that far from where I live, actually.”


            “Good. Now,
would you like to pay with a credit card?”


            “How do I
know it’s safe? You know, secure?”


            “I’m not in
the habit of ripping off my customers.”


            “Still,
you’re a—”


            “A whore? That’s
right,” Guiche acknowledged, without audible heat or resentment. “Which means I
always get my money up front. There’s no refund if you decide not to show up,
by the way. So—do you want to give me your payment info—or don’t you?”


            “All right, I
do, I guess.” Remi provided the information.


            There was a
pause, while Guiche presumably ran the credit card data through the system. “That’s
fine,” Guiche confirmed. “We’re all set.”


            “So—I’ll see
you on Thursday, at your place, at eight?”


            “Absolutely.
Looking forward to it.”


            “I want to
make sure I get my money’s worth.”


            “Oh, you
will. You sound nervous. There’s no need to be.”


            “I’m not
nervous. Not at all.”


            “Are you a
virgin?”


            “Of course
not!”


            “If you
are—that’s okay, you know. That’s one of my specialties, you know. Steering a
guy through his first experience with another man.”


“Well, for your information, I’ve had
plenty of men!”


“Yeah?” Guiche sounded amused.


“Hell, yeah. And they’ve all been
satisfied.”


“Good for you.”


Remi was taken aback. Was this man whore
making fun of him?


“For your information, I’m not so
bad-looking. But I suppose you’re used to fucking ugly, fat old men,” Remi
said, rather insultingly.


            “Sure. That’s
an occupational hazard, in my line of work,” Guiche agreed, calmly. “The trick,
you see, is to find something attractive—something you can relate to, and get
off on—in every man. Maybe he’s overweight, but he’s got a big cock, and he’s
potent. Maybe he’s homely to look at, but he’s got a nice personality, and he’s
fun to be with. It’s all relative. Give and take. Well—since you’re so
experienced, mon ami, is there anything in particular—anything
special—you’d like us to do? I ask that just in case I need to, you know,
prepare anything ahead of time.”


            “No. I just
want the basics. Basic sex. I just want to have a good time.”


            “No problem.
I’m sure I can provide that.”


“Just be there when I show up on Thursday
night, will you?” Remi grumbled.


            “Of course.
See you then.”


            The moment he
hung up, Remi experienced shame, and remorse. He’d booked a whore! He’d blown a
hundred and fifty dollars on it!


            Still, now
that he’d committed himself, he told himself that he might as well go through with
it.


            On Thursday
evening, unsure of the protocol required when paying a call on a male
prostitute, Remi rather obsessively prepared for his assignation. He showered
thoroughly, and even shampooed his hair, which he blow-dried and brushed. He
gave himself a couple of discreet spritzes of cologne. It seemed absurd to try
to “dress to impress” a man with whom he’d presumably be getting naked and
jumping into bed, so he picked out some clean, but casual, clothes. 


            Remi had
already done some online banking inquiry, to confirm that the hundred and fifty
dollars had promptly been debited from his account and was now in Guiche’s
pocket. No surprise, there. But then there was the question of the tip. How
much did one tip an escort? Ten per cent? Fifteen? Twenty? Undecided, Remi made
sure he had enough cash on him to cover the possibility of twenty per cent.
But, he told himself, Guiche had better be damned good at his job, if he really
expected to receive that much!


“Damn,” Remi muttered, as he got ready to
leave his apartment. “I might as well be a virgin. I am new at this!”
He hoped he wasn’t making a huge mistake—letting himself in for a bitter disappointment.


            Remi lived in
the city’s Southwest Borough, so named because it lay southwest of downtown’s
Ville-Marie neighborhood. It was a working-class area, gradually becoming
gentrified, where it was still possible to find low rents. Guiche’s address was
in the trendier Plateau-Mont-Royal Borough, where rents tended to be higher,
even for smaller apartments.


            Remi was
curious to see how a hustler lived. Taking the bus, he found the address
without any difficulty. Guiche lived on a block of shops, fast food places, and
cafés, and his apartment was located on a second floor, above one of the
storefronts.


            There was an
intercom. Using it, Remi identified himself, and Guiche buzzed him through.
Remi climbed the stairs. Guiche was waiting for him, standing—or rather,
lounging—in his open doorway, looking very much at his ease. He wore jeans, those
same pricey training shoes he’d had on at the bar, without socks, and a
snug-fitting, torso-hugging black T-shirt.


            “Hi,” he
greeted Remi.


            “Hi.”


            “You’re right
on time, which I appreciate.”


            “Well—I gave
myself extra time, in case I had to look for the number.”


“You look familiar,” Guiche remarked. “Do
we know each other?”


“No. Maybe you’ve seen me at CityBoyz. I
work there, as one of the bar backs.”


“Oh, yeah, that’s it. I remember seeing
you there. That’s a fun place. It usually gets an interesting crowd.”


Remi was flattered that Guiche had noticed
him, at least in passing.


“Well, don’t be shy, Remi. Come in and sit
down.”


“Thanks.”


Remi was relieved to see that the
apartment was no larger than his, and certainly furnished no more luxuriously.
Still, it looked comfortable, and Guiche obviously kept it tidy. No doubt it
was in his interest to do so, to keep the johns feeling at their ease on the
premises.


There was one hint of upscale elegance. The
plain plastered and painted walls were decorated with several large paintings,
oil on canvas. All of them seemed to be by the same artist, and all of them
were male nudes, with the idealized, muscular bodies rendered in a variety of warm
earth tones, against vivid backgrounds of reds, ochres, or oranges. Some of the
figures sported unembarrassed, oversized erections.


“I like the paintings,” Remi said, in an
attempt to make small talk.


“They’re good, aren’t they? They’re by a
local artist—a typical starving artist. I think his work is great, but he has
trouble selling it. We bartered over those. I got the pictures—and he got
laid.” As usual, Guiche said this without the slightest hint of
self-consciousness, as though selling sex, or trading it for something other
than cash, was an everyday fact of urban life. Maybe, it occurred to Remi, to
Guiche it was precisely that. “Hey,” Guiche went on, “do you want something to
drink?”


“No, thanks.”


“I’ve opened a bottle of wine. Come on,
join me,” Guiche coaxed.


“We only have an hour,” Remi reminded him.


“Oh, I don’t watch the clock. If we run a
little over, I won’t charge you anything extra. You seem kind of tense. I wish
you’d relax. This is all about you, you know. I want you to be comfortable, and
enjoy yourself.”


“Well—maybe I will have a glass, then.
Thanks.”


Guiche went into his kitchen, returning
with the bottle and two deep-bowled stemmed wineglasses. The wine, Remi noticed
when he saw the label, was an inexpensive Canadian pinot noir—but it was good.
After taking a first sip, he drank it freely.


With his own glass in one hand, Guiche sat
down opposite Remi. Leaning over, Guiche unlaced his trainers and kicked them
off. Remi observed this prelude to undressing, feeling a hot throb of
excitement and anticipation pulse through him. Guiche was going to be his, at
his sexual disposal—for an hour, at least.


Barefoot, Guiche leaned back comfortably
in his chair, drank his wine, and studied his guest above the rim of the glass.


“Let me guess,” he said. “Is this your
first time doing this?”


“Yeah,” Remi admitted. “Is it that
obvious?”


“I’m afraid it is, but that’s perfectly
all right. No boyfriend?” Guiche asked.


“No one steady. Not at the moment.”


“You’re a good-looking guy,” Guiche said.
“Why are you paying for it?”


“What business is that of yours? What do
you care, as long as you’re getting paid?”


Guiche shrugged. “Just asking. Just trying
to make conversation. If you don’t want a lot of talk—then just say so.”


“I don’t mind talking. This is kind of
pleasant, actually. But I also want—well, sex, I guess.”


“Fine. Drink up. There’s plenty. Just tell
me when you’re like to get started.”


“Could we—get naked—while we finish our
wine?” Remi asked, boldly.


“Absolutely. When I’m here at home alone,
the first thing I usually do, when I come in the door, is strip.” Guiche stood
up, set his wineglass down on the coffee table, and pulled his T-shirt free
from the waistband of his jeans. He drew the shirt up over his head and off,
tossing it aside. He opened his jeans and dropped them to his ankles, stepping
out of them. He wore no underwear, and his cock and balls swung free, as though
relieved to be no longer confined by clothing.


Remi, too, had stood up, and he stripped
while he watched Guiche shedding his few clothes.


“This is more comfortable,” Guiche
remarked, easily, as he refilled both their glasses. Reseating themselves, the
two nude men resuming their drinking.


“Can I see it?” Remi asked.


“See what?”


“Your namesake—or is the other way around?
Your guiche.”


“Oh, that. Sure.” Spreading his
legs, Guiche raised them slightly. He cupped his testicles in the palm of one
hand, and he hefted them upward, along with his uncircumcised penis—which was technically
flaccid, at the moment, but which was already visibly stirring to life. It
promised to be quite large once it achieved full erection. 


As he had done on that provocative photo
on his website, Guiche was now exposing his “taint,” or his perineum muscle,
which was lightly dusted with fine body hair. The piercing was a surprisingly
large-gauge surgical steel ring, inserted through well-healed holes in the
muscle, halfway between the base of Guiche’s scrotum and the small pink pucker
of his sphincter. With his other hand, Guiche reached down and grasped the
ring, first rotating it back and forth, and then tugging on it.


“Like it?” he asked.


“Didn’t it hurt to have that done?” Remi
asked.


Guiche shrugged. “It burned like hell,
when that piercing needle went through there. And it took a long time to heal.
The main thing is, I have to wear loose-fitting underwear, like boxer shorts.
Anything tight-fitting, like jockeys, or bikini briefs—the crotch rubs against
the piercing, and the fabric wears out. That’s okay, if you don’t mind having
holes in your underwear. But it’s worth it,” Guiche added. “I like my ring. I’m
always aware that it’s down there. It turns me on.”


Aware that Remi was staring at him, Guiche
was still manipulating the ring with one hand—while he held, and squeezed, his
other handful of genitalia. His cock was getting hard. It was uncircumcised, as
was Remi’s, and the glans was beginning to protrude from its protective sheath
of foreskin. Remi was all too aware of a corresponding rigidity developing in
his own penis. His cockhead, imitating Guiche’s, was also poking itself free
from its retracting foreskin.


“Having my ring played with always gets me
hot,” Guiche confessed.


“You’re playing with it, now,” Remi
pointed out. “Are you getting hot?”


“Very. Want to take over?”


“Yeah. Can we—go into your bedroom?”


“You bet.”


Each man drained whatever wine was left in
his glass. Guiche then led the way to his bedroom.


This is what you came here for,
a still-nervous Remi reminded himself. What you’re paying for. There’s no
need to be nervous. Just go for it! Make the most of it.  


The bedroom was small, without much in the
way of free floor space—because so much of it was taken up by the large
platform bed. This was, Remi supposed, an appropriate piece of furniture for a
male prostitute to have. The bed was turned down, and it was neatly made up
with clean sheets and pillowcases, in a particularly vivid shade of lime green.


On the wall behind the bed was the largest
and most explicit of the oil paintings. This one depicted two nude men,
their bulgingly muscular bodies locked together in a sixty-nine position, their
mouths sucking on each other’s exaggeratedly stiff pricks. All this was
lovingly rendered by the artist with bold brush strokes, in his favored palette
of earth tones.


On the small wooden nightstand beside the
broad bed, next to a small shaded table lamp and the digital alarm clock, was a
clean folded towel, a plastic pump bottle of a silicone-based gel sex
lubricant, and a box of condoms. 


“I don’t bareback,” Guiche said, switching
on the bedside lamp, which cast a pool of warm yellow light over the bed, and
then gesturing toward the box of rubbers. “Not even if a guy offers to pay me
extra—which, believe me, a lot of them do. It’s not worth the risk.”


“Good for you. I agree.”


“Then we can fuck with impunity,” Guiche
told Remi, with an expression of impish glee on his handsome face. “You in me,
me in you—whichever. Or we can take turns. It’s your party, so you get to call
the shots.”


“I think I’d like to fuck you,” Remi
blurted out.


“Great! If you want any drugs, they’re right
here in the top drawer of the nightstand. Help yourself.”


“I don’t usually like to get high when I
have sex. I don’t really need it. Not when I really like the other guy,” Remi
said.


Guiche smiled. “Do you really like me?”


“Yeah.”


“Let’s make love.” Stepping toward Remi,
closing the short gap between their naked bodies, Guiche embraced him and
kissed him, on the mouth. There was nothing tentative or half-hearted about the
kiss. Rather, it was though Guiche and Remi were old lovers, who’d shared their
bodies often on previous occasions. Submitting to the kiss, passively at first,
Remi quickly began to take a more active and aggressive part in it, opening his
mouth wide, gluing his lips firmly against Guiche’s lips, and inserting his
tongue into the other young guy’s warm, wet mouth. Guiche grunted. His own
tongue thrust itself out, probing, finding Remi’s tongue, touching it, rubbing
against it restlessly, and dueling with it, lewdly, playfully.


“Fuck, you’re hot! Come on,” Guiche
whispered, breaking their kiss, but keeping his lips still so close to Remi’s
that they brushed together. “Down on the bed—let’s get down on the bed.”


Locked in each other’s arms, they sank
down onto the waiting bed together.

















Chapter Three: A Delirium of Lust


 


What followed was, for Remi, a delirium of
lust.


Guiche was an aggressive and inventive
lover, totally uninhibited.


He and Remi, embracing, rolled back and
forth across the broad surface of the bed for a few moments, with first one of
them on top, and then the other. There was further deep, open-mouthed kissing,
while the two young men’s hands restlessly explored each other’s bodies.


Next, Guiche swung himself up and he straddled Remi’s
middle, his knees bent and sinking into the mattress on either side of Remi’s
body. Supporting himself on the bed with his hands, Guiche began to move his
slick lips and tongue down the length of the other young man’s body, covering
every inch of him with hot, tantalizing kisses and licks.


“I could eat you right up,” he declared.


Remi moaned with pleasure when he felt Guiche’s tongue
gliding across his ribs, seeming to concentrate upon each one in turn and
stroke its width, until he had wet all of them—and then the escort darted his
tongue quickly up and down the middle of Remi’s chest, several times. Bracing himself
on the mattress on his hands, Guiche slid his body a few inches lower.


Now when the escort’s busy mouth came down on him, Remi
felt the hot point of Guiche’s tongue encircling his belly button. Around and
around the wet, agile piece of limber flesh tickled him, narrowing the circle which
it was tracing, until at last it hovered just over the deep little hole itself.
Suddenly, Guiche plunged downward with his mouth, covering the whole of Remi’s
navel with his lips and sucking greedily on it, seeming to draw the little
depression up from the other guy’s belly so that he could get at it more easily
with his tongue.


“Shit, dude!” Remi yelped. “That tickles!”


The sensation was incredible. Remi laughed nervously,
and instinctively he tried to push his sex partner for hire away from him; but Guiche
held off Remi’s hands. Remi’s thighs were bouncing on the mattress, his legs
opening and closing, as the mounting pressure inside him grew more and more
agonizing. He thought he was going to start screaming for mercy, if Guiche
didn’t soon end this delightful, teasing torment.


His hands pushed on the male prostitute’s shoulders,
urging him down. For just one instant, Guiche kissed Remi on the same part of
his body which he’d been stimulating up until now; but then his mouth was raised
up and it moved quickly and deftly further down, burrowing between the other
young stud’s thighs and sucking hungrily on the coarse hairs which grew and
bristled along his legs. Up and down the tongue tickled, moving in and out of Guiche’s
mouth like the rapidly darting tongue of a snake. Each touch of it against Remi’s
heated flesh stung like a venomous bite.


“Please,” Remi whimpered at last, trying to pull Guiche
up to where he wanted him. “Please—now, Guiche. Do it now, before I go crazy.”


“Do what?” Guiche asked, feigning ignorance.


“Suck me. Suck my cock!”


Guiche lifted his head away from his young john’s
stomach, and he smiled up at Remi, all seductiveness. “All right,” he
whispered. “I won’t tease you any more, buddy.”


Remi’s hands reached out blindly to either side of
where he lay on the broad bed. His fingers curled and they grasped double
handfuls of the lime green sheets, clutching the fabric tighter and tighter,
while he watched Guiche’s head sink lower on his torso. And then a tense yelp
of lustful response ripped free from his throat and he jerked his hips up
several inches from the bed, his eyes rolling back in their sockets and his
head thrashing back and forth on the pillow. Guiche had taken Remi’s dick in
his mouth. He’d swallowed every stiff inch of the rigid, aching, frustrated
fuck tool, with a seemingly miraculous, complete lack of difficulty. He was not
only already sucking the cock—expertly—he was deep-throating it, as well!


“Oh, Guiche!” Remi sobbed. “Oh, that feels so good! I
never felt anything like it in my life!”  


His hands clutched in the male whore’s thick hair,
holding him in place, keeping his head from bobbing for just a few moments; but
then releasing him—and surrendering himself completely to the hot flood of
sensation washing over him, while Guiche’s lips and tongue worked on him,
conspiring to bring him quickly to the verge of an explosive ejaculation.


Shit! With difficulty,
Remi’s sex-numbed mind managed to register some semblance of coherent thought. He’s
the best cocksucker I’ve ever had! Oh, that mouth—that hot mouth of his,
working on my fucking meat! Sucking me—getting ready to suck me dry, getting
ready to drain me of all my cum!


What a stud! Oh, what a fucking stud!


Guiche didn’t seem to be any hurry to bring his
handsome young john to orgasm. He paced himself, shrewdly gauging Remi’s level
of arousal from one moment to the next. He was toying with Remi, tantalizing
him, holding out the promise of ejaculation as a prize almost within Remi’s
grasp, and yet elusive.


“You fucking goddamn whore!” Remi heard himself
screaming. “Suck it! Suck it off! Oh, dude—stop prickteasing me! Let me come!
Let me come in your mouth!”


Again and again, Guiche brought him to the very edge
of creaming, of losing his load of semen, only to ease him back from it so that
the next time he resumed his assault, it was even more incredibly sweet. But Remi
could only withstand so much, and at last the critical time came when he had
reached the limit of his endurance. Twisting Guiche’s hair with both hands, he
gave a mighty thrust with his hips, and a babble of incoherent speech emerged
from his throat.


“Uh, uh!” Remi grunted. At last he found words: “I’ve
got to come!” he shouted. “Damn you, you’re driving me crazy! No more—no more,
dude! You’re going to have to let me shoot!”


To Remi’s horror, Guiche pulled his mouth all the way
off his fiercely throbbing, saliva-coated cock!


“No! Get back down there and suck it!” Remi pleaded,
desperately.


“I thought you wanted to fuck me?” Guiche taunted him.


“I want to come! Right now, I don’t care how I do it,
not as long as I get to come!”


“Then shove it up my ass,” Guiche invited him.


“You dirty whore!”


“That’s right, stud. I am a dirty whore. So
fuck my dirty whore ass. Make good use of it. You’ve paid for it. Now fuck it!”


What followed was a blur of motion. Guiche grabbed the
box of condoms from the nightstand. He extracted one of the little foil
packets, which he tore open, pulling out the rubber it contained. Seizing the
pump bottle of lube, he squirted some of the gel onto his palm. Then he
transferred the lubricant to Remi’s cock, massaging the erection, slicking it
up from base to tip. Wildly aroused, Remi almost came, in response to the
pressure of the other guy’s hand on him!


“Oh, my God, my God,” he whimpered.


Guiche unrolled the rubber, down over Remi’s cock. He
smeared a second palmful of the lube over the latex-sheathed hard-on. Then, for
good measure, he swiped a third squirt of the gel between his own buttocks,
applying it to the puckered entrance to his ass.


“Greasing up the rubber, like this, both inside and
out,” Guiche advised. “It helps you to fuck longer—and harder—more comfortably,
before you come. Fuck me,” he demanded. “Oh, fuck me long and hard!”


But Remi needed neither an invitation, nor any
encouragement. Half insane with frustration, he was as ready to fuck another
man’s ass as he had ever been in his life.


He entered the other guy, quickly, forcing his aching
prick through Guiche’s sphincter and sinking it deep into his anus. The hustler’s
asshole didn’t just accept the sudden invasion—it seemed to welcome it. The hot
tunnel of anal flesh closed around Remi’s shaft, gripping it firmly,
possessively. And it didn’t let go!


“Ah! Ah, my God!” Remi yelled. “You’ve got such a hot
ass!”


“I know I do. Fuck me. Fuck my ass! Come on, stud.
Show me how much of a man you are. Pound that hole of mine!”


“Whore! Whore! You whore!” Remi spat out.


“You bet I’m a whore. Fuck my whore ass for me, dude.
You’ve paid for it—now use it. Oh, work that hole of mine. Hammer it. Nail it.
I like the way your cock feels in there!”


Remi groaned. He wanted to tell Guiche that he, too,
was ecstatic, that he liked the way his cock felt in the other young guy’s ass.
But he was simply too aroused. Lust had, temporarily, deprived him of speech.


Mute, aroused, mad with lust, he fucked the other
young man’s ass. This boy whore was his! His property, for the hour Remi had
paid for. His—to use. To fuck!

















Chapter Four: His Confidant and Mentor


 


“Jesus,” Remi moaned.


He had come in Guiche’s ass. Dripping sweat, out of
breath, he’d pulled out of the escort’s enticing manhole. Remi had stripped the
rubber from his dick. Tying a knot in the prophylactic to keep his semen
contained inside it, he’d tossed the condom onto the nightstand. Then, with a
trembling hand, he reached for the trick towel which Guiche had set out there,
and he used it to wipe the perspiration from his face and chest.


“You all right?” Guiche asked, solicitously.


“Yeah, I guess so. At first, I thought I was just
about fucked out. I mean, literally, for good,” Remi confessed, not without a
certain self-deprecating humor. “I guess I’m still in the land of the living,
after all.”


“Good. Use the shower, if you want to.”


“No, I’ll wait until I get home, to do that.”


“As you like. I need to get up and stretch my legs,
though. Excuse me—”


Guiche stood up and left the bedroom. Remi also managed
to drag himself off the bed. He staggered into the nearby bathroom, where he
did make use of a washcloth and a towel to clean himself up a bit, while he
avoided looking at his reflection in the mirror over the sink. He was sure his
face would be that of a degenerate. The kind of guy who’d pay for sex! A
voluptuary—a sinner!


He went into the living room. There, Guiche had pulled
on a pair of sweatpants. Bare-chested and barefoot, looking extremely sexy, he
was drinking a glass of the pinot noir. 


“You okay?” he asked Remi.


“I’m fine.”


“Did you drive here?”


“No, I took the bus.”


“Might as well help me kill this bottle, then.”


“Sure. Give me a little.” Remi accepted the glass of
wine which Guiche poured out for him.


“This was fun,” Guiche said.


“It was intense—that’s for sure,” Remi acknowledged.
Drinking some wine, he began to retrieve his scattered clothes, and he got
dressed.


“When am I going to see you again?” Guiche asked.


“I don’t know. I work for a living. Frankly—I can’t
afford to do this, on a regular basis. Pay for it, I mean.”


“That’s all right. I like you. You’re hot. Maybe I’ll
give you a discount. Or even not charge you.”


“Really? You’d do that? Are you looking for a
boyfriend?” Remi asked.


“Fuck that shit! Who needs a boyfriend? Not me. More
like a business partner. A lot of the johns want a threesome. How’d you like to
work for me—alongside me? You’d be good at it. You’ve got that wholesome look
about you, which a lot of the johns like.”


Remi assumed Guiche was joking. “I could never be a
whore.”


“Yeah, that’s what I thought, before I started in this
business,” Guiche said, cynically. “Will you at least think it over?”


“I’m tired, dude,” Remi pleaded. “After that workout
we just had, I can’t think straight. Right now, all I want to do is go home and
go to bed.”


“Sure. I understand. But think about it, will you?
Call me. Or I’ll call you. We’ll talk.”


“Yes—I’d like to talk to you, Guiche. Meanwhile—well,
here you go.” Remi handed Guiche some banknotes. He’d decided the other guy had
definitely earned a twenty per cent tip!


“Thanks.” Guiche took the money, folded it without
counting it, and deposited it in the pocket of his sweats. “Next time, though,
it’s on the house. If you decide to work with me, that is.
Otherwise—well, hell! A guy has to earn a living. I can’t give it away, unless
I’m going to get something, in return.”


“I’ll think about it,” Remi promised—really, only
because he wanted to end the discussion and make his exit, while he could still
do so, while maintaining some degree of dignity and self-respect.


“Do. I’m serious,” Guiche insisted.


They parted at Guiche’s front door. There, they
embraced and kissed. While his mouth pressed itself, passionately, hungrily,
against Guiche’s, Remi’s hands roamed over the other guy’s bare shoulders and
back, savoring the feel of his warm flesh.


If only he wasn’t a whore,
Remi thought. If only he was just a regular guy, who wanted to trick with
me, who wanted a return engagement!


Remi wanted to rip those sweatpants right off Guiche
and rape his naked body. He wanted them to repeat everything they’d already
done together. But, restraining himself with an effort, Remi pulled himself
away from the other man.


“I’ll call you,” he gasped. 


“Please do,” Guiche said. “Looking forward to it—you
pretty boy,” he added, with a droll, teasing look on his face and a matching
inflection in his tone of voice.


Remi left, in a sex-befuddled daze.


Already, during the bus ride home, he was reliving the
experience in his memory. In his imagination, he replayed the mad erotic
abandon which Guiche had displayed—especially while Remi was fucking him. 


Had Guiche been faking it—pretending to be so aroused,
just to string Remi along and win him as one of his regular customers? Remi
didn’t think so. No one could be that good an actor! 


Remi had to confide in someone. Within a few days, he
chose Maxim, who was, after all, the most sophisticated and worldly gay man
Remi knew. One night at the bar, during a moment when business slowed a bit, he
told Maxim everything.


“Oh, for God’s sake,” Maxim exclaimed. “Could you be
any more stupid?”


“He’s hot,” Remi said, in his own defense.


“So is a hot stovetop, which can burn you just as
efficiently. Shit, Remi! Hundreds of guys here in Montréal
are hot. You had to pick the one who’s a whore? And the one who’s also already asking
you to be a whore, too, for him to exploit?”


“It’s just sex,” Remi claimed, defiantly. “Hell, I’ve
been giving it away for free. Why shouldn’t I start charging for it?”


“Because you’re better than that.”


“Maybe. Maybe not.”


“You want to end up like that guy Guiche?”


“How’s he ended up?”


“With a bad reputation—a terrible reputation,” Maxim
insisted.


“Says you.”


“Says everybody, who knows him.”


“They exaggerate. They lie. Anyway, plenty of guys
seem to like him. His clientele, for example.”


“His ‘clientele!’ That’s one word for it. The bunch of
horny, desperate men whom he takes advantage of—that’s another way to describe
them.”


“I never thought you, Maxim, of all people, could be
such a prude.”


“I have certain standards, that’s all. They may be damn
low, but at least I have them.”


“Well, maybe my standards are even lower than yours,”
Remi joked.


“Ah, there’s no use talking to you, is there, Remi?
You’re hung up on this fucking dude, this cheap little hustler. You’re determined
to go to hell in a handbasket. Well, you damn fool, when you end up there,
don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


“I won’t say a word of reproach,” Remi said,
defiantly. “As long as you agree to do—I mean, not to do—the same. Deal?”


“Deal. You asshole,” Maxim muttered, by way of a
parting shot.


The next afternoon, Remi called Guiche.


“When I can see you?” Remi asked.


“Are we talking about you seeing me professionally, or
personally?”


“Personally. I don’t want to be just another one of
your paying johns. I want to be—”


“What?”


“I don’t know. Your boyfriend. Your fuck buddy. What
role, if any, is available, dude? You tell me.”


“My partner in crime?” Guiche asked, smugly.


“I don’t know about that. You and I—we’re going
to have to talk about that,” Remi said, cautiously.


“When?”


“Whenever you’re free. Let’s be clear, though. I’m
talking about seeing you. Not paying you,” Remi specified.


“Understood. Cheapskate! But let me check my calendar.
Ah—I can fit you in on Saturday afternoon, if you like.”


“Fit me in?” Remi experienced a surge of jealousy.
“What—in between your tricks?”


“When I’m free,” Guiche said, coolly. “Take it or
leave it.”


“I’ll take it, then.”


“Good. I’ll see you on Saturday, then. Here at my
place. Any time after noon.”


Whore! Remi wanted to
shout. You whore! Sure, on Saturday, after noon—after you’re done with your
Saturday morning john! You probably have more than one of them scheduled. Got
them stacked up, I bet, one right after another!


But he bit his lip. All he said was, “See you then.”


From then until Saturday, Remi’s pride fought with his
lust. He told himself that he’d be stupid to give in to his desires, and go see
Guiche. But he also told himself that he’d be foolish to deny himself the
pleasure of hooking up again with the seductive other man. Torn, conflicted, he
debated. Not too surprisingly, lust won out. He didn’t care. He had to be with
Guiche again! Whether they went to bed, or not!


Shamefacedly, he showed up on Guiche’s doorstep, early
on Saturday afternoon.


Guiche was half naked, wearing only that same pair of
sweatpants, when he opened his apartment door. “Come in,” he urged Remi. “Get
naked. Come into my bedroom. Let’s do it. Let’s fuck—!”


“Not so fast,” Remi tried to insist. “Let’s talk,
first.”


“Talk? About what?”


“Us.”


“We can talk when we’re in bed. Come on. Hurry.”


“Fuck,” Remi gasped. He was unable to resist Guiche.


In the bedroom, it was the same setup as before—the
clean sheets, pale blue this time, on the bed; the bottle of lube, the box of
condoms, and the trick towel, all within handy reach on the nightstand.


“Wait,” Guiche insisted, when Remi began to undress.
“Let me do it.”


“Are you high?” Remi asked, suspiciously. “Are you on
something?”


Guiche grinned at him. “Maybe. Do you mind?”


“No. But are you going to give me a chance to catch up
with you?”


“Yeah, but first let’s get naked.”


Remi sat on the edge of the bed and allowed Guiche to
strip him. First Guiche divested him of his shirt. Then, kneeling beside the
bed, Guiche pulled off Remi’s shoes and socks. Unbuckling Remi’s belt and
opening the waistband of Remi’s trousers, the hustler pulled down the zipper.
When Remi raised his butt from the mattress to help, Guiche plunged a hand
inside his open pants, groping for his cock. When he found it, Guiche stroked
it, possessively; and Remi groaned as he saw and felt himself getting hard
inside the other guy’s fist. Still on his knees in front of Remi, Guiche took
his hand off his now stiff prick, so that he could use both hands to guide
Remi’s trousers and undershorts down his legs and free his feet from the
garments, which he tossed aside.


Guiche did not get back up when Remi was completely
naked. Instead, he remained kneeling between Remi’s legs. He reached for Remi’s
thighs and he rubbed and squeezed them, as he nuzzled his cheek against Remi’s
lower belly. Tantalizingly, Remi’s rigid cock waved about above his groin,
colliding with Guiche’s unshaven chin and cheek.


“Are you going to suck it?” Remi asked.


“Want it sucked?”


“Of course. I want to do you, too.”


“Soon,” Guiche promised. “But first—” He slid open the
top drawer of the nightstand, and took out a glass ashtray, a disposable
plastic cigarette lighter, and a small metal tin. Popping open the hinged lid
of the tin, Guiche revealed a neat row of pre-rolled joints. Mutely, he raised
the open tin, offering the handmade cigarettes to Remi. Remi took one, stuck it
in his mouth, and lit up. Sucking in the pot smoke, he leaned back on the bed.


Guiche kissed Remi’s cock, which made it jump in
response to the light, teasing pressure. After giving the shaft of the penis a
teasing swab with his tongue, Guiche stood up, and he shed his sweatpants. Naked
and stiff-dicked, he joined Remi on the bed. They sat there, nude and erect, passing
the joint back and forth.


“We can fuck after this weed kicks in. You wanted to
talk,” Guiche reminded Remi. “So, talk.”


“I have to admit it. I like you. A lot. I’ve begun to
get obsessive about you. I hate the thought of you being with all of those
other men. I want you all to myself.”


Guiche smiled, but he also shrugged. “You’re going to
have to get used to it. And think about it, objectively, mon ami. It’s
no different, really, than picking up a different guy every time you go out on
the town, cruising.”


“It’s a little different,” Remi protested.
“Unless a guy is really promiscuous, he doesn’t hook up with just
anyone. I like to get laid as much as anybody. But I do try to be
discriminating.”


“Which means what? You vet the other dude, in the
course of a brief conversation over a drink in a noisy bar, to find out whether
he’s suitable? And suitable for what? A one-night stand? A casual fling? A
possible long-term romance?”


“When you put it like that—! Okay, sure. I usually
start getting to know the other guy after we’ve jumped into bed
together, and we’ve gotten that first rush of horniness out of our systems.”


“If you decide he’s worth the trouble of
getting to know any better, at that point,” Guiche suggested, cynically.


“Yeah. But you—you have sex with any guy who’s willing
to pay your price.”


“Not quite. If the john turns out to be downright
repulsive, physically, when we meet face to face, or if I get a weirdo vibe
from him, then I’ve been known to back out. And if he squawks, I’ll refund his
money. But that’s very unusual. Usually I go through with it. It’s a job, after
all.”


“Last time—when we were together—you really seemed to
get into it with me.”


Guiche grinned. “There’s no reason why I can’t enjoy
my work. And you’d be surprised by how many of the johns are decent—not just
decent-looking, but with nice personalities, and good in bed. The kind of
stuck-up queen you run into sometimes when you’re out on the town, the kind who
has high standards, doesn’t know what he’s missing out on. You can have a good
time with a guy who isn’t exactly male model material.”


“Does that category include me?”


“Of course not. You’re in a category of your own, and
it’s an exclusive one. After all, you’re getting it today for free. That is, if
you still want it. If my being a whore is a deal-breaker, then now’s the time
to say it.” They’d finished the joint. “We can put our clothes back on, smoke
another one of these, and then go our separate ways, parting as friends, and no
harm done.”


“Give me some credit,” Remi mumbled. “I can be less
than crazy about something, without it necessarily being a deal-breaker. Are
you going to insist on making me say it? Okay. I want to be with you. I want us
to fuck.”


“Then let’s table this discussion for later, shall
we?” Guiche suggested. “Right now—how about less talk, and more action?”


“Yeah,” Remi agreed.


Guiche rolled over on top of Remi, who relished this
sudden full body contact between them. After rubbing himself against Remi for a
moment, like a cat, Guiche raised himself higher, straddling Remi’s waist with
his knees and settling the weight of his buttocks on the other young man’s
thighs. He bent his head and kissed Remi on the mouth—softly, with a surprising
tenderness which was every bit as exciting as rougher lovemaking could have
been. With their lips joined, they explored each other’s bodies with their
hands, searching, caressing, stimulating.


Guiche’s lips moved down from Remi’s mouth to his
chin, and then to his neck. He sucked there furiously for a moment, drawing a
soft fold of the neck skin deep into his mouth and lashing away at it with his
tongue. Then he let go and moved backward just enough to give his mouth lower
access, covering Remi’s chest with hot kisses. Slowly he inched his way down across
the muscled flesh of Remi’s pecs, covering every inch of them with the moisture
of his tongue.


By the time Guiche reached his navel, Remi’s
excitement was at its peak, the sexual tension in his body almost unbearable.
Yet he didn’t want to hurry his partner this time. He knew that Guiche would
please him in more direct and explicit ways, when he was ready to do so, and
that everything the experienced male prostitute would do before then was a
treat, to be cherished and enjoyed as well. Remi’s tense-muscled legs felt like
bars of quivering iron, rocking back and forth, opening and closing, tightening
and relaxing, while the mouth on his flesh moved steadily lower and the thrills
it sent shooting through him became more intense.


He felt Guiche’s tongue sliding around inside his
navel, and then drawing slowly away and starting the last few inches of its
journey of exploration. Remi’s breath was coming raggedly through his mouth.
His palms were damp with the sweat of intense excitement. It was all he could
do to keep from grasping his bedmate’s shoulders and shoving him down his torso
the rest of the way, forcing him to put an end to this teasing and bring the
sweet joys of satisfaction to him.


“Put your legs up,” Guiche said softly. “On my shoulders,
Remi. Put them up.” He grasped them and lifted the other guy’s legs from the
bed, rested them on his shoulders, and then he bent his head down between them.


Remi could not help crying out when he felt the hot,
wet tongue resuming its erotic tickling. He wanted so much to shove up with his
hips, to drive his dick into Guiche’s mouth and complete the fusion of their
flesh at last; but he forced himself to wait and find out what the other man
was going to do to him. Lower and lower the tongue went, teasing and tormenting
every inch of Remi’s burning groin flesh; and as it did, Guiche arched Remi
higher and higher, until his body was bent almost double. Remi felt Guiche’s
hand stroking across his buttocks, and then he gasped when the whore’s hot
breath came down on his anal cleft and the thick, hot, stiffened tongue began
to burrow through his sphincter’s pucker in a way Remi had rarely experienced.
Guiche was rimming him, hungrily and expertly, literally fucking Remi’s asshole
with his tongue!


“Oh, suck my ass!” Remi cried. Not that Guiche needed
either an invitation, or encouragement. The rimming continued, until Remi
thought he would go mad with his pent-up lust.


As though sensing Remi’s frustration, Guiche finally
abandoned his oral assault on his asshole—only to readjust his position between
Remi’s thighs and attack his cock, instead.


“I want to taste this, too,” Guiche declared.
His hand grasped Remi’s erection. His fingers wrapped themselves around the
smooth, hard column of flesh and his palm rubbed across it. Holding the penis
firmly by its base, Guiche brought his lips closer to it and he planted a wet,
lingering kiss on the exposed tip of the male organ. His tongue dug under the
flap of foreskin, tickling. Remi gasped and he brought his hands down on top of
Guiche’s head, urging him to blow him. His legs trembled when at last he got
his wish. He felt the warm wet pressure of that talented mouth close around him
and it seemed to devour not only his hard-on, but his very soul.


“Oh, Guiche,” he whispered, clutching his fingers in
the other’s thick hair. “That feels so good! Go on doing that, please. Oh,
please suck me, just like that!” He closed his eyes and breathed in deeply,
thrilled to the very core of his being by the constant waves of ecstasy flowing
through him.


He felt the muscles in the backs of his knees
tightening as Guiche brought him closer and closer to the peak of pleasure.
Then, suddenly, he cried out in protest when the prolonged, delightful oral-genital
contact was broken and Guiche raised his head.


“Why did you stop?” Remi demanded. “I was almost ready
to—”


“To come? Yeah, I know you were. I could taste your
jism, dribbling into my mouth. That was hot.”


“Didn’t you want to finish me off and swallow it?”


‘Of course I did. But then I changed my mind. I
decided I didn’t want you to come. Not just yet.” Guiche grinned in that impish,
disarming way he had. “Come here,” he urged, motioning for Remi to lie beside him.
He put his arm around the other guy’s shoulder and hugged him tightly. “I want
to really make love to you. I want to fuck you. Can I?”


“Sure. Only—we’d better use plenty of lube. You’re
hung so big.”


“Flatterer!” Guiche said. He laughed, as he reached
for the bottle of lubricant and a condom.


“How do you want me?” Remi asked, watching Guiche put
on the rubber and lubricate himself. “I mean, what position?”


“You choose.”


“Let me get on my belly, with you on top of me.”


“Fine.”


“You may have to go a little easy at first,” Remi
cautioned.


“I will.”


Remi turned onto his stomach, spreading his legs as
wide as he could. “Come on,” he told Guiche. “Lie down on my back. Get that big
cock in me!”


Trembling with desire and with his body throbbing with
excitement, Guiche got up on top of Remi and settled his weight flat, his chest
against Remi’s back, and his belly against Remi’s buttocks.


Remi groaned, and he arched up against Guiche. “Oh,
you’re heavy,” he complained. “Get up a little on your knees and your elbows.” Guiche
did as he was asked. “Ah, that’s much better. Just rest on me enough that I can
feel your body on mine, your skin on mine. That’s what I want.”


“Is that all you what?” Guiche asked, after
there was a tense moment of silence between them.


 “You know better. Go ahead and do it to me now. Fuck
me. Push your dick in and out of my ass.”


“Are you sure you’re ready?”


“Ready? I’m beginning to get impatient,” Remi said,
with a laugh. He thrust up with his buttocks and wriggled them against Guiche’s
groin, tantalizing him, and then he dropped his hips back to the bed and slowly
twisted them from side to side, while Guiche began to lower himself. “Ah!” Remi
suddenly cried. His hand flew between their bodies and shoved against Guiche’s
belly, holding him back, lifting him up a few inches. “Go slow,” he pleaded.


“Am I hurting you?” Guiche asked, his voice filled
with concern.


“A little,” Remi panted. “I have to get used to having
you in there. Take your time. Put the rest in nice and slow, please. You must
not realize how much of a stud you are. How big your cock is.”


“Guys mention it all the time, but I always suspect
they’re exaggerating,” Guiche said, lightly.


He hovered above Remi without moving a muscle, holding
this position for so long that his arms began to ache from supporting his own weight.
“Now?” he whispered at last, unable to stay in the same position for much
longer without thrusting. “Can I push the rest of my cock inside you now, Remi?”


“Yes, but do it slowly. Ah, yes! That’s it. Like that,
Guiche. Nice and slow. Oh, you’re filling me up. Oh, get it all in there, give
it to me! Now!”


He guided the other guy until at last their bodies
were pressed flat together, and a heavy sigh of pleasure came from both of them
simultaneously.


“How does it feel now?” Guiche asked.


“Wonderful. What about you? Do you like it? Do you
like being in my ass?”


“Hell, yeah. It feels great. Oh, Remi!” Guiche moaned,
showering his lover’s shoulders and the back of his neck with passionate kisses.
“It’s so good. You’ve got the sweetest hole I’ve had in a long time!”


Remi clenched his anal muscles, then released them
quickly, only to clench them again, more forcefully. A cry of intense joy
bubbled up from the depths of Guiche’s throat. “Do you like how that
feels?” Remi asked. 


“Fuck, yeah! I like that a lot! Oh, you have no idea
how much! Keep it up, if you can. Work your hole around my cock.”


“I will. I want to make you happy today, fucker.
Happier than you’ve ever been in your life, so that you won’t want to do this
with anybody but me. You’re fucking me, Guiche. You’re fucking me. You’re
fucking my ass. Say it. Let me hear you say it. Talk dirty to me.”


“I’m fucking you, pretty boy. I’m fucking your hot,
tight little ass!”


“Then do it. Keep doing it, keep fucking me. Don’t
stop!”


“Stop?” Guiche exclaimed. “I have no intention of
doing any such damn thing!”

















Chapter Five: Recruiting New Talent


 


Guiche got into the habit of inviting Remi to come
over to his apartment—for coffee or to share a glass of wine, to smoke pot, and
for sex. During these visits, the two young men’s conversations always seemed
to return to the topic of selling sex.


            Guiche was
determined to recruit Remi into the sex industry.


“I need a guy whom I can rely on, to work with me,
sometimes. Just part time,” Guiche explained.


“Ah—work with you, doing what, exactly?”


“What do you think? We’ve talked about it often
enough.”


“Turning tricks?” Remi guessed.


“What else?”


“Forget about it.”


“You haven’t even given me a chance to deliver my
sales pitch,” Guiche said, humorously.


“Save your breath. The whole idea—it’s wasted on me.
No way.”


“Hear me out,” Guiche urged. “What’re your
objections?”


“I already have a job, for one thing. It may not be
much, but it’s something.”


“I have a day job, too. So what?”


This was a revelation to Remi, who’d assumed that
Guiche made his living entirely by hustling. Remi suppressed his natural
impulse to ask Guiche for details. They could have that discussion, later. At
the moment, Remi didn’t want to derail their conversation from the interesting,
if somewhat disturbing, track it had taken.


“You wouldn’t turn down a chance to make some extra
money, would you?” Guiche went on.


“Depends how I’d be making it,” Remi retorted.


“You can’t have moral qualms. You’re gay. You like
sex. You’re not in a relationship. You seem to have no problems having multiple
partners. Why not go on doing what you’re been doing, but get paid for it?”


“I have practical qualms. I don’t want to get
busted by the cops.”


“Unlikely,” Guiche argued. “I don’t loiter on street
corners, after all. I run my business very discreetly, on the website.”


“Naked photos of you, along with announcing how good
an ‘Enculeur du premiere classe’
you
are—that’s not exactly my definition of discreet,” Remi said. 


“No one accesses such sites except horny men looking
for sex,” Guiche pointed out.


“You hope! But we can let that pass, for now.
Anyway—speaking purely theoretically—suppose I was willing to become a
whore? Why should I work for you? You’d expect a cut, I assume. I could set up
my own website and run it myself. That way, I’d get to keep all the profits.”


Guiche was unperturbed. “True. This town is big enough
to keep any number of hustlers busy. But I’m not asking you to work for
me, but with me. As my partner.”


“I don’t follow you. Explain.”


“Some of the johns want a threesome. So I have to find
another guy, to accommodate them. It’s not always easy to find somebody who’s
reliable. I’d prefer to work with a guy I can trust, and with whom I’m sexually
compatible. I’d advertise you on the website as my horny buddy who’s available
for threesomes.”


“Got it all figured out, don’t you?”


“Think of the advantages. You wouldn’t be dealing with
a john directly, at first. All of the upfront negotiations, screening out any
obvious weirdos, and collecting the money—I’d take care of that. You’d never
have to hook up with a john one on one. I’d always be there with you, to steer
you through it and watch your back. You wouldn’t have to do any in-calls at your
place. We’d do them all here. Out-calls, we’d go on together, as a team. All
you’d have to do is give me some hot photos of yourself, to put up on the
site.”


“What about the money? Do you charge twice as much for
threesome as you do when you go on a job solo?”


“It doesn’t work quite that way. The johns always like
it when they think they’re getting a bargain. For a threesome, I usually ask two
hundred and eighty for an in-call, three hundred and forty for an out-call.
Sometimes that’s negotiable, upward. Either way, the other escort and I split
the fee, and the tip, right down the middle. Now, that’s fair, isn’t it? I
don’t collect anything extra for my trouble, for running the show.”


“You’re a smooth talker,” Remi admitted.


Guiche laughed. “All part of the job description.
What’s it going to take to convince you to go into business with me?”


“Maybe some hot sex would put me in a more susceptible
mood,” Remi hinted. “You could invite me into your bedroom.”


“Consider yourself invited. Let’s go.”


They went into Guiche’s bedroom, where they stripped.


“What’ve you got in mind?” Guiche asked.


Remi glanced at the large oil painting on the wall
behind the bed. The image of the two naked men, sucking away on each other’s
oversized erections, was certainly inspiring.


“Let me suck your
cock,” Remi pleaded. “And then you can fuck me again, the way you did last
time.”


“You really liked
that, didn’t you?”


“You know I did.
Don’t be so smug.”


Guiche laughed.


His arms caught Remi
and pulled him down on top of him. He hugged the other young guy in an
impassioned grip, which almost amounted to a wresting hold, while his mouth
sought and quickly found Remi’s. His tongue plunged upward, between Remi’s
lips, and into his mouth, exploring, demanding.


They kissed for
several minutes, until both of them were out of breath. Remi felt Guiche’s cock
throbbing up at him, and its hard pressure was fully answered by his own
erection. When Guiche finally slipped his tongue from his mouth, Remi lay there
in the other young stud’s arms, panting for breath.


Guiche was looking
him in the face, intently, scrutinizing his bed partner.


“Damn, you’re cute,”
Guiche said.


“You think so?”
Remi asked, preening a little.


“Yeah. The johns
would really go for you. And I ought to know.”


“Not that again,”
Remi protested. “Give it a rest, will you?” But then his vanity got the better
of him. “So I’m the type they like, am I?”


“Hell, yes. You’ve
got that look of boyish innocence going for you. You might think about getting
a haircut, though.”


Remi had fine,
silky-textured straight hair, which fell down and almost touched his shoulders.
At the moment, it was disheveled by the two guys’ lovemaking. Made self-conscious
by Remi’s remark, Remi raised one hand to head and swept his fingers through
his tousled locks, pushing his hair away from his forehead.


“What’s wrong with
my hair?” he asked.


“It’s kind of long
for a dude, that’s all.”


“Girls like it.”


Remi snickered. “I
didn’t think it was girls you were interested in attracting.”


“Well, guys have
been known to like it, too. I get compliments on it. All the more.”


“You might get
more compliments if you let a really good hairstylist snip off an inch or two
of that mane, and style the rest.”


“Well, I’m not
here to get grooming advice, buddy,” Remi said. “I just want to suck your dick
and take yours up my ass. So let’s get on with it, if you’re okay with being
used as a sex object.”


“Buddy, ‘sex
object’ ought to be my middle name. All right. But I like to suck cock, too,
just in case you haven’t noticed.”


“Me, first,” Remi
insisted. “Lie back and let me go to work on your dick!”


Guiche got
comfortable. Lying flat on his back, he stuffed one of the pillows behind his
head. Then he spread his legs wide.


“Come on,” he
whispered urgently, reaching down and beginning to fondle his cock. It was
already beginning to stir again—to swell and stiffen. “If you want to blow me
again so bad, then you may as well get busy. Be my guest!”


Remi stared at the
naked young stud on his bed, at the thick uncircumcised meat Guiche was
offering him to suck. Guiche’s restless hand slid slowly down the flat plane of
his belly and over his thighs, nudging his heavy balls, before he grasped his
dick lightly again and he began to caress it into full throbbing erection—while
Remi watched, mesmerized!


“Hurry up.” There
was now impatience audible in Guiche’s tone of voice. “You’d better go for it,
buddy, while I’m still in the mood to give it away for free!” 


Remi hesitated no
longer. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he leaned over and reached for Guiche’s
dick, closing his eyes as he pushed Guiche’s hand away from it and replaced it
with his own fingers. He closed them into a tight fist, which he squeezed
possessively around Guiche’s turgid prick. Guiche moaned, and he spread his
muscular thighs even farther apart for Remi, giving him unimpeded access to his
crotch.


Guiche pushed down
on the top of Remi’s head, and at the same time he thrust up with his butt,
rubbing his rigid fuck tool against the other young man’s face, jabbing its
thick blunt tip at Remi’s panting, parted lips.


“Suck it,” Guiche
demanded. 


But Remi needed no
further instructions or encouragement. He moved on the mattress until he was
positioned on his knees between Guiche’s widespread thighs. He still had a firm
grip with his fingers on his buddy’s cock as he began to lower his head. His
tongue flicked outside his lips and darted rapidly from side to side, coating the
tip of Guiche’s hard-on with his saliva and tickling it provocatively.


“Aw, fuck!” Guiche
grunted. His hands gripped Remi’s head and shoved it down toward his dick
again. At the same time, he jerked himself high off the mattress, thrusting
with his hips and butt. He twisted his head around on the pillow and arched his
neck so that he could look down the length of his brawny torso and see what Remi
was doing to his cock with his lips and tongue. Guiche’s mouth parted and
emitted a tense, lewd gasp as he watched the other boy tongue the head and
shaft of his cock. Seeing the act of oral sex being performed on him excited
Guiche almost as much as actually being blown did!


Remi had been with
Guiche often enough that he now knew what his friend liked. He moved his mouth
down the shaft of Guiche’s throbbing hard-on until his wet lips rubbed over the
twin spheres of Guiche’s cum-laden balls. His tongue pressed against them,
pushing them around inside their hairy sac.


Then Remi opened
his mouth wider and coaxed one testicle completely inside, sucking on it hard
and fast, his tongue caressing it from every possible angle inside the warm,
moist interior of his mouth.


He was good at it,
thanks to the many opportunities Guiche had given him to practice the technique
during the short time which had elapsed since they’d first met and had started
fooling around with each other.


And Guiche really
got turned on when Remi eased his other ball inside his obscenely
taut-stretched, yawning mouth and began to suck on his entire scrotum at once.
The solid shaft of Guiche’s cockshaft pulsed furiously with its now barely
contained lust, and his big body shuddered with arousal.


Guiche’s fingers
tightened even more on Remi’s head, crushing that maddeningly arousing mouth of
his against his balls, until Remi grunted in discomfort and shook his head to
tell Guiche to let up on him, to allow him to control the pace of their
oral sex.  


“No,” Guiche said.
“No, keep it up! Don’t stop now. Suck my balls. It feels so good—so goddamn
good!”


Guiche could feel
his excitement rising higher and higher, his blood as hot as liquid fire from a
blast furnace inside him. It pulsated violently through his bloated penis
veins. Remi’s tongue seemed to be licking the cum right out of his balls!


Guiche’s chest was
wet with sweat, the tufts of hair between his chiseled pecs damp and plastered
flat against his flesh.


“My ring,” Guiche
pleaded.


Letting Guiche’s
plump, saliva-slippery testicles pop out of his mouth, Remi nuzzled his face
against the other guy’s perineum muscle, where Guiche had the piercing which
gave him his nickname. Remi licked the steel ring. He kissed it. Inserting his
tongue through it, he playfully exerted pressure upon it, tugging it away from
Guiche’s body. finally, opening his mouth and taking the ring inside, Remi
tried to suck on the guiche hard enough to pull it free from its hole—an
impossibility, of course, because the well-healed piercing was too deep, and
the ring was set too firmly in it. But the suction got Guiche very excited. 


“Fuck, I like
that!” he exclaimed. “Damn—when you do that, it makes my cock drip cum!”


Remi teased the
ring some more. But then Remi abandoned Guiche’s perineum piercing—and he began
to suck his cock, instead!


He opened his
mouth wide and shoved it down recklessly on the other boy’s thick, man-sized
prickshaft. Even though he’d gone down on Guiche innumerable times, he was
always startled by how much hard cock there seemed to be when it filled the
whole interior of his yawning mouth. Guiche hadn’t been exaggerating. There was
indeed a strong taste of salty pre-cum on his glans, which was slimy with the
dribbled fluid. Remi rubbed his tongue back and forth over Guiche’s pouting
piss slit, to lap up the sticky wetness. 


That was a particularly
sensitive part of most men’s body, and Guiche was no exception. His reaction to
Remi’s swabbing of his cockhead was dramatic. Guiche’s hips shot up again,
driving still more of his meat into Remi’s mouth. His cock pumped frantically
in and out of the other guy’s slurping lips, his gurgling mouth, and his
willing but strangulated throat. Guiche fucked Remi orally, his cockshaft
sliding in and out of the boy’s lips like a piston flailing away within a
well-oiled cylinder.


Guiche was already
too close to coming—and feeling this urgency not for the first time during
their sex session—to take much more of this sweet torture, as pleasurable
though it was. Remi’s enthusiastic ball sucking and his teasing of Guiche’s
trademark piercing had pushed Guiche’s libido right to the edge. And now his
expert cocksucking threatened to push Guiche over that edge! 


When he knew he
was getting dangerously near to the point of no return, Guiche lifted Remi’s
head from his groin, breaking the oral-genital contact.


“I don’t want to
come in your mouth,” Guiche said, breathlessly. “Not this time! You said you
wanted me to fuck you again, didn’t you? Okay, then you’re going to get fucked!
Get on your belly. Spread your legs—and your butt. Open your hole. I’m going to
fuck the hell out of you!”


Remi rolled over
onto his stomach. Guiche stretched out his arm toward the nightstand, grabbed
the open box of condoms that was waiting there, and extracted one of the foil
packets from the box. He tore open the foil, pulled out the rubber, and
unrolled it down over his dick. He dropped the box of condoms back on the nightstand,
and picked up the pump bottle of gel lubricant instead. He squirted a blob of
the gel onto his fingers and used it to coat the latex which now protected his
cock. He squeezed out a second blob and smeared it between Remi’s buttocks,
massaging the lube onto his puckered sphincter muscle. With one fingertip,
Guiche penetrated the asshole, working some of the lubricant inside. Remi let
out a gasp and his sphincter ring flexed around Guiche’s finger in instinctive
response to the penetration.


“Oh, hurry!” Remi
begged. “I can’t wait to feel that big thing inside me again!”


“Yeah? Well, be
careful what you wish for,” Guiche warned.


He rolled over
until he was lying on top of Remi, his chest pressed against Remi’s back.
Guiche positioned his legs on the outsides of Remi’s. With one hand, Guiche
reached down between their bodies, grabbed his cock, and guided it between Remi’s
buttocks and against his hole. Guiche pushed. The thick blunt knob of his
penis, encased in its latex sheath, slid through Remi’s sphincter and sank deep
inside his ass.


“Fuck me, Guiche!”
Remi screamed. “Oh, fuck my ass! Get that big, motherfucking thing all the way
in me. Shove it right up my ass. Pound my hole with it. Pound my hole! Oh God,
Guiche—please fuck me!”


“Don’t worry,
buddy,” Guiche replied, perhaps more than a little cynically. “I’m going to do
it just the way you like it!”


And he was as good
as his word. He pounded Remi’s ass nonstop, until both guys were panting for
breath, their skins flushed red from their exertions, their bodies wet with
sweat. Remi took everything Guiche had to give him, willingly, without
complaint. He reveled in his buddy’s use of his body.


Guiche, too, lost
himself in the act. Remi was a hot, tight fuck. Despite that crack Guiche had
made about Remi’s long hair, Remi had a firmly muscled, athletic body, a nice
big cock and a matching set of hefty balls, and a pair of hard, round,
unambiguously masculine buttocks—between which Guiche was now industriously
driving his cock. Remi’s long hair, which was spread out around his head on the
pillow in disarray at the moment, did give him an incongruously feminine look
at times. Screwing him like this, with Remi lying on his belly and with his
face buried in the pillow, Guiche thought, was almost like fucking a muscular
girl … a “chick with a dick,” in fact! The fantasy got Guiche even more
excited. He fucked Remi harder. But Guiche didn’t really want to fuck a woman,
no matter how attractive, sexy, and good in bed she might be. He only liked
guys. He wanted to have at his disposal a man’s ass to fuck, to sink his cock
into, the way he was fucking Remi’s ass now.


Remi came first.
He was often rather quick on the trigger, and this occasion was no exception.
His cock spewed out its thick gobs of fuck cream, which dampened the bed under
him in long wet streaks. Groaning, Remi wriggled his violated butt, pushing it
back into Guiche’s groin. His sphincter throbbed hotly around the still-pounding
cockshaft on which Guiche had him impaled.


“Did you come?”
Guiche asked.


“Yeah! And I’m
still coming! Fuck me through it, Guiche. Don’t stop. Fuck me through it!” Remi
repeated, in a frenzy of orgasmic excitement.


Above Remi’s
sweating back came the sound of deep grunts and groans, as Guiche continued to
hump him for several minutes. Then Guiche, too, began to ejaculate. Remi felt
the other stud’s prick stab even deeper than usual into him, just before it
exploded. The seminal detonation was contained within the reservoir tip of the
rubber on Guiche’s dick. But Remi could feel the cock swelling and throbbing
inside him. His anal walls contracted around its bulk, intensifying the
pleasure for both of the participants in the fuck.


Guiche fucked his
way through his ejaculation. Then, worn out for the time being, he lay slumped
on Remi’s back, breathing hard, his dick still lodged in the other guy’s
asshole, its tip still spurting out sluggish little drops of cum into the
condom. Their sweaty bodies rubbed together lazily, and their sex odors
mingling in the air. They breathed together, and Guiche slipped both of his
strong arms around Remi’s torso and hugged his back against his chest, pushing
his face toward Remi’s so that he could kiss him first on the side of his neck,
and then on his mouth. 


Without allowing
Guiche’s cock to slip out his ass just yet, Remi turned his head and upper
torso around enough so that they could kiss with full, open-mouthed abandon,
lips pressed firmly together, tongues lunging in and out of each other’s open,
yearning mouths.


Finally, though,
Guiche broke the kiss. He breathed out a long, shuddering sigh of satisfaction,
and eased himself out of Remi’s ass and off his body. Guiche stripped the
condom from his prick and tossed it onto the nightstand, next to the box of
condoms and the bottle of lube.


“Good?” Guiche
asked.


“Great,” Remi told
him. “You’re the best.”


“How’d you like to
be second best?”


“Huh?”


“We need to
shower,” Guiche said. “You go first. And then we’ll sit down and have a drink.
And continue our discussion—about what it’s going to take to persuade you to
start working with me.”


“You’re just not
going to give that a rest, are you?” Remi griped.


Guiche grinned at
him. “No. Not until you give in, and agree.”


“And obviously,
you keep using sex to wear down my resistance,” Remi accused the hustler.


“Yeah. Is it
working?”


“I’m not
altogether immune to it,” Remi admittedly, ruefully.

















Chapter Six: Guys Going Bump in the
Night


 


Remi occasionally
went to CityBoyz on the nights when he wasn’t working, going there as a
customer, rather than an employee. So did Maxim. For Remi, it was a bus man’s,
or rather a bar back’s, holiday. He enjoyed relaxing and being waited on,
instead of busting his ass, behind the scenes.


On this particular
evening, Remi was talking to some of his friends when he ran into Maxim in the
bar, as well. Maxim, also off duty, was there with a man whom Remi had never
seen before. The guy was a big bruiser—tall, broad, thickset, with massive,
showy muscles, which were obviously the product of heavy weight training in a
gym.


Maxim and his
companion were both wearing what might be described as “leather lite.” Maxim
was attired in jeans, motorcycle boots, and a T-shirt, the latter worn under a
black leather motorcycle jacket, unzipped all the way down the front. Maxim’s
heavy chest, and his flat stomach, corded with firmly defined abdominal
muscles, was thus put well on display.


His friend was
less subtly dressed. The big, muscular man wore leather chaps over his tight,
faded jeans, which were tucked into a pair of immaculately polished black
leather boots. He, too, wore a black leather motorcycle jacket—but he wore it,
open in the front, over a well-defined torso, which was bare except for a
leather and chrome body harness, consisting of leather straps and chrome rings
intricately fastened together.


His big brown
nipples were pierced, with thick, heavy-gauge stainless steel rings inserted in
them. His navel was pierced, as well, and it sported a curved barbell-type
piece of jewelry. The man had a ruggedly handsome face, a bit on the rough
side, but exceptionally virile.


Maxim insisted on
ordering the next round of drinks, for the three of them.


“Remi, I’d like
you to meet Jean Baptiste,” Maxim said. “He’s an old friend of mine.”


“Enchanté,”
Remi told Jean Baptiste, as they shook hands. “I haven’t seen you before. Do
you live here in Montréal?”


“I do now,” Jean
Baptiste said. “I just moved here, from Quebec City. I’m starting a new job
here.”


“Jean Baptiste and
I met when I went to Quebec City for a weekend,” Maxim informed Remi. “We’ve
hooked up a few times, since then. Now, with him living here, we’ll be able to
see each other much more often.”


“That’s nice,”
Remi said. “Ah—is there any kind of a romance going on between you two?”


Jean Baptiste
laughed. “There’s a sex thing going on between us—that’s for sure.”


“Yeah, we’re fuck
buddies,” Maxim confirmed.


“Oh? Good for
you,” Remi responded.


“Jean Baptiste is
like me,” Maxim said. “He likes to play the field. He’s going to break a lot of
hearts here in Montréal, one by one.”


“I prefer to bust
guys’ cherries—also one by one,” Jean Baptiste protested. “Seducing straight
guys and converting them to the cause—that’s one of my specialties.”


“Is it?” Remi,
somewhat at a loss for words, asked. “How nice for you. And also for them, I’m
sure.”


The three men
drank and talked.


“Since you’ve got
the night off, like I do—” Maxim told Remi.


“Yeah?”


“Why don’t you
come to my place, and hang out with me and Jean Baptiste? You’ve never been to
my apartment, have you?”


“No,” Remi
admitted.


“Well, no time
like the present. After all, we can drink for free, there,” Maxim pointed out.


They left the bar.
While they’d been inside CityBoyz, it had started to rain, outside. Now, the
precipitation was coming down in heavy, wet sheets.


“Shit!” Maxim
complained, as they ran to where his car was parked.


“A little water
shouldn’t bother you tough leather studs,” Remi teased the other two men.


Maxim laughed.
“Smack his butt for me, will you, Jean Baptiste?”


“I’d enjoy that,”
Jean Baptiste said. “I don’t know if Remi would.”


Maxim lived in the
Pointe-Saint-Charles district, commonly known as “The Point,” another
neighborhood, once rundown, which was experiencing gentrification. Maxim’s
apartment was modest, but comfortable. He and his two guests sat in his living
room, drinking beer. Maxim also produced pot, which they smoked.


“So, Remi,” Jean
Baptiste said, in a deceptively casual tone of voice. “I understand you’ve been
a bad boy, lately?”


“How so?” Remi
asked, defensively.


“Keeping company
with the notorious Guiche.”


“Guiche isn’t notorious,”
Remi protested.


“No?”


“He’s—misunderstood,”
Remi suggested.


Jean Baptiste
burst into laughter. “I guess that’s one word for it!”


“What business is
it of yours, anyway?” a defiant Remi asked.


“None whatsoever.”


Maxim interceded.
“Now, boys,” he urged. “Let’s not get into a debate about morality.”


“Or immorality,”
Jean Baptiste murmured.


“No, let’s talk
about it, now that you’ve brought up the subject,” Remi demanded. “How is what
Guiche does—turning tricks—any different, really, from a hotshot leather man
like you, Jean Baptiste, a top, working over a different bottom every night?”


“He’s got you
there, buddy,” Maxim suggested.


“Now, just wait a
minute,” Jean Baptiste suggested. “What I do with my tricks—it’s consensual
sex, between adults.”


“And what Guiche
does isn’t?” Remi asked, pressing the issue.


“I don’t know the
guy, except by reputation. Except by his bad reputation,” Jean Baptiste
admitted. “Still—having sex with just anybody, for money—you’ve got to admit
it’s nasty.”


“I admit nothing
of the kind,” Remi retorted, stubbornly.


“Well, you’re
ballsy, and you’ve got the courage of your convictions. I have to say that for
you,” Jean Baptiste acknowledged.


Changing the
subject, the three men discussed that ever-popular topic, sports. 


Remi consulted his
wristwatch. As pleasant as it was to hang out with Maxim and Jean Baptiste, it
was also getting a little late, and he was more than a little drunk and stoned.


“Well, this has
been fun, guys, but I’d better start thinking about heading home,” he said.


Maxim looked at
the windows, upon which the rain was still pelting. “It’s still raining like a
bitch out there. I’m not going to send you out there in that and have you stand
at a bus stop, waiting. Not even if I lend you an umbrella! Of course, I can
always drive you home. I’d be glad to. But you don’t have to get up and be
anywhere first thing in the morning, do you?”


“No,” Remi said.


“Unlike me,” Jean
Baptiste interjected. “I’ve got to go into work. And I have to be on time.
Can’t afford to fuck up this new job, not while I’m still on probation.”


“Well, you can spend
the night here, Remi, the same as Jean Baptiste,” Maxim suggested.


“Can I?” Remi
asked.


“Sure. Why not?
Just one thing. Jean Baptiste and I will sleep together, in my bedroom. I’ve
only got my bed, with a full size mattress, in there. It’s big enough for two
guys—if they’re friendly,” Maxim said, frankly. “But with three, it can get
kind of crowded. But this sofa opens up into a folding bed, and it’s actually
quite comfortable. I bought it because I knew it’d come in handy when I have
more than one overnight guest, from out of town. It’s all yours.”


“That’ll be fine,”
Remi assured Maxim.


“Great! Let me get
you some sheets and pillows and blankets.”


Working as a team,
the three men moved the coffee table out of the way, opened the sofa bed, and
quickly made it up.


Remi excused
himself, to go use the bathroom.


“Look in the
medicine cabinet,” Maxim told him. “You’ll see a couple of new toothbrushes,
unopened. Help yourself to one of them. I always keep a supply of extras on
hand—for unexpected overnight company.”


Jean Baptiste
laughed. “Maxim, you slut!”


“I resent that,”
Maxim said, in a mock-haughty tone of voice. “I prefer to think of it as
fulfilling my duties as a host.”


“You can fulfill
most of them, once we’re in bed together,” Jean Baptiste suggested. “Meanwhile—do
I get a new toothbrush, too?”


“If you’re good,”
Maxim decreed.


“Buddy, I’m always
good! As you very well know.”


Amused by the two
friends’ banter, Remi retreated to the bathroom. There, he took a long,
leisurely piss, and then he did attend, scrupulously, to his oral hygiene.
Returning to the living room, he unselfconsciously stripped naked, in front of
the other two men—both of whom, but Jean Baptiste in particular, observed his
undressing with undisguised interest.


“Sweet,” Jean
Baptiste declared, scrutinizing Remi’s nude body from head to foot. “No wonder
you’ve decided to start selling it.”


Remi blushed. Maxim
had obviously been telling his buddy Jean Baptiste all about Remi and Guiche.
“Aw, come on, man,” Remi pleaded. “Don’t bust my balls.”


“No offense
meant,” Jean Baptiste insisted. “Unlike my buddy Maxim, here, I don’t have any
prejudice against hustlers, and I wouldn’t dream of putting a guy down for
doing that. Hell, if you’ve got it, exploit it—that’s how I look at it.”


“Have you—?” Remi
asked, hesitantly.


“Hustled?
Occasionally. More or less by accident. A guy offered to pay me, and I said,
‘sure, why not?’ My problem is, I like sex too much to make a business out of
it. Whenever I hook up with a really hot guy, I get so turned on, I’m almost
ready to pay him. Luckily, so far I’ve never had to. It’s always been
the other way around, on those few occasions.”


“Then this could
be the night,” Maxim joked. “Just leave the money on my nightstand, okay?”


“Oh, you’re a
laugh riot, dude,” Jean Baptiste scoffed. “If I want to be with a pro, then
I’ll spend the night out here, with Remi.”


“You’re
embarrassing me,” Remi protested. He got into the sofa bed, and pulled the
bedclothes up over his lower body, covering himself from the waist down.


“Sorry, kid,” Jean
Baptiste said—although he didn’t look or sound particularly penitent. “I just
enjoy yanking my buddy Maxim’s chain. You’re collateral damage, the victim of
my scattershot wit—that’s all.”


“Come on, you
comedian,” Maxim said, gruffly. “Let’s go to bed. Got everything you need,
Remi?”


“Absolutely.”


“We’ll see you in
the morning, then. Sleep tight.”


“I will.
Goodnight, guys.”


“Goodnight,” Maxim
said, and Jean Baptiste echoed him.


As he and Jean
Baptiste left the living room, Maxim switched off the light. Remi was left
alone in his bed, in the darkness, with the steady rainfall still drumming
monotonously against the windowpanes. He heard the other two men’s voices,
indistinctly, as they shared the bathroom. He heard the toilet flush. A moment
later, he heard Maxim’s bedroom door open and close.


Remi stretched out
nude on top of his improvised bed, under the layers of warm covers. His
imagination was now free to wander.


Lurid,
pornographic images flashed through his mind—of Maxim and Jean Baptiste lying
naked on a bed together, in a sixty-nine position, sucking hungrily on each
other’s dicks. Of the two men swallowing each other’s cum. Remi visualized them
playing with each other’s assholes, fingering the tiny puckered apertures,
penetrating and finger-fucking them. An even grosser picture suddenly formed in
his imagination. Jean Baptiste lying on his belly with his legs spread, with Maxim
lying on top of him, shoving his cock up the big man’s butch ass. Remi could
almost hear Jean Baptiste moaning, “Fuck me, Maxim! Fuck my ass!” Begging for
dick, like a slut. Begging for it, the way Remi now always did whenever Guiche
screwed him. “Fuck me! Oh, fuck my hole!”


 Finding the
thought of the other two men sleeping together, presumably after enjoying some hot,
energetic sex, strangely stimulating, Remi lay there in the quiet and the dark for
a moment, listening—but he couldn’t hear anything further. Frustrated, he impulsively
decided to shoot the works, so to speak. Now, he might as well take a
calculated risk. He got up quietly, left the living room, and padded nude and
barefoot down the hall, pausing in front of Maxim’s closed bedroom door. If he
got caught standing out there in the hall, bare-assed naked, by the two men, he
could always claim he was making a trip to the bathroom, which was in fact
located nearby, at the end of the hall. But Remi doubted they’d be coming out
of the bedroom soon.


His audacity was
well rewarded. He could hear what was going on in the bedroom, and much more
clearly than he’d anticipated!


Remi listened
excitedly to the sex sounds the two men were making. Their voices carried
faintly through the door, above the hum of a fan which Maxim had obviously
switched on, to circulate the air through his room—and also, perhaps, because
he thought a little “white noise” might help to mask the telltale noises he and
Jean Baptiste were making. It was like hearing only the soundtrack of a gay
porno film, without the visual images—which images, however, Remi’s hyperactive
imagination was more than able to supply.


“Suck it,” he
heard Maxim whisper, in an urgent, pleading tone of voice. “Oh, suck it for me,
buddy! Yeah, just like that … get that hot mouth of yours all the way down on
it. Oh, sweet Jesus, Jean Baptiste! That feels so good.”


Grunts and slurps
emanated from the other guy’s mouth as he fed on Maxim’s prick.


“Beat off while
you blow me,” Maxim demanded. “Work that prick of yours with your fist. We can
change places in a minute. Then I’ll suck yours and jerk mine.”


Without thinking
about it, Remi lowered his hand to his own groin. He stood there, his head
tilted toward the door, his ear listening avidly—and doing his best to
interpret the probable significance of what he heard. Now Jean Baptiste, in a
low, hushed voice, was encouraging Maxim to suck him—and Maxim’s mouth
made quite a lot of noise while he employed it on his buddy’s cock. Maxim even
gagged, several times; but judging by the sounds which immediately followed the
retching, he refused to let go of Jean Baptiste’s cock, but persevered.


Next, Remi was
sure the two men were kissing—wet, sloppy, open-mouthed kisses, which were interspersed
with a lot of heavy breathing. The bedsprings in Remi’s mattress kept squeaking
faintly, blending with the monotonous hum of the fan, as the two men moved
about restlessly on the bed.


Neither of them
was speaking now, but the obscene slurping and gulping sounds continued. Remi
suspected they were sixty-nining. They kept it up for a long time.


The mattress gave
an extra-loud squeak, probably the result of one or both of the men abruptly
shifting his position.


“You want some
poppers?” Maxim asked.


“Yeah.”


“I have a fresh
bottle.”


“Go for it,” Jean
Baptiste told him, eagerly.


Remi was treated
to a further montage of unmistakably sexual sound effects. Any doubts on his
part about exactly what Maxim and his husky boyfriend were doing now
ended when he heard Maxim hiss, “Get that fucking tongue deep in my ass!
Eat it, bitch! Eat my ass!”


The rimming went
on for several minutes, with the participants obviously switching their
positions and taking turns. “Yeah, lick my hot, dirty ass, motherfucker,” Jean
Baptiste commanded, at one point. “Oh yeah—that’s a good little whore. Lick it,
fucker. Clean it out! Get it good and wet. Good and hot. Good and ready for
your cock!”


“Love the taste of
your hole,” Maxim panted, breathlessly, in between licks and sucks of his burly
playmate’s manhole.


“Okay, you’ve got
it nice and wet,” Jean Baptiste growled. “Now fuck it! We’re not going to need
much of that lube. Not with my hole all sloppy from your spit. Hurry up and get
that rubber on.”


Suppressing his
own impulse to gasp loudly for breath, Remi continued to play with himself. He
ought to be ashamed of himself, he knew. His behavior was disgusting. Standing
there naked with his hard-on in his fist, listening to Maxim getting ready to
fuck his stud buddy in the ass, he was a voyeur. Well, technically, Remi
supposed, he was not a voyeur, but an eavesdropper—which was almost as bad. This
is sick, Remi chastised himself. I’m a pervert. A dirty pervert! 


But the voice
inside his head, the one which was lecturing him, supposedly so sternly—in
reality it sounded merely dutiful. It wasn’t very convincing. Remi found it
easy to ignore. Especially with all the pornographic sound effects coming
through the bedroom door. They soon drowned out the voice in Remi’s head, which
gave up the unequal struggle and stopped trying to intervene. Now Remi could
concentrate his full attention on what he was hearing—what he was imagining—and
especially on what his fist was doing, as it stroked and squeezed his wildly
overexcited dick!


“Fuck me, oh, fuck
me hard,” Jean Baptiste kept pleading. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop!”


“Keep your voice
down,” Maxim whispered. “If Remi hears you—!”


“He probably fell
fast asleep long ago. And so what if he does wake up and he hears us? From what
you’ve told me, that boy’s no innocent little virgin. I wouldn’t mind fucking
him, myself. Would you?” Jean Baptiste asked.


“Never mind Remi,
right now. I just don’t want to keep him awake, that’s all. Let’s concentrate
on what we’re doing right now, one on one. Take my cock up your ass—and keep
the noise down.”


“If you’re so
worried about it, put your hand over my mouth. Pretend you’re raping me. You
know how I always get off on that!” 


Maxim apparently
did as Jean Baptiste suggested. “Shut the fuck up,” he pretended to threaten
his sex partner. “Keep your mouth shut—and open your hole. Open your hole
wider, and take my cock. Don’t make me hurt you, bitch. I’ll hurt you real bad,
if you put up any resistance.”


Remi hear muffled,
mewing sounds, as though Jean Baptiste was trying to talk through the palm of
the hand which his “rapist” now had firmly clamped down on his mouth.


“Yeah, you lousy Quebeçois
leather whore,” Maxim said, with audible satisfaction. “Take my big, hard cock!
Take it and ride it. Get fucked, tough guy. Get fucked!”


As he continued to
eavesdrop, Remi also continued to masturbate. Gradually, he accelerated his
pace. When he felt his ejaculation starting to prepare itself, deep down in his
swollen balls, he decided he might as well make himself more comfortable.
Without taking his fist off his prick, he eased himself down, first sitting on
his bare butt on the floor, and then lying on his back. He stroked himself
slowly and steadily to orgasm, his cum finally spurting free from his prick and
splashing wetly all over his belly and chest—just as Jean Baptiste’s loud moans
betrayed the fact that he had started to come, too. A moment later, Maxim’s own
guttural cries of passion revealed that he was ejaculating, as well, inside his
buddy’s hard-fucked asshole.


In his mind, Remi
pictured the two men kissing, sucking on each other’s tongues, as Maxim moved
his big dick in and out of the other guy’s asshole more sluggishly, losing his
last few drops of jism.


Then, moaning
softly, the two fuck buddies continued to rub their bodies against each other.
They exchanged kisses for minutes on end, until they finally quieted down and
fell asleep. It was only then that a weary but still erotically agitated Remi
roused himself. He made a quick detour to the bathroom, where he grabbed a
towel with which to wipe himself off. Then, furtively, he retreated into the
dark living room. There, warm and comfortable in the fold-out bed, he allowed
himself to relax, and to start to drift off into slumber as well. 


As he hovered in
that twilight state halfway between consciousness and sleep, Remi’s thoughts
wandered freely, unrestricted by thoughts of conventional behavior, or
morality. Remi was already fantasizing about what it might be like to
experience the previously unthinkable. He couldn’t prevent himself from
wondering what it would be like not only to go on sharing Guiche’s bed, but to
be invited into Maxim’s, as well. To have both of them as his lovers—!
That would all he could wish for.

















Chapter Seven: A Most Unusual Wakeup
Call


 


“Wake up,
sleepyhead.”


At first, Remi
thought he was still asleep, dreaming, and that the voice he heard wasn’t real.
But then he felt a hand on his bare shoulder, gently shaking him fully awake.


He opened his
eyes. It took a moment to orient himself, in his surroundings, which at first
looked strange to him. Then he realized that he was in Maxim’s living room,
lying on the sofa bed, on which he’d slept—quite comfortably, Remi had to
admit.


Jean Baptiste,
fully dressed in his leather outfit, was leaning over him, smiling. One of the
man’s hands lingered on Remi’s shoulder. In the other, he held a coffee mug.
Raising it to his lips, he emptied it.


“I’ve got to get
going,” Jean Baptiste said. “I have that new job of mine to report to,
remember? Got to get home to my new apartment and change my clothes. Lucky you
and Maxim—you guys get to sleep in. I just wanted to tell you that I made some
coffee, if you want any.”


“Thanks. Maxim?”
Remi asked.


“Still in bed. He
was pretty fucked out by the time we finally went to sleep, last night.”


“Yeah. I could
hear you guys going at it.”


“Could you? Sorry
about that.”


“Oh, don’t
apologize,” Remi told the other man. “It was kind of—entertaining. Downright
inspiring, in fact.”


Jean Baptiste
laughed. “You’re cute. If I didn’t have to rush off, and if I hadn’t had such a
rough night—I’d get in there under the covers with you, and throw an early
morning wakeup fuck into you.”


“Well, I’ll be
glad to give you a rain check,” Remi said, boldly. “Maxim has my number. Ask
him to give it to you.”


“Will do.” Jean
Baptiste gave Remi a less than chaste kiss on the mouth, and then he let
himself out of the apartment.


Yawning, Remi
stretched. Then he flung aside the bedclothes and, slowly and reluctantly, he
hauled his ass out of the fold-up bed. He could smell freshly-brewed coffee,
and he followed its siren song, or more accurately its siren scent, to the
kitchen. He found a mug in one of the cabinets and he filled it. He drank the
coffee black, feeling the start of a welcome caffeine surge.


Then Remi went
into Maxim’s bedroom.


The room was very
dark, so Remi needed a few moments to allow his eyes to adjust to the gloom. It
wasn’t a large bedroom, and it was untidy.


Maxim was still in
bed, and he was still fast asleep. He was lying on his stomach, naked—naked, as
was Remi, who hadn’t bothered to put on any of his clothes. The sheets and
blanket had been kicked down toward the foot of the bed, and they covered only
the lower half of Maxim’s solidly muscled buttocks. On the nightstand was the
incriminating evidence left behind by the night’s activities—a box of rubbers;
a used condom, crumpled up and discarded in the ashtray; a tube of lubricant;
and a little brown glass bottle which Remi identified as liquid poppers, minus
its outer wrapper.


Remi felt a hot
surge of excitement rush through him as he stared at the erotic cleft of the
bartender’s ass and the broad, deeply tanned back and shoulders above it. Maxim
had one arm bent at the elbow, with the forearm pushed under the pillow, and
his face was buried in the pillow, with additional cushioning provided by the
crook of his arm.


Remi went quickly
to the other side of the bed, where Jean Baptiste had obviously slept, and he
climbed in beside Maxim. The mattress was still depressed and warm from Jean
Baptiste’s body. Remi nuzzled in close to the bartender, pressing himself
against Maxim’s oddly reassuring nakedness. His cock swelled into erection the
moment it contacted Maxim’s warm flesh.


Maxim stirred at
the pressure of Remi’s morning piss hard-on, and he turned slowly onto his
side, facing away from his new bedmate. Remi pressed in closer, his throbbing
dick now jammed against the tight cheeks of that butch ass. He remembered the
incredible sensations he had felt while fucking macho guys such as Guiche, and
he wondered what it would be like to do it with a real stud like Maxim.


Just knowing that
the man in bed next to him was Maxim, a man whom he’d always admired—and
secretly lusted after—was getting Remi very aroused. Daringly, he allowed his
imagination to take over. Now, he was already pretending that they were
fucking. That it was Maxim’s warm ass clamped around Remi’s fuck tool, that it
was his anal muscles twitching as Remi plunged deeply into him, and that it was
his body Remi would be emptying his sperm into—the fantasy excited the younger
guy horribly.


It could be
awkward to have sex with a man with whom Remi had to work. But, after all, what
was the harm? Neither he nor Maxim was in a serious, committed, exclusive
relationship. They were both promiscuous, and enjoyed playing the field, with a
variety of sex partners. And Maxim was an exceptionally attractive, virile,
sexy man. He must be awfully good in bed to keep another macho number like Jean
Baptiste satisfied! There seemed to be no good reason why Remi shouldn’t get
his share of the action.


Maxim grunted
softly as he began to awaken. He felt Remi’s precociously big hard-on pressing
urgently against his butt cheeks. He pulled away for an instant; but then he
ground his buttocks backward and closer into Remi’s groin, wriggling them with
a sensuous movement of his hips. The hairy valley between his firm ass cheeks
brushed against the head of his bar back’s dick. Shivering all over at this
first implicitly sexual contact between them, Remi almost came on the spot!


“You got a
hard-on, huh?” Maxim muttered into the pillow. “It figures, you horny bastard.
Well, I guess turnabout’s fair play. You got time to screw me before you have
to leave?”


Remi held his
breath, not knowing what to say. Maxim thought he was Jean Baptiste, still in
bed with him. And—he was inviting Jean Baptiste to screw him. He was willing to
let the other man fuck him, right here and now.


But Maxim didn’t
seem to be expecting a reply. Not a verbal one, in any case. “You can’t ever
seem to get enough,” he complained, sleepily, his voice muffled by the pillow,
which he now hugged closer to his face and chest. “I would’ve thought that
after all that cum you shot last night, you’d be too fucked out to get it up
again so soon. Guess I was wrong. Um, that’s a nice fat hard-on you’re poking
my butt with! If you can get it that hard first thing in the morning, you might
as well do something useful with it. Something that’ll make us both feel good,
buddy!”


He wriggled his
butch ass whorishly back and forth against the solid fulcrum of Remi’s hotly
pulsating cockhead.


“Go ahead,” Maxim
urged, speaking in a low, seductive-sounding whisper, now. “Go ahead and shove
it up my ass. You’d better fuck me while you’ve got me in the mood to take it,
you big-dicked son of a bitch!”


Remi wanted to do
it. He wanted to fuck the stud bartender! He was trembling inside with fear
that Maxim would reject his advances—that he would react with at least
annoyance, and possibly with disgust, once he found out who was really in bed
with him. But Remi now desperately wanted to put his cock inside Maxim’s
hot-looking asshole. He wanted to feel the hardness of his manhood throbbing
away possessively deep inside the older guy’s body, their flesh joined together
as closely as two men’s could ever be.


“Don’t tear me
apart, though,” Maxim said into the pillow. “I’m not in the mood for rough sex
just now. Grease it up first.”


“Uh-huh,” Guiche grunted,
knowing that the other man would recognize his voice if he ventured anything
more coherent by way of a reply.


“And hurry up,
stud,” Maxim added. “You’re not the only one who’s horny, you know!”


Remi reached down
and touched the crack of Maxim’s ass. He rubbed the tip of his index finger
around the outside rim of the puckered hole, and he watched, fascinated, as Maxim’s
butt cheeks contracted and squirmed in excited response. His asshole flexed,
too, as though beckoning Remi’s finger to explore it further.


Remi did so. He
prodded his fingertip through the aperture and inside Maxim’s ass. Then he
twisted it slowly from side to side. The muscles clenched automatically,
nipping his finger, but Maxim forced them to relax and accept the penetration.
A deep groan of pleasure escaped from his lips.


“Oh, Jesus,” Maxim
muttered. “Hurry up with that fucking grease, man! Get that goddamn dick of
yours in there! Fuck me! Fuck me good and hard. You’re getting me so frigging
horny, finger-fucking my hole like that, that I really want to get fucked. So
hurry up and get your cock in there!”


Remi saw the tube
of silicone-based gel lubricant sitting on the nightstand. He grabbed the tube,
squirted a blob of the gel onto his hand, and used it to coat his cock. He
squeezed out another blob onto his fingertips and applied it to Maxim’s
asshole, massaging the slippery lube onto and inside his sphincter.


“That’s right,” Maxim
told him, breathlessly. “Grease that hole! But—put on a rubber,” he urged. “I
don’t fuck raw, remember!”


Remi took a condom
from the box on the nightstand. With a rather indecent haste, he tore open the
packet, pulled out the rubber, and unrolled it down over his cock. He swiped another
palmful of the lube over his latex-sheathed erection.


“Hurry, will you,
goddamn it?” Maxim growled. “Come on, put it in me. Fuck me!”


Remi brushed the
head of his condom-covered dick against his coworker’s open, waiting anal
pucker. He was already oozing jism, which combined with the application of the
gel lube to slick up the knob of his penis. He could feel his cockhead
pulsating strongly within the tight clasp of the condom, and the sensation
spurred him to hasten the forbidden insertion to which he had now irrevocably
committed himself.


He took a firm
grip on the shaft of his fuck tool and he began to press it forward, forcing
the blunt head between those enticingly masculine buttocks that Maxim was so
eagerly parting for him. Maxim winced with pain when the huge inflexible head
of Remi’s dick started to spread his butthole apart.


“Easy!” he moaned.
“Oh, take it slow and easy, Jean Baptiste! God! Your prick feels bigger than
ever this morning, man! Give me a chance to relax my ass and push back against
you. That might help.”


Maxim strained his
anal muscles, working them exactly the way he did when he was taking a dump. Remi’s
cock moved slowly into him, inch by inch, sliding its inexorable way up his
friend’s tight ass.


Remi heard Maxim
suck in his breath in a sharp gasp. It evidently hurt him to take Remi’s prick.
But it was also obvious that he wanted to get fucked very badly. He forced
himself to accept the pain, and he let Remi put his prick all the way in him.
The younger guy sighed heavily once the insertion was completed, and he slumped
forward onto Maxim’s broad back, his face already dripping with sweat from
excitement and from the effort it cost him to keep from humping away at full
tilt, blindly and forcefully, right from the start. Maxim had an incredibly
hot, tight ass!


“Oh yeah, it’s in
me, fucker!” Maxim cried, his voice taut and strained with pleasure. His eyes
were closed in concentration. “You’re all the way in my hot, horny asshole now,
you son of a bitch! So get busy and pound my ass. Fuck me the way I fucked you
last night. Hard and fast! Make it hurt. Let me feel that cock of yours, going
in and out of me, reaming me out. Let me feel it fucking my ass!”


He could feel the
cock throbbing inside him, pulsing against the sensitive membranes lining the
narrow tunnel of his ass. Remi drew his dick slowly back, until just the head
of it was still stuck in his buddy’s ass. Then he drove it back into Maxim with
a long, sure stroke, taking complete possession of the other man’s body.


“Yeah,” Maxim
gasped. “Like that, Jean Baptiste—just like that! Fuck my ass for me just like
that. Pound it in and out! Only … you’d better come fast, you son of a bitch.
I’ve got one hell of a piss hard here under my belly, and I’m going to come
soon myself. Especially if you keep this up! And don’t forget we had an
overnight guest. I want to go check on Remi, to see how he’d doing. I can’t
spend all morning here in bed with you, with your prick shoved up my ass.
Finish fucking me, before he wakes up.”


Grinning with
fiendish delight at the irony of what Maxim had just said, Remi drew himself
back and his fingers dug into Maxim’s back muscles as he began to pump his
prickshaft slowly in and out of him.


Maxim squirmed
under him, thrusting his ass up from the bed to meet the lunges of Remi’s cock.
Remi couldn’t help thinking that, for such a big man, Maxim was surprisingly
agile—at least in bed!


Sweat was making
both men’s skins shine wetly. Maxim felt his fucker’s hot perspiration dripping
down on him from his chest and armpits. Remi plowed faster. His dick thrust
again and again, swelling inside Maxim’s rectum, pushing high up into his ass
with each long, hard lunge.


Maxim reached out
with one arm toward the nightstand, groped about its surface blindly with his
fingers, and finally found the bottle of poppers. He brought it to his face,
unscrewed the cap, and held the bottle under his nostrils, using a fingertip to
pinch one nostril closed while he inhaled the popper fumes through the other.
Then he switched nostrils. He took several hits before, letting out a deep
groan of satisfaction, he replaced the cap.


“Oh, that feels
good,” he gasped. “That makes my ass feel even hotter—looser—hornier for your
cock! Want a hit, buddy?” Allowing his head to sink back on the pillow, he held
out the bottle.


Silently, Remi
took the poppers and snorted them himself. A smoldering heat seemed to spread
through his nasal cavities and his groin simultaneously. His cock throbbed more
fiercely inside his friend’s squirming ass. He set the bottle back down on the
nightstand, grabbed Maxim by the waist with both hands, and humped him with
buttock-bruising force.


He used the other
guy’s asshole with sadistic relish for several minutes, fucking him as
violently as he had ever fucked any other man. Not that Maxim seemed to mind.
On the contrary, the big stud bartender seemed to love being fucked so roughly!
The horny son of a bitch couldn’t get enough of it!


“Aw, fuck me, fuck
me! I’m coming!” Maxim suddenly howled into the pillow which he still had
pressed against his face. His entire body writhed and tensed under Remi’s. “I
told you! I told you I was about to shoot! Fuck me, don’t stop. I’m going to
shoot off!”


“Me, too!” Remi
yelled, forgetting that this was a fuck by proxy, so to speak, and that he was
supposed to be incognito. “I’m going to come, too! Come with me, dude! Now!
Shoot your fucking load! Oh, my God, Maxim—I can’t hold it in any longer. I’m
coming! I’m coming in your ass!”


“Christ!” Maxim
exclaimed. He heard the voice coming from the man who was lying on top of him,
screwing him. He recognized it. He froze in shocked disbelief. But it was too
late to stop their fuck from ending in a pair of simultaneous orgasms now, even
had he wanted to!


He felt Remi’s
cock throbbing, violently, as it burst wetly inside his guts! It seemed to
explode deep within him like a cannon shot—quivering and trembling, as it
pumped again and again, to discharge all of its hot thick load into the
reservoir tip of the rubber which Remi was wearing.


Maxim too started
to come, helpless to prevent himself from shooting, as soon as he felt his
fucker’s prick ejaculating so forcefully inside his rectum, flooding it with
semen. His own fuck juice spurted from his cock and spread out over the
mattress in a slimy puddle under his belly and chest and crotch, turning the
rumpled sheet he was lying on sodden under him. One stray splash even flew far
enough to hit him on his throat and chin, as he moaned with excitement. 


With each swell
and spurt of Remi’s cock inside his butt, Maxim responded with another hot
volley of his own cum, until he was lying on a jism-soaked bed sheet, drenched
in his own sweat and sperm.


Remi started to
laugh breathlessly, with nervous, near-hysterical relief, now that the fuck was
over and done with. He clung to his handsome friend and kissed him passionately
on the shoulders and on the back of the neck. Only then did he pull his prick
out of Maxim and sink down on the bed, into his arms. Maxim looked exhausted,
and Remi felt fucked out, too. 


With his head
resting on Maxim’s sweaty chest, wrapped securely in the warm strength of his
arms, Remi soon fell asleep again. So did Maxim. It seemed that both of them
were heavy sleepers. And, for now, it was enough that they were
together—together, in every sense of the word. Explanations—and possible
recriminations—could wait until later.

















Chapter Eight: A Houseboy’s Duties


 


After Remi and Maxim
finally woke up, and had to face each other, rather sheepishly, in the cold,
clear light of day after their outburst of mutual lust, Remi did indeed feel
more than a little apprehensive.


He supposed he’d
taken advantage of Maxim, who would have every right to be pissed off at him.


Still, Remi was
unrepentant. He’d always had a crush on the bartender. And now he and Maxim had
just shared their sexuality in the most intimate way two men could. Remi
couldn’t regret that! And it wasn’t as though the promiscuous Maxim was in any
position to pass judgment on him, for having given in to his urges.


At first, though, Maxim—as
Remi had anticipated—was a bit defensive and belligerent.


“You little shit,”
was his tender way of greeting his overnight guest, when they woke up in bed
together. “I can’t believe this. At first I thought I was just having a sex
dream. But it was real. You were really in bed with me, on top of me, with your
dick in my ass—fucking me. You raped me, you son of a bitch!”


But Remi wasn’t
about to let Maxim use rape to describe his admittedly rather aggressive
early-morning anal assault on him. He knew Maxim well enough to realize that
this was only Maxim’s way of trying to put all of the blame for the incident on
him.


“Rape, my ass,” Remi
jeered. “Somehow, I missed the part when you were crying ‘rape!’ Maybe because
all I could hear coming out of your mouth was ‘fuck me, fuck me!’ Don’t be such
a hypocrite. You loved having my cock up your ass, and we both know it.”


“Watch your mouth,
punk, before I shove my fist down your throat. We’ll see how you like that!
I ought to beat the crap out of you, for that stunt you pulled.”


“I’d like to see
you try.”


“Oh, you think
you’re pretty damn ballsy now, do you, now that you’ve—?” But Maxim didn’t
complete the sentence. He broke off, biting his lip, and looking chagrined.


But Remi wasn’t in
a mood to let the other guy off that easily. “Now that I’ve what?” he asked,
coolly. 


“Now that you’ve
started hanging out with that whore, Guiche.”


“What’s that to
you? Are you jealous?”


Maxim glowered at
him. “Jealous? Of you? You wish! Don’t flatter yourself. Bastard,” he muttered,
under his breath. “Oh, you dirty little bastard, you!”


Remi smirked.
“Something’s just occurred to me. Maybe you’ve got a thing for Guiche, yourself?
And that’s why you always feel this need to badmouth him?”


“Shut up! Get the
hell out of here and let me get dressed,” Maxim said. “I don’t want to look at
you, or talk to you, until I’ve had my goddamn coffee.”


“Jean Baptiste
made a pot, before he left. I’ll see if it’s still any good, and if it’s not,
I’ll make us a new one,” Remi volunteered, as a gesture of conciliation.


“Thanks,” Maxim
muttered. “I guess that’s the least you can do, after sneaking in here and screwing
me while I was still half asleep!”


Remi retreated to
the living room, where he found and threw on his clothes. Then he went into the
kitchen. He dumped the old pot of coffee into the sink and got a fresh brew
started. Maxim soon joined him—also dressed, and looking a bit groggy.


“Want some
breakfast?” Remi asked. “I’ll make it.”


Maxim peered at
him, suspiciously. “What are you doing—auditioning for the role of houseboy?”


“I’m just trying
to smooth things over a little, and make up for—you know. What happened.”


Maxim grunted.
“Well, if you can cook as good as you fuck, go right ahead and make yourself
useful. I’ll have scrambled eggs and bacon. And toast.” 


“I’ll have the
same, I guess.”


“Knock yourself
out.” Maxim sat down at the kitchen table and began to gulp down the strong
black coffee. “I suppose we’d both better have a hearty breakfast, to get back
our strength after that fuck you threw into me. Shit! My butt’s still sore.” He
punctuated the statement with a nervous little laugh.


Remi relaxed a bit
as he busied himself at the stove. If Maxim could joke about it, that was a
good sign.


“I’m sorry about
sneaking into your bedroom like that and taking advantage of you,” Remi said.


“Forget it. It’s
hardly the first time I’ve allowed myself to be taken advantage of, in one way
or another. We were both kind of … excited, obviously. Guys can do all sorts of
stupid and reckless things, once they let their dicks start doing their
thinking for them, instead of their heads.”


“Yeah, well, my
dick must’ve been thinking overtime, a while ago.”


“Mine, too.”


Over breakfast,
they talked—more intimately and frankly than Remi could remember them ever having
talked to each other before.


“What do you think
about Jean Baptiste?” Maxim asked.


“He seems like a
nice guy.”


“I’ve always
enjoyed hooking up with him. Living in two different cities made it a bit
awkward. Now that he’s moved here, I’m hoping we’ll become regular fuck
buddies. And maybe even more. I like him,” Maxim admitted, with a sigh. 


“You like him a lot.
I can tell. Are you in love with him?”


“I’ve been ‘in
love’ with a lot of guys, at least while I was in bed with them,” Maxim said,
with a certain rueful self-awareness. “I guess Jean Baptiste’s one of the few ones
I’ve wanted to spend a lot of time with, even when we aren’t having sex. But
let’s not talk about me. I’m a little worried about you.”


“There’s no need
to be.”


“How serious is
this thing between you and Guiche?”


“I don’t know. I
think I’m into him a little more than he’s into me,” Remi confessed.


“Well, there’s a guaranteed
recipe for heartbreak. I hope you have the sense to practice safe sex with him.”


“Sure. Not just
with him. With everybody. Every time.”


“That’s a relief.
I know you don’t want my advice, but, frankly—you could do better.”


“I’m not a child,
Maxim. I know who and what Guiche is. I don’t have any illusions about him.
He’s not all bad, you know. He’s got his own strange brand of—well, of honor.
Which I know sounds like an odd word to use in connection with him.”


“Obviously you’re not
a child. My mistake. You’re growing up fast. No longer that farm boy who
used to work on tractors, back in Saguenay.”


“So—are we all
right?” Remi asked.


“All right? What
do you mean?”


“Are you still mad
at me?”


Maxim grinned. “A
guy who wakes me up with sex, and then makes me breakfast—how could I stay
pissed off at him for long? You’re forgiven. In fact—while I’m still seeing how
things may play out between me and Jean Baptiste—maybe we can do it again,
sometime. When I’m aware of who the hell is in bed with me.” Maxim looked at
Remi, searchingly. “Did you enjoy having sex with me?”


“You bet I did. It
was great. Maybe it was over a little too fast, though. Otherwise—wow! Why you
do ask? Didn’t you like it?”


“I didn’t dislike
it,” Maxim said, evasively.


Remi laughed.
“Yeah, you really seemed to be having trouble getting into it.”


The other guy
squirmed a bit in his chair. “You don’t have to rub it in.”


“You look a little
uncomfortable, stud. Is something wrong? Is your ass still sore? You having
trouble sitting down?”


“You’ll have
trouble sitting down,” Maxim threatened, “after I turn you over my knee and
give that pretty little butt of yours a good spanking!”


“Yeah, you’d like
that, wouldn’t you? Working at CityBoyz and watching all those leather studs
come and go has put ideas into your head. It’s made you kinky.”


“It’s really Jean
Baptiste’s fault. He’s a bad influence on me, just like Guiche is on you. He
likes to—”


“To do what?”


“Nothing. Never
mind.”


“Come on, Maxim,
tell me,” Remi coaxed. “Like you said, I’m not a kid any more. I want to learn
about all this leather stuff.”


“Well, Jean Baptiste
does like to get into a little bondage and discipline, every now and then.
Nothing heavy, you understand. Just a little harmless playacting, to heat things
up a bit. He likes to play this game he calls ‘cop and perp,’ or ‘prison guard
and inmate.’ One of us ties or handcuffs the other’s wrists behind his back,
and then he ‘interrogates’ him, and ‘forces’ him to do things.”


“What sort of
things?”


“Jesus, Remi, do I
have to draw you a picture? What do you think? The one who’s restrained has to
take orders. He has to do shit like lick the sweat off the other guy’s body.
Suck his tits. Sniff and lick his armpits, and his crotch. Suck his cock until
he chokes on it. Lick his ass. And finally, get fucked, in one position after
another. Forced to submit to the other guy, in general, and be his bitch. Like
I said—just game playing.”


“Fuck. You guys
are real horn dogs!”


“Well, I don’t
want you to get the impression that it’s nothing but dirty, nasty sex.
Afterward, Jean Baptiste always gets really sweet and cuddly.”


“I’ll bet he does!
The bigger and the tougher they are, the harder they fall, huh? Damn—I’m
envious!” A thought occurred to Remi. “Are you going to tell Jean Baptiste that
you and I—ah—that we fucked?”


“Jean Baptiste and
I don’t keep too many secrets from each other. He’s the type who doesn’t mind
his fuck buddy having sex with other guys. In fact, he encourages it. And he
likes to hear all the sordid details. It turns him on. When I tell him about
your little early morning visit to my bedroom—that ought to get him going.
He’ll want to get really down and dirty,” Maxim predicted, with a smirk.
“Thanks for that, ahead of time!”


“And to think that
you put down Guiche, for what he does?” Remi protested.


“Okay—let’s call a
truce, when it comes to dissing your boyfriend. I’ll try to be a little less
hypocritical and judgmental.”

















Chapter Nine: Hot On and Off the Ice


 


The inevitable had happened. Guiche’s
persistence had paid off. Remi had agreed to work with him.


“Okay, since the last time we talked—see
what I’ve done,” Guiche urged Remi, proudly. “I’ve got everything set up and
ready to go.”


Guiche opened his laptop, and called up
his website. He’d added the nude photos which Remi had given him.


“Shit,” Remi muttered. “I’m still not sure
I want naked pictures of me floating around out there in cyberspace, for
anybody to see!”


“It’s a little late to start worrying
about that,” Guiche pointed. “And you look damn hot in these photos.”


“I do, don’t I?”


Guiche snickered. “You fucking narcissist!
Not that I say that as an insult. You need to have a good self-image, to
succeed in this line of work. Now, check out the text I’ve added.”


Remi did so. The new descriptive material,
once again in French sprinkled with a few English words, was complete with
Guiche’s trademark triple exclamation marks.


Guiche et Remi, hot, versatiles, 8 et 8
uncut, serieux safe sex discrets!!!


Nous recevons en centre ville Montréal
endroit propre et discret.


In-call 280, out-call 340, pour nous deux
ensembles!!!


“There’s even a separate calendar for the
threesomes, with all the dates and times you’ve told me you’ll be available,”
Guiche boasted.


“Perfect. Well, I guess I’m committed
myself. Now what do we do?” Remi asked.


“We sit and wait for somebody to make an
appointment. In the meantime, you may as well get that haircut.” Guiche had
given Remi the name and number of a hair stylist friend of his, who had his own
shop. It was another one of Guiche’s barter arrangements. “Don’t pay him,”
Guiche cautioned Remi. “It’s already taken care of. You can tip him, though.”


Remi contacted Guiche’s friend the hair
stylist—who, Remi had to admit, did a good job.


“So—how do you know Guiche?” Remi asked
the hair stylist, who was a cheerful, good-looking, slightly fem number named
Michel.


“Oh, I used to hustle, too,” Michel said,
casually. “Until I acquired a following of other customers—the kinds who
just wanted their hair done—and I started making a profit here in the shop.
I’ve got a boyfriend now, who doesn’t like me to turn tricks. So you see—there is
life after prostitution, after all. Guiche and I used to have some wild times,
together, though. We did the threesome gig with a john, quite a few times. He’s
so butch, and I’m kind of nelly—I admit it—so it gave the johns the best of
both worlds.”


“Do you regret doing that sort of thing
with Guiche?” Remi asked.


“Hell, no! If I was single again, I’d go
for it again with Guiche, in a heartbeat,” Michel declared. “Let me guess. He
wants you to do the threesomes with him, doesn’t he? That’s why he told me to
make you look really good.”


“Yeah,” Remi admitted.


“You’d be good at it. You’re a hot guy.
And you’ll be even hotter, when I’m done with you. Which I will be, in a
minute.”


Looking in the mirror Michel provided,
Remi was pleased. His hair was still rather long, the way he liked to wear it;
but Michel had transformed it from a somewhat unkempt mane to a sleek,
elegant-looking style.


Leaving the shop, Remi pulled out his cell
phone and called Guiche to report on the successful outcome.


“I told you Michel was good. Come to my
place, so I can see the result,” Guiche invited him.


But when Remi arrived at Guiche’s
apartment, his hustler friend seemed excited, indeed agitated.


“Great news!” Guiche blurted out.


“Yeah? I can’t wait to hear it. But in the
meantime—don’t you notice anything different about me?”


“Oh, sure, the haircut. Looks good. Now
you look like a man.”


Remi was a bit disappointed; he’d expected
a more enthusiastic response. But he realized that Guiche was preoccupied.


“What’s up?” Remi asked, uneasily. “Is
something wrong?”


“No, on the contrary. Listen. Can you keep
your mouth shut?” Guiche demanded. “When you’re not using it to suck a cock? I
mean, can you keep a secret?”


“Sure,” Remi replied. “What’s got you so
worked up?”


“We’ve got a guy who wants a threesome. Today!
The call came right after you called me. I just finished talking to the john. He’s
from Toronto, but he’s here in town on business, staying at a hotel downtown.
He wants a late-afternoon session, after he’s done with his business meetings
for the day.”


“Well, I guess I have to make my debut,
sooner or later. I still don’t understand what you’re so excited about. I
thought this sort of thing was pretty routine, for you.”


“It is, as a rule. But this guy isn’t your
average john. You can’t tell anybody about this, Remi—about us having
sex with him. I’m serious.”


“Who the hell do you think I’m going to
tell? My grandmother? All right, already! Calm down. I solemnly swear I will
never, ever tell anybody that I had sex with you and another guy for money. Now
are you satisfied?”


“I hope I can trust you. You see, this guy
is a celebrity, and he’s in the closet. So he’s paranoid about his image as a
macho straight man, and he’s terrified that somebody might find out he’s
secretly gay. He’ll pay us extra to guarantee our discretion.”


“How much extra?”


“Plenty. I talked him up to five hundred.”
Guiche paused, for dramatic effect. “Five hundred for me—and five hundred for
you.”


“Jesus! For that amount of money, I’ll
fuck this guy, whoever he is—and his fan club! So, who is he, exactly?”


“He’s a hockey player. I had quite a long
talk over the phone with him, so I think I have a pretty good idea of where his
head is at. You’ll recognize him when you see him. But my advice is, pretend
you don’t. Act as though you don’t have any idea who he is. Don’t ask him any
questions about himself, not even to be polite—and don’t mention sports in
general, let alone hockey in particular, unless he brings up the subject. When
in doubt, just take your cue from me. He doesn’t want a lot of conversation, I
suspect. He just wants to fuck. So, for this amount of money—we’re going to do
everything we can to oblige him. Okay?”


“Okay.”


“Look on the bright side. This dude is
good-looking, and he’s got a hot body. There shouldn’t be any need for us to
fake it. This ought to be a lot of fun.”


“I only hope I don’t screw it up.”


“You won’t. You’ll do fine. It’s just sex,
remember. Pretend the guy is just another horny number out on the prowl, who picked
us up in a bar—at CityBoyz, say. And one advantage of the short notice is that
you’ll have less time to start getting nervous.” Guiche checked his watch.
“We’d better shower. You go first. The clothes you have on will do just fine.
And I do like the haircut. It suits you. It’s sexy. I’ll treat you to a late
lunch, on our way there. No reason why we shouldn’t fuck on full stomachs.”


After getting ready for their rendezvous
and stopping for lunch, the two young men reported to the hotel.


The hotel, a modern high rise, struck Remi
as quite luxurious.


“This place is really ritzy,” he whispered
to Guiche, in the lobby.


“Yeah. I’ve been here before.”


“To see a customer?”


“What else? You think I can afford to stay
here? Even the coffee shop, over there, is outside of my price range. Act
natural. We don’t want to do anything to call attention to ourselves.” Guiche
pulled out his cell phone. “We’ll probably lose reception in the elevator. I
want to give the guy a heads-up.”


Their john answered the call right away.


“We’re downstairs,” Guiche reported to him.
“Yeah—coming right up.” He hung up. “He sounds eager,” he told Remi. “Always a
good sign.”


They rode up in the elevator, and found the
room. When Guiche tapped on the door, it was opened immediately.


Guiche maintained a carefully cultivated
bland, poker face; and Remi did his best to imitate his example. But Remi
recognized the man who opened the door at once.


He wasn’t just any professional ice hockey
player—he was a star, at least there in Canada. His name was Marc Olivier
Tremblay, and he was a French Canadian, who played as a left winger for Team
Canada. He was a big man, impressively attired at the moment in an expensive-looking
bespoke suit, although he’d loosened his Italian silk tie. He was no pretty
boy. Dark-haired, he had a big nose which had been broken and reset more than
once, and a scar on his lower lip—both souvenirs of brawls with rival players during
games. Still, he was considered good-looking.


Shit!
Remi thought. This dude makes, what, a salary which must be in six figures a
year? No wonder he can afford to hire whores by the pair! He’d just better be a
damn good tipper.


He’s got this big reputation as a playboy
and a ladies’ man. He dates all these glamorous women—socialites, debutantes,
actresses, fashion models! Is that all a cover-up, a farce? Is he bisexual, or
is he gay—and the biggest closet case and hypocrite in Canada?


“Well, guys, come right in,” Tremblay
invited them, with complete self-possession. “I know you from your photos, of
course. Guiche—and Remi. Right?”


“Right,” Guiche said.


“Call me Marc Olivier. Everyone does.”


No kidding!
Remi told himself. Dude, you’re a frigging household word!


“So, you two are lovers?” Marc Olivier
asked.


“That’s right,” Guiche assured him.
“Remi’s my boyfriend. Isn’t that right, Remi?”


“Ah, right.” Remi remembered that,
officially, they weren’t supposed to know who their john was. Accordingly, he
forced himself not to behave as though he was tongue-tied or star-struck. “How
about you, Marc Olivier? Do you have a boyfriend?”


It occurred to him, even as he said that,
that it was a potential faux pas. But, to his relief, Marc Olivier burst
out laughing—and Guiche, taking his cue from the hockey player, smiled.


“Yeah,” the athlete said, mockingly. “I
have a guy stashed away in every city I visit. And they’re all guys like you
two. Hot, and for hire. It’s an expensive hobby!”


Remi wondered whether this was entirely a
joke. Perhaps it had some basis in truth.


Marc Olivier had made himself at home in
the elegant hotel room, which was untidy, with clothes and personal articles
strewn about, and two open, half unpacked suitcases on display, one on the
floor, the other on the built-in desk. The drapes were closed, shutting out the
view and the late-afternoon sunlight, and the bed was turned down. The bed was
flanked by a pair of nightstands, also built into the wall. On one nightstand
were set out preparations for sex—a large tube of lubricant, obviously brand
new and not yet used; a box of condoms; and one of the hotel’s thick,
luxurious, pristine white terrycloth towels, neatly folded.


On the other nightstand, out in plain
view, were drug paraphernalia—a little vial, presumably containing cocaine; a
small mirrored square; a razor blade; and an ordinary plastic drinking straw,
cut into three shorter lengths.


Marc Olivier had commandeered part of the
desk as his personal mini bar. Next to a coffee maker, provided by the hotel,
were lined up several bottles of water, energy drinks, and wine and liquor,
along with an ice bucket—recently filled—and a stack of plastic drinking
glasses. One of the glasses had been used: it contained some melting ice, and
an inch of an amber-colored liquid.


“Make yourselves at home,” Marc Olivier
invited the two hustlers. “I just got out of my last meeting. What a bore! I
needed a drink, badly, after that ordeal. I’m having scotch. Join me?”


“Sure,” Guiche said.


“Help yourselves to whatever you want. If
you don’t see it, I can have room service send it up. I don’t like to rush
things,” the hockey player added. “Like I said when we were talking, before—?”


“Yeah, I remember,” Guiche assured him.
“No problem. We’re here for as long as you want us. I’m going to have some of
this wine. How about you, Remi?”


“Ah—yeah, I’ll have the same. Pour me one,
please,” Remi replied.


Still a little ill at ease, he drank the
wine, gratefully. Marc Olivier, he noticed, was putting away plenty of the
scotch, although it didn’t seem to have had any adverse effect on him.  


Marc Olivier took off his suit jacket,
which he tossed carelessly over the back of a chair. Then he unlaced his
expensive leather shoes and kicked them off, exposing big feet, in black silk
socks.


“That’s better,” he said, sitting on the
bed and wriggling his toes. He sipped his scotch. Guiche and Remi, drinking
their wine, had seated themselves in two armchairs, with a small table between
them, in front of the closed window drapes. Marc Olivier smiled at them.
“So—you’re both versatile?” he inquired.


“Very,” Guiche bragged.


Feeling a need to speak up, Remi chimed
in: “Yeah, I like all sorts of sex.”


“Nothing ‘gay for pay’ about either of
you, I assume?” Marc Olivier asked.


“Hell, no,” Guiche said, with a laugh. “We
couldn’t be more queer if we tried.”


“I like men,” Remi agreed, by way of
considerable understatement.


“So do I—obviously. Is it warm enough in
here for you guys?” Marc Olivier asked.


“I’m fine,” Remi said.


“Yeah, I’m comfortable,” Guiche agreed.


“Then we might as well get really
comfortable,” Marc Olivier suggested. “Let’s strip down. And then—” He gestured
toward the nightstand with the drug paraphernalia. “Let’s do some coke.”


Quickly, all three men got naked.


Marc Olivier had a build which was typical
of hockey players, with thick legs and a broad behind, giving him a low center
of gravity. His arms were rounded with bulging but not excessively large
muscles, like those of a compact bodybuilder. He was very hairy, which Remi
found intriguing—and exciting. And the athlete was quite well hung. Nor did he
seem to have any issues with erectile dysfunction. He was already rock hard,
ready for action.


They snorted the coke, which took effect
quickly and efficiently. It was high quality stuff.


“Guiche, I want to fuck your boyfriend,”
Marc Olivier declared. “I want Remi’s ass. Is that all right with you?”


“You bet. Go ahead and fuck him, Marc Olivier,” Guiche
invited the hockey player. “He’s a pretty hot little number, isn’t he? I don’t
mind sharing him with you. That’s what I brought him here for.”


That was all the encouragement that Remi needed. He
flung his arms around the professional athlete’s sculptured neck and kissed him
boldly on the mouth, grinding his smaller, lighter body against Marc Olivier’s more
massive hard muscularity. A colossal hard-on pressed into Remi’s groin from
below. Remi couldn’t believe his luck. There he was, naked in a hotel room, and
high, getting ready to have sex with two attractive, well-hung men. Better
yet, he was going to be paid for this! He congratulated himself on his good
fortune.


He threw all sense of shame to the four winds of
heaven, and became utterly brazen. He broke the kiss before he’d given Marc
Olivier more than a tantalizing taste of his mouth. Turning around quickly, Remi
seized the tube of lubricant from the nightstand and squirted a generous amount
of the slippery gel onto the palm of his hand.


Then, as the well-hung hockey star stroked Remi’s hips
and felt for his cock and balls, and Guiche watched the two of them with a
slight smile, Remi lubricated his asshole by wiping his slicked-up hand between
his ass cheeks. He dropped the tube on the bed and he thrust his ass back toward
Marc Olivier with an imperious cry of “Fuck me, man!”


It was the kind of invitation that no horny gay man in
his right man would have been able to refuse; and Marc Olivier complied,
shoving his big body forward and jabbing his cock eagerly between the young
hustler’s smooth buttocks, in an impatient quest for his hole.


“Not so fast, stud. Put a rubber on it first,” Remi
insisted. “If you can find one big enough to fit that horse cock of yours!”


“Sorry. I was getting a little ahead of myself. That
pretty little butt of yours is getting me too excited. I can’t think straight.”


“I don’t want you to think straight,” Remi retorted.
“I want you to think like a horny gay guy.” They’d been standing beside the
bed; but now Remi climbed up onto the mattress, positioning himself on his
hands and knees. Shamelessly, he pushed his butt back and up, presenting it to
the john.


Marc Olivier quickly took care of business, encasing
his dick in a latex condom and slicking it up with a swipe of the gel lube.
Then he got into position to attempt the penetration again, moving behind Remi
and aiming his cock at the boy’s ass.


This time the coupling was successful. Remi cried out
with a delirious, drug-enhanced combination of pain and pleasure when he felt
his big, handsome customer strain to possess him, the huge head of that cock
squeezing tightly, and with effort, through the rim of his anus and pressing
inward to fill the bottleneck completely with hard male meat.


“Fucker!” Remi howled. “Oh, you dirty fucker, you!
Could that thing of yours be any bigger? Jesus, man! How the hell do you expect
me to take it?”


“It’s a tough job, but somebody’s got to do it,” Guiche,
observing them from close nearby, quipped. “Come on, Remi. Man up. Stop whining
and take that cock up your ass. Fuck him, Marc Olivier. Fuck him good! Break
him in. Make a man out of him.”


“I don’t know,” Marc Olivier gasped. “He’s got a really
tight ass! Like a little boy’s.”


“Yeah, he’s practically a virgin,” Guiche claimed—an
outrageous fib, of course.


“I bet you’ve fucked a lot of little boys,” Remi said.
“I wouldn’t put it past you, you big-dicked bastard!”


“Watch your mouth, punk,” Marc Olivier warned.


“Watch your cock! Damn! It’s tearing me apart.”


“Shut the fuck up, both of you,” Guiche interjected.
“Stop talking and start fucking. Fuck him, Marc Olivier. Fuck him!” Guiche
barked, obviously turned on by the sight of their john humping his recruit, who
was now—for all his protestations—bending over and spreading his butt cheeks
with a whorish abandon, the better to accept the john’s plowing hard-on. “Fuck
that little prickteaser right up his ass! Take that hole!”


“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck me, man, fuck my ass!” Remi gasped
out from between clenched teeth as he lowered his head and shoulders to the
bed, arched his back, and shoved his butt backward to facilitate the athlete’s
conquest of his ass. 


He screamed once in sudden, unfeigned pain; but then
he relaxed and spat out every lewd expression he knew in both French and
English, cursing in an indiscriminate mix of the two languages, as that
enormous cockhead of Marc Olivier’s pushed its awesome, remorseless way deeper
inside his anal canal. It was followed by inch after inch of tough, inflexible,
throbbing phallic hockey stick. Christ, the dude was hung!


Despite his conscious efforts to stay calm and let his
body accept the invader, Remi’s asshole couldn’t help itself from reacting
violently. His anal muscles involuntarily clamped down and constricted
repeatedly in their attempt to force out that titanic dick—or at least to
prevent it from entering him any further! 


“Bitch,” Marc Olivier grunted. “Tight-assed little
whore bitch! Stop resisting. Don’t fight it, kid. Open your ass and let me get
all the way in there!”


“Looks like you’re already in there as far as you can
go, big guy,” Guiche commented, cynically. “Man—does that sweet hole of his ever
look hot, wrapped around your thick hard dick!”


“Oh, please,” Remi begged. “Take it easy! Don’t fuck
me so rough. The son of a bitching thing is killing me!”


“You can take it,” his fellow escort said.


“Yeah, he can take it, all right,” Marc Olivier
insisted. “And he’s going to start right now!” Frustrated, the hockey player
wrapped his strong arms around Remi’s waist and squeezed him hard, almost
crushing the boy’s ribcage. He shoved the rest of his hard, turgid fuck tool up
into that tight, hot anal passageway, taking it by brute force!


“Fuck me, stud!” Remi screamed.


“That’s more like it, kid. Take it, punk,” Marc
Olivier advised him. “Get fucked by my big, fat, hard dick!”


Remi screamed again, his piercing outburst of anal
pain echoing gruesomely off the hotel room’s walls. Then he went limp, as his
tortured flesh resigned itself to the inevitable.


His fucker clapped his palm over his mouth to shut him
up. “Keep it down, baby,” Marc Olivier warned. “We don’t want my neighbors to
hear you and know you’re getting your ass fucked, now, do we? It wouldn’t do to
have the hotel manager come up here to investigate a complaint, and spoil all
the fun.”


“I’ve been in this hotel before, with other guys,”
Guiche informed Marc Olivier, with a whore’s professional attention to detail.
“We made a lot of noise, but there never seemed to be any problem. The walls
must be pretty thick, and well soundproofed. But you can always gag Remi while
you fuck him, to shut him up. Hell—tie him down on the bed, if you want to.”


Marc Olivier laughed. “I’m not into kink,” he claimed.
“I just like your basic hot, wholesome, man to man sex!”


“Fuck me,” Remi mumbled, against the man’s hand, which
he abjectly licked with his tongue, like a puppy. “Oh, fuck my ass with your
big, hard prick, you stud!”


He needed only a few more moments in which to get used
to the sense of distension in his anus. It felt as though his asshole was a
second condom stretched tightly over the athlete’s cockshaft, and that the
fleshy rubber was shrinking—while the cock inside it was swelling larger! But
now, when Marc Olivier began to thrust his manhood up and down inside that
tightly gripping anus, Remi felt only a fierce pleasure—a pleasure that was
worth any amount of pain!


He moved in sync now with his fucker, grinding his ass
cheeks back and forth against the other man’s groin, loving every inch of the
penetration, every pang that shot through his body. That big cock took him and
used him, and he rejoiced in its mastery over him.


Marc Olivier was reaching around and under him now,
jerking him off, with a touch which was at once tender and urgent. Remi closed his
eyes and concentrated on getting fucked. He moved his lips and tongue in an
attempt to utter further obscene encouragements; but he was so excited and
short of breath that they refused to obey him, and all that emerged from his
mouth was a series of grunts and gasps from deep in his throat.


Guiche moved in closer to the two men, watching how Marc
Olivier’s cockshaft was reaming out Remi’s bunghole. He had sprung a hard-on
from the sight, and he casually massaged his ramrod with one hand while he
observed the penetration. Marc Olivier was hunched over his friend’s body,
humping him brutally, his hips and buttocks pounding away nonstop.


“Isn’t he a good fuck?” Guiche asked. “Is my boyfriend’s
asshole turning you on, buddy?”


“He’s so hot,” Marc Olivier moaned. “God, I’ve had my
share of nice, tight assholes—but your lover’s ass is incredible!”


“Fuck him harder,” Guiche suggested. “I think he’s
really getting off on it, Marc Olivier.”


That was somewhat of an understatement. Remi wasn’t
simply getting off on it. He was wildly turned on, absolutely frantic to be
fucked, and to be fucked hard!


Guiche didn’t say anything more, but played with
himself while he watched, letting Marc Olivier focus his attention on the fuck.
For long minutes, which gave the impression of being hours, the hockey player’s
thick, hard cock stabbed itself again and again into the hot anal flesh that
lay hidden away between the milky-white buttocks which Remi was so obligingly
spreading for him. Those ass cheeks squirmed and flexed each time the jock’s swollen
manhood disappeared completely between them.


Remi came first. His cock spurted within Marc Olivier’s
firm grip, spraying its potent young fuck cream across the bed in an irregular
pattern of spatters. The rest of his warm, wet load dripped over his
masturbator’s knuckles as it lost its initial momentum.


Remi’s asshole contracted violently when he came,
triggering Marc Olivier’s own orgasm. Marc Olivier lost his semen in a rush,
filling the reservoir tip of the rubber pressed against Remi’s prostate. Then
the athlete, his broad chest heaving, leaned back, moving his hands to Remi’s
hips to steady himself, and he tried to maintain his balance as his head reeled
in post-orgasmic confusion. Instinctively, like a machine, he went on humping
and plowing.


Guiche nonchalantly reached out with one hand and ran
it over Marc Olivier’s chest, patting his solid pectoral muscles. With his
other hand, he wiped some of Remi’s cum off the boy’s cock, transferred it to
his lips, and tasted it. Then he used the same hand, now lubricated with Remi’s
semen, to masturbate again.


Remi shuddered. He barely had enough strength to raise
his head. But he had survived the experience. His head gradually cleared, and his
pulsating prick and burning asshole slowly calmed down after the ordeal they
had been subjected to.


Slowly, Marc Olivier eased his prick out of Remi’s
cringing ass.


Christ, Remi thought in
a daze, what a pair of studs—my sexy boyfriend Guiche and this tough jock
motherfucker! What great sex! He wasn’t about to let these two
male animals get away from him—not yet!


 “I’m still horny, men,” he blurted out. He rolled
over onto his back on the bed, between Marc Olivier and Guiche, and then he
eagerly began to masturbate. “Come on, this is supposed to be a threesome,
guys. You didn’t come yet, did you, Guiche?”


“No,” the other escort admitted.


“Good! Let me take care of your cock for you. I can’t
imagine anything hotter than being stuck in the middle between you two studs,
in a hot three-way fuck.”


“Bossy little fuck, isn’t he?” Marc Olivier joked.
“Not that I’m complaining.” 


“You’ve gotten him good and hot. He wants more. And
you haven’t had me yet,” Guiche reminded the john. “I’m up for just about
anything,” he promised, taking his hand away from his prick.


“And I’m getting hard again just thinking about it,” Marc
Olivier declared. His desire was clearly written in his dark eyes as they
darted restlessly, admiringly, from one hustler to the other. Only now did Marc
Olivier peel off the rubber, and discard it. Then Marc Olivier began to
masturbate himself back into full erection, his stroking of himself soon making
his cock ready for action once again.


Remi and Guiche both moved in closer to watch the big
man jerk off, to reach out and caress his muscular body.


“We need more coke,” Marc Olivier decreed.


They did more lines.


Before long, Remi got down on his knees on the bed and
began to suck Marc Olivier’s cock. He made impassioned oral love to the prick
that had just been in his ass.


Guiche, who was very aroused after seeing Marc Olivier
screw Remi, pinched and twisted both of Marc Olivier’s nipples, to increase his
excitement while Remi blew him.


“Flex for me, buddy,” Guiche urged, as a grunting,
shuddering Marc Olivier reacted to the stimulation both of the young men were
giving him. “Let me see those fucking stud muscles of yours pop out, while my
boyfriend swings on your big fat cock!”


Slurping away, Remi wondered whether any of Marc
Olivier’s teammates were also secretly gay, and if this was the sort of sex
play they indulged in when they weren’t practicing or playing. Maybe they got
together in furtive encounters in their hotel rooms, when the team was on the
road. Or did Marc Olivier confine his gay adventures to male prostitutes? 


But Remi stopped speculating about the athlete’s sex
life, returning his full attention to the reality of what was going on right
there in the hotel room, in the here and now.


It looked extremely hot, the way Marc Olivier was now
displaying his muscles for Guiche’s benefit. Guiche ran his hands over Marc
Olivier’s flexed biceps, and then he dipped his head down and began to lick the
sweaty flesh that was stretched so tautly over the solid bulges of the
athlete’s arm and chest muscles. His tongue swabbed the jock’s stiff nipples,
before attacking them with fingertips, pinching them.


“I’m going to come again if you don’t cut that shit
out, Guiche,” Marc Olivier warned.


“So what?” Guiche said, with a laugh. “Let him suck
you off, if you want him to.” He pinched his customer’s big nipples again, even
more roughly, digging his fingertips into the two rigid cones which protruded
from Marc Olivier’s massive pecs. Marc Olivier moaned in mingled pain and
ecstasy, and his prick throbbed hotly in Remi’s mouth. “I can tell you’re a
real stud, buddy. You’re a goddamn sex machine. I bet you can come two or three
times in a row, if you’re horny enough, and still get it up again. And with
Remi and me both working on you, you’ll be good and horny, big man. I promise you
that. Give Remi your jism, stud. Spray that fucking jism right down his
throat!”


Inspired by his fellow hustler’s words, Remi redoubled
his oral efforts.


“Oh, Christ!” Marc Olivier grunted, as Remi’s warm,
wet, and phenomenally agile tongue lapped at the head of his penis, tickling
its piss slit. “You’re doing it to me, you hot little cocksucker! You’re going
to make me come! No, wait! I don’t want to come again, not yet. I want to save
it.”


With an effort, Marc Olivier pushed Remi away from his
cock.


“Are you saving your cum for my ass?” Guiche asked,
lewdly.


“Yeah,” Marc Olivier gasped. “I want to fuck you,
too!”


They paused only long enough to indulge in another
round of coke snorting. Then Marc Olivier raided the box of condoms, putting a
fresh rubber on his cock. A moment later, he had penetrated Guiche completely.
Taking the athlete’s cock without difficulty or complaint, Guiche urged Marc
Olivier, with words and gestures, to fuck him as roughly as he chose to.


“I like that dick in my ass,” Guiche gloated. “Come
on, big guy, really let me have it, show me what you’ve got. Oh, yeah, fuck me
good and hard and rough! Really punish my hole. Damn, that’s good!” Turning his
head, Guiche looked, glassy-eyed, at Remi. “Suck me while he fucks me, Remi,” Guiche
suggested. “God, I just can’t seem to get enough tonight, for some reason!”


“Me, either.” Remi twisted his body around on top of
both of the other men’s in order to seize Guiche’s cock with his hand—and with
his mouth. Every time Marc Olivier pushed his cock deep into Guiche’s butt, the
impact forced Guiche’s cock even deeper into Remi’s mouth and throat. It was a
chain reaction of lust which threatened to send all three guys skyrocketing off
into orgasm yet again!


Perspiration rolled down their naked, slippery,
squirming bodies. Guiche pushed his open ass back against his Marc Olivier’s
groin to make certain that every inch of the john’s dick stayed planted in his
rectum.


“That’s right, fucker,” he said. “Set my asshole on
fire with your big, thick stud prick. Make it burn. Make it burn, the way a
good hard muscle pump does during a workout! Oh, hell—this is the wildest
action I’ve had in a long, long time, guys!”


Marc Olivier seemed inspired by the escort’s words.
His cockshaft swelled even thicker inside the clutch of Guiche’s manhole, and
he used the other man’s body with callous glee.


Guiche yelped in discomfort as Marc Olivier took him
so roughly. “You bastard! You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”


Marc Olivier didn’t deign to reply. And it was obvious
that Guiche wasn’t really complaining, despite the fact that Marc Olivier
seemed to enjoy inflicting a certain amount of pain on his handsome young stud
for hire. Remi, for his part, found himself using his teeth lightly on Guiche’s
dickflesh as he sucked it, to stimulate his buddy further and drive him
steadily toward a climax. 


“Remi, you dirty little cocksucker,” Guiche moaned, as
Marc Olivier went on riding his rear end and Remi continued his merciless oral
assault on his sturdy cock. “Marc Olivier, you ass fucker!”


But, if Guiche’s two partners had given him momentary
pain, it was transformed almost by imperceptible degrees into pure,
unadulterated pleasure. Guiche felt Marc Olivier’s balls slap heavily against
the cheeks of his ass as the big man fucked him even harder, burrowing that
prime sausage of his deep into Guiche’s cringing anal sheath. All the while,
Remi was bathing Guiche’s dick in a frothy mouthful of warm saliva, sucking its
head deep down into his throat.


“Don’t stop, you horny bastards,” Guiche pleaded.
“Don’t stop now. You’re doing it to me. I’m going to come. You motherfuckers!
I’m going to come, right now—!”


At that supreme moment, Marc Olivier rather
sadistically yanked his dick out of Guiche and arched his back tautly, his
muscles straining. He ripped the rubber from his penis—and then it released a
shower of semen, which rained down upon both Guiche’s and Remi’s bodies,
peppering their flesh with slimy specks of jism.


“Take that, you whores!” Marc Olivier bellowed. “Take
my hot cum! All over you—a cum shot, just like they do in porn videos!”


Remi, still sucking on his buddy’s cock, came too,
like a firehouse turned on full blast. His load splattered indiscriminately
down onto the bed.


Then Guiche doubled over, feeding Remi his sperm in a
steady stream, which Remi swallowed gratefully as it poured down his throat.


The three men embraced and kissed, joining their lips together
in all of the possible combinations. They giggled like silly schoolboys, their
lightheadedness the inevitable result of the coke they’d inhaled and the grueling
demands they’d just made upon their own and each other’s bodies. They were in a
state of enervation, in which none of the three men could possibly have come
again, or indeed been able to sustain an erection for more than a few seconds
at a time.


Wisely, they didn’t even try. They slumped down on the
hotel’s sweat- and semen-soaked bed in a heap of tangled limbs, and rested at
last—three contented men.

















Chapter Ten: When Escorts Unite


 


“See how easy that was?” Guiche asked, smugly.


He was referring to their threesome with Marc Olivier
Tremblay. Guiche and Remi were in the living room of Guiche’s apartment,
relaxing, and discussing their recent experience.


“I wouldn’t exactly describe it as ‘easy,’ you know,”
Remi objected. “We worked damn hard for that money.” He was six hundred dollars
richer. In addition to the five hundred dollars fee, paid ahead of time, Marc
Olivier had handed each of them a hundred dollar bill, before they’d left his
hotel room. Remi was still a bit bedazzled by this sudden wealth.


“And we gave good value, in return for it. You did
just fine, by the way. You’re a natural,” Guiche told him.


“Oh? Am I? What are you saying? Are you telling me I’m
a born whore?”


“Yes,” Guiche said, bluntly. “What’s the matter? It’s
not an insult. Not from my point of view, that is. Having second thoughts?”


“No. Not really.”


“They won’t always be that glamorous,” the more
experienced escort warned his new partner. “Tremblay’s the kind of john who
spoils you. With our luck, the next time we’ll draw a creep, and we’ll have to
fake it.”


“So—to be a good whore, sometimes you have to be a
good actor?” Remi guessed.


“Precisely,” Guiche said. “It comes with practice. You
learn how to read the john, and get an idea of what he wants—how he wants you
to behave—even when he’s shy about telling you, in so many words.” Guiche
smiled at Remi. “Right now, for example. Can you guess what’s going through my
head?”


“I’ll take a stab at it. Could you possibly be horny?”


“Very. I want us to fuck,” Guiche declared.


“Sex—is that all you ever think about?” Remi asked.


“Sure. What else is there?”


Remi couldn’t come up with an answer, at least not
right away. He gave in, as he always did to Guiche. He accompanied Guiche to
his bedroom, where they got undressed, and got onto the waiting bed.


As they embraced, Remi’s tongue sought
Guiche’s lips, and then slid into his mouth. Once again, the sweetness of the
other guy’s mouth, his wanton sexuality, got Remi going. Within seconds, he was
hotly aroused—and unable to deny Guiche anything. He was the other hustler’s
bitch, at his complete sexual disposal. And—Remi liked it!


They kissed for
several impassioned minutes, until both young men were short of breath. Guiche
felt the potent steel of Remi’s cock jabbing up against him, and its hard,
insistence pressure and throbbing impatience were fully answered by the
response of his own erection. When Remi finally slipped his tongue from his
mouth, Guiche scrambled up onto his knees on the bed, and from this vantage
point he stared down at his fuck buddy’s groin.


Remi’s dick
swelled up from the flat of his belly, long and thick, resembling a rod of
polished marble, but far more flexible, warm and pulsating with potent life.
Guiche’s throat tightened with desire. He bent his head and he kissed Remi
quickly on the mouth, and then he ran his lips down Remi’s neck and nuzzled
deeply into his warm shoulder.


As Guiche began to
tongue his way down Remi’s body, he felt Remi’s cockshaft jumping up with
expectation. The sperm pressure pounded almost audibly through its hollow core,
and the network of bluish-red veins crisscrossing the skin stood out in high
relief.


Guiche’s tongue
ran slowly over his lover’s well-developed shoulders and then down each of his
muscular arms, licking the skin which was stretched so tautly over the bulges
of his biceps that it didn’t yield to the probing pressure at all. He felt the
hard masculine strength rippling through Remi’s arms, felt the solid muscles flexing
against his lips. Guiche squirmed lower on the bed, spreading Remi’s legs wide
apart with his hands. His tongue now ran over Remi’s big chest and down to the
two dark brown nipples that crowned the heavy pectoral mounds. 


Guiche slipped
each tit into his mouth and sucked on it, hard, in turn, first one cone of
stiffened male flesh, then its twin. Remi’s nipples were solidly erect as a
result of the suction by the time Guiche moved lower on his torso, his tongue
now licking its way in a slow, side-to-side pattern, gradually moving down to Remi’s
belly.


Guiche hovered
over the navel, then he plunged his tongue-tip into the deep hole and licked it
until there was a tiny pool of his saliva inside the depression. Remi’s belly
muscles tensed and jumped, and he laughed helplessly, almost giggling, as
Guiche tickled his way even lower with his agile, self-lubricating tongue,
exulting in the slightly saline taste of his boyfriend’s naked flesh.


He spread Remi’s
thighs still wider open and burrowed his head between them. Remi’s balls had a
strong, musky scent which made Guiche’s cock jerk with excitement as the aroma
filled his nostrils. He lapped gently at the two big balls inside their hairy
sac, while his lover’s hard cock twitched fitfully up and down in response.


It was, in a way,
like licking himself. It was as though his mouth was pressed against his own
flesh, wetting it with his tongue, allowing the sweat to saturate his taste
buds like some exotic seasoning which sharpened the appetite and literally made
the mouth water for more. 


Guiche felt a
sudden desire to taste still more of his lover’s hot body. He wanted to put his
tongue not only on it, but in it. He intended to insert it into places
where it had rarely ventured to go. Rimming was something Guiche liked to
reserve as a special treat—for himself, and for his sex partners. Eager to
taste Remi’s ass, he lifted Remi’s legs from the bed and he draped them
carefully over his shoulders. Damn, but his lover was built! He’d been working
out hard lately, and it showed. His legs felt heavy as they pressed down upon
Guiche’s shoulders, like a barbell positioned behind his neck for a set of full
squats.


Remi looked up at
Guiche, lifting his head from the bed and frowning slightly in confusion.


“What’re you
doing? Don’t you dare fuck me, Guiche, unless you put a rubber on your dick and
grease it up first. We agreed from the very beginning—no barebacking. And you
know I can’t begin to take that huge whang of yours dry, you big-dicked son of
a bitch!”


“No, I’m not going
to fuck you. Not yet, anyway! I want to do something else first, to get you
hot.”


“What?”


“Wait and see.
Relax!”


As he gasped out
that reassuring word relax, Guiche put his face down between Remi’s
strong thighs and he pressed down, until his mouth was positioned at the root
of Remi’s balls. He stuck out his tongue and began to lick the undersides of
both furry testicles. Remi groaned in lewd appreciation of this unexpected new
sensation, and his body tensed as Guiche took his mouth away and began to lick
his tongue even lower, tickling the firm ridge of perineum muscle that led from
Remi’s scrotum to his asshole.


“You ought to get
a piercing here, in your taint, like mine,” Guiche moaned, as he licked the
taut, throbbing perineum muscle.


“Matching rings?”
Remi suggested. “Is that your equivalent of an engagement ring?” he teased
Guiche.


“Maybe,” his lover
panted. “It’s about as close to a commitment as you’re likely to get from me—at
least for now. But we can talk about that later. Right now—!” Eagerly, he
resumed his licking.


The dark
brownish-blond hair was thick and soft, coating Remi’s butt. It bristled
against Guiche’s lips as he brought his mouth lower and lower. Guiche’s heart
was pounding with the excitement of what he was doing—and what he knew he was
about to do.


If he was going to
make oral love to the other guy, then he might as well go all the way with
him—hold nothing back, and do all of the things he had enjoyed with his other
sex partners. Starting with rimming! The mere thought of sucking Remi’s
impossibly pretty, boyish yet butch ass, of once again tasting it with his
tongue, made Guiche giddy with lust.


He gripped the two
tight, muscular cheeks of his lover’s ass with both hands and he spread them
slowly apart, as though he was tearing open the halves of a split grapefruit.
The dark pink, lightly-tufted hole in the middle of the deep cleft formed by
the buttocks was moist with sweat and quivering with muscular tension. Guiche
brought his mouth toward it.


Guiche hesitated. Well
aware that Remi still harbored some misgivings about the whole idea of male
prostitution, he didn’t want Remi to think he was some sort of a gay slut,
who’d do anything in bed with another guy. Even though that was, essentially,
true! But … what the hell? That train had already left the station! Remi knew
that Guiche was a whore. He accepted that fact. And Remi was an experienced gay
guy, too! Surely he understood how the need for sex could grip and consume a
guy, driving everything else out of his mind and reducing him to pure animal
instinct. And there was no use in denying it. Guiche was more than ready
to do anything, literally anything, sexual with his hot little stud
lover!


Remi’s legs were
tense on either side of Guiche’s neck. Guiche took a deep breath to steady
himself. Then he pushed his face into the gap between Remi’s ass cheeks and he kissed
his sphincter muscle passionately. At the same time he forced his extended,
stiffened tongue through the rim of muscle and up inside the asshole itself.


“Oh, Jesus! Sweet
Jesus!” Remi moaned, loudly. His legs locked around his lover’s neck in a
viselike grip of flesh, holding Guiche’s face tightly in place against his
butt. Guiche felt the muscles in Remi’s thighs twitching. His tongue probed the
interior of the asshole and slowly it began to worm its way even deeper inside.


“Fucker!” Remi
gasped. “Oh, you dirty little fucker! Kiss it, buddy—kiss my ass!”


Guiche kissed it. Remi’s
asshole opened easily for his tongue; but once he’d pushed the tip of it
inside, the sphincter muscle seemed to clamp shut again, locking around his
tongue. Guiche wriggled his tongue, pushing it higher up the anus. Remi bounced
helplessly on the bed, moaning, his legs thrashing, his heels hammering down on
Guiche’s sturdy back. But he wasn’t moaning in protest, or struggling to free
himself from Guiche’s grip. His actions were quite involuntary. He was so
turned on that he was beginning to lose control of his body as a result of
Guiche’s expert and enthusiastic rimming.


“Suck my ass,
dude,” Remi pleaded. “Oh, fuck it with your tongue!”


Remi still had a
tight grip on his own cock. By rolling his eyeballs painfully upward in their
sockets, Guiche could see the erect cock as he sucked his lover’s asshole. The
thick shaft of Remi’s prick was encased in Remi’s masturbating fist, and he was
whacking it so forcefully that his knuckles banged against Guiche’s forehead
from time to time, as he tried to jerk himself quickly toward an orgasm to
relieve his sexual tension.


The head of Remi’s
fuck tool was swollen, flushed a dark purplish-red color, and it had a thin
trickle of clear fluid running from the piss hole. Guiche took his right hand
away from his boyfriend’s buttock, brushed Remi’s fingers away from his cock,
and he grasped it in his own fist.


Guiche settled
down on his knees, hunched over between Remi’s widespread legs, and he started
a triple action—sucking Remi’s ass, jerking Remi off, and reaching down to play
with his own prick with his left fist.


Manfully,
stoically, Remi took it for as long as he could, until a spasm of
near-ejaculatory intensity ripped through his guts and warned him that he was
about to shoot.


“Suck me, Guiche,”
he begged. “My cock, buddy—suck my cock if you want to taste my fucking load!
Oh, God—I’m going to shoot!”


Without changing his
position, Guiche slipped his tongue out of his lover’s rectum, raised his head
slightly, and used his right fist to pull Remi’s dick toward his open and
panting mouth. He pressed his lips around the fat head of the prick, and then
he took it into his mouth as deeply as he could with one gulp, using his hand
to quite literally stuff the cock inside his mouth, inch by thick, inflexible
inch.


“Oh, Guiche!” Remi
shouted. “Christ, dude—what’re you doing to me with that hot mouth of
yours?”


His hips rose from
the mattress, driving his stiff prick deeper into the other man’s mouth. Guiche
forced himself down on it, his body trembling with raw excitement, until his
lips were brushing against Remi’s wiry dark blond pubic hair and his boyfriend’s
dick was all the way inside his mouth. Guiche wished he could hold it like
that, but it was simply too big. It jabbed into the back of his throat and,
gagging, he had to pull his mouth back a bit to relieve the strain.


He took a deep,
snorting breath through his nose and he began to suck Remi off. His wet lips
moved easily up and down on the smooth, slippery shaft. His tongue tried to
lick Remi’s cockshaft as it rammed between his lips, but when most of the big
prong was in his mouth it was too thick for Guiche’s tongue to move around its
bulk! Only after Guiche had pulled back on it was he able to lick around the
head and the top half of the swollen column of flesh below it.


With the cock
stuck firmly in his mouth, he slid his hands down to his buddy’s balls and he began
to play with them while he blew him. They were like two ripe plums inside their
bag of hairy skin. Guiche could feel them tightening, moving closer together,
as his mouth brought Remi closer and closer to ejaculation. At any moment,
Guiche knew, he would be tasting the warm, salty bursts of Remi’s cum! His
lover’s cum—the same seed, in its essence, as his own. Eager to swallow his
lover’s sperm, he sucked faster.


Suddenly, Remi’s
hands clamped on Guiche’s head and stopped its motion. His prick quivered
between the other boy’s lips, and for a moment Guiche was sure Remi was going
to shoot. But the quivering subsided, and Remi pulled Guiche’s head up.


“Kiss me,” Remi
demanded. They kissed. “Oh, I can taste my cock in your mouth,” Remi whispered.
“So fucking hot—! Swing around, stud,” he insisted, in a voice choked with
excitement. “Give me yours, too … your cock. Let me put it in my mouth. I don’t
want this to be a one-way street. I want to suck your cock while you’re working
on mine.”


He didn’t wait for
Guiche to follow his instructions. He sat up and gripped Guiche by the waist,
making him turn around and guiding him into the sixty-nine position he wanted.
Once again, the two young men took their cue from what was shown in the big oil
painting which adorned the wall behind Guiche’s bed. Life imitated art!


Guiche swung his
legs up toward the head of the bed, while Remi slithered down, putting his head
in position to suck Guiche’s own throbbing-hard dick. Guiche started to put Remi’s
big fuck tool back inside his mouth, but once again his lover held him back,
his strong hand grasping and holding Guiche under the chin, inches away from Remi’s
saliva-slippery, jism-drooling penis.


“Not yet,” Remi
grunted out breathlessly. “That thing of mine’s all set to go off after the hot
ass sucking and cocksucking you just gave me! Let it cool down for a minute and
give me a head start, will you, so I can catch up with you? Let me suck you
for a while first. That way, we ought to be able to time it so we can shoot off
together.”


Without waiting
for an answer, knowing that Guiche would do whatever he asked, Remi suddenly
swooped his head down into Guiche’s crotch, and the other boy’s prickshaft slid
easily into his open mouth. Now it was Guiche’s turn to lie back passively, to
gasp and squirm, as his bedmate’s hot, slick tongue lapped at his meat and Remi’s
lips sucked the shaft steadily back and forth, pushing it in and out of his
mouth.


Guiche closed his
eyes in ecstasy and rested his cheek on Remi’s warm, hairy thigh. He tried to relax
and enjoy the blow job; but the lust grew inside him, drawing him quickly and
remorselessly forward, toward orgasm, with each stroke of Remi’s juicy lips
around his cock.


“Remi!” he moaned.
“Oh, Remi, baby! I’m going to come soon. I don’t think I can hold it back,
either. Not with your hot mouth on my dick, sucking me like this. I’m going to
fucking shoot my load, if you keep sucking me like this! I’m not kidding.
You’re going to get a mouthful, if you don’t knock it off!”


Remi bobbed his
head even more rapidly and he began to suck faster. It was obvious that a mouthful
of his fellow hustler’s cum was exactly what he wanted, what he was working so
hard to earn. 


His hand groped
down blindly and guided Guiche’s head to his own cock. Guiche caught it in his
mouth just as his own prick began to explode!


He stuffed his
playmate’s stiff dick as far into his mouth as he could force it without
choking on it, and in another second he felt the fierce telltale throbbing
surge through it as it erupted, pumping all of Remi’s hot seed down his throat.


But Guiche, of
course, was coming, too! His sperm volleyed deep into Rem’s mouth, rinsing out
his throat. Remi swallowed it while emitting grunts and gurgles of pleasure and
gratitude. Guiche experienced a moment of light-headedness, and he thought he
was going to faint from excitement as they gave their hot, fresh cum to each
other so generously, so unstintingly, in such rich creamy abundance, their
bodies locked together in their sixty-nine position.


After a moment, the
two young men separated, but only long enough to readjust their bodies so that
they now lay face to face.


“Kiss me,” Remi
murmured.


“You bet.”


Their lips met, fiercely, with bruising
force.

















Chapter Eleven: A Housewarming 


 


Remi knew that he wanted to have sex with Maxim again.
And, if possible, he also wanted to have sex, for the first time, with Jean
Baptiste.


He supposed he ought to be ashamed of himself, for
harboring such depraved urges, for wanting to indulge himself in such
unrestrained, selfish promiscuity. After all, Maxim and Jean Baptiste had a
thing going on, between the two of them. They were fuck buddies, and they
insisted that each of them was free to fool around with other guys. But Remi
wasn’t blind. Whenever he heard Maxim talking about Jean Baptiste, or he had an
opportunity to observe the two men interacting, Remi could tell that their
feelings for each other were deepening.


And, meanwhile, Remi wasn’t just working with Guiche,
handling the three-way paid dates with him—the two of them, too, were becoming
closer.


But none of the four men believed that a sexual
relationship had to be an exclusive one. When it came to sex, they were all
essentially amoral. They were hedonists, who placed a high value on pleasure.
Recreational sex was, in fact, their preferred form of recreation.


Now that he was settling in there in Montréal,
enjoying his new job and his new living quarters, Jean Baptiste wanted Maxim
and Remi to come to his apartment. 


“A housewarming, of sorts,” Jean Baptiste
told them. “I’ll cook us dinner. Do you guys like Italian food? I was thinking
about making lasagna.”


“Lasagna?” Maxim teased his fellow French
Canadian. “Is that typical Quebeçois cuisine?”


“It is, when I make it,” Jean Baptiste
said. “You’ll both come, won’t you?”


“For sure,” Remi promised. “What can we
bring, to help out?”


“Just yourselves,” Jean Baptiste insisted.
“And your appetites. Including your sexual appetites,” he added, joking. Or—was
he joking?


Still, Remi didn’t want to show up empty-handed.
He brought along two bottles of good red wine. 


Jean Baptiste had moved into a fairly new
apartment building, located downtown. Remi was surprised by how large the
apartment was. It had broad expanses of windows, providing fine views of the
city.


Jean Baptiste remarked that he was still
fine-tuning the layout of the furniture, which was an eclectic mix of modern
pieces—with heavy emphasis on steel, chrome, glass, leather, and woods with polished
veneers—and the kind of old-fashioned, oversized furnishings which one still
often saw in rural Quebec: a sofa and armchairs and ottoman, all upholstered in
a matching floral chintz fabric; a rustic-looking wooden coffee table and side
tables; an armoire. There was even—in the living room—a massive wooden hutch,
the sort of thing usually found in a farmhouse’s kitchen. It was being used as
a bookcase.


“These old things have been in my family
for years,” Jean Baptiste explained. “They were gathering dust in storage. When
I first left home and moved into my own place, I didn’t see any reason to buy
new things, not at first. I used these, and they’ve worked out well. I acquired
the newer things gradually, as I started making more money.”


“You must make a pretty good living,” Remi
said, without thinking, before he realized that it was a rather tactless,
personal question.


Jean Baptiste smiled. “I do all right.”


“I didn’t know how well off Jean Baptiste
was, when I first started hooking up with him,” Maxim said. “If I had, I’d have
made an even bigger play for him. Don’t you get any ideas in your pretty little
head, Remi. Hands off. I saw him first!”


“Two dudes fighting over me,” Jean
Baptiste gloated. “A fantasy come true!”


Maxim, too, had brought a housewarming
gift—a pair of large, heavy majolica candlesticks, which, he said, he’d found
in an antique shop. He’d even supplied a box of candles—and a book of matches,
from CityBoyz, with the bar’s name and logo printed on the cover.


“I thought they’d go with the décor,” he
told Jean Baptiste.


“I love them! Let’s put them on the dining
room table, and light them. We’ll dine by candlelight,” their host said.


Dinner, accompanied by Remi’s wine,
consisted of a tossed green salad and an elaborate antipasto, the latter
containing prosciutto ham, salami, artichoke hearts, peppers, capers, and
olives. Then Jean Baptiste served the lasagna. It was a rich, heavy
multi-layered affair, filled with generous amounts of both ground beef and
ground pork, and it had in fact been given a Quebeçois touch. The pasta and
meat dish was flavored with tomatoes, garlic, and onion. The cheese layers,
still bubbling from their time in the oven, were goat cheese. The sauce
topping, interesting enough, wasn’t a tomato sauce. It was white—a variation on
an alfredo sauce, cream-based, and flavored with herbs.


All three men devoured thick slabs of the
lasagna—and treated themselves to seconds, and thirds.


“Damn, this is good,” Maxim mumbled,
around a mouthful of the dish.


“Yes, Jean Baptiste, it’s wonderful,” Remi
agreed, as he, too, stuffed himself.


“I’m glad you like it. Come on, have some
more. Finish it,” Jean Baptiste coaxed. “But leave room for coffee and
dessert.”


“In my experience, it never fails,” Maxim
remarked. “The more macho a guy is, the better he is at domestic skills. You
want a real househusband, to take good care of you? Then hook up with the most
butch stud you can find.”


Jean Baptiste smiled. “What’s that
expression? ‘An angel in the kitchen, and a whore in the bedroom?’ Do I
qualify?”


“I’ve just sampled your cooking. It’s
going to be a hard act to follow. I haven’t seen what you can do in the
bedroom, yet,” Remi pointed out, boldly.


Jean Baptiste snickered. “Coffee and
dessert will be served in the living room, gentlemen,” he announced. “And then
we’ll see about what other services I can provide, in the bedroom.”


Fortified by caffeine, pastry, and some
more wine, the three men did end up in Jean Baptiste’s bedroom. He had another
armoire in there, to hold some of his clothes, in addition to a couple of
massive, tall chests of drawers. A large wooden trunk sat at the foot of his
bed. The bed itself was a grand antique affair in carved fruitwood, a
four-poster, with vines, leaves, and bunches of grapes carved into the
headboard and the footboard, and climbing up each of the four bedposts. Higher
off the floor than most modern beds, the bed was equipped with a padded,
upholstered bench, to ease access to it.


“My God,” Remi exclaimed, when he saw this
impressive item of furniture. “I feel as though I’ve set foot on a movie set!”


“A porn video set, is more like it,” Maxim
quipped. “Jump up on that bed. It’s really quite comfortable.”


First, though, the three men stripped.


“Now, this is my idea of a housewarming!” Jean
Baptiste exclaimed, as the three nude men embraced and kissed,
indiscriminately, intertwining their limbs. There was a free-for-all of lustful
activity, a melee of kissing and groping. Sandwiched between the other two
men’s larger, powerfully muscled naked bodies, Remi felt rather like one of the
layers of the lasagna which they’d just devoured! And in much the same danger
of being eaten alive!


“Guys, you’re both so big and heavy,” he pleaded.
“You’re suffocating me!”


Maxim chuckled. “If you start getting short of breath,
I’ll give you mouth to mouth,” he promised.


Jean Baptiste made a gasping sound, deep in his
throat. “I’d rather give you mouth to dick,” he teased Remi. Then he suddenly suited
the action to the word, as he reached out and seized Remi’s dick. “Jesus, kid!”
he exclaimed. “I sure like the looks of this. I like the way it feels in my
hand, too. You’re even hotter than your big stud buddy Maxim, aren’t you?”


“Well, I’d better let you be the judge of that, man,”
Remi replied, with uncharacteristic modesty. “And I guess the only way you can
really compare us—is to have sex with both of us.”


“That would seem logical.”


“Go for it, then.” Delighted by the turn things had
taken, Remi rolled closer to Jean Baptiste on the broad bed. “You can go ahead
and play with my prick, if you want to. It sure feels good, having your hand on
it like this. In fact, you can go ahead and suck it for me, if you want
to do that, too. I bet that’ll feel even better!”


“I was the best cocksucker back in Quebec City,” Jean
Baptiste boasted. “And now I’m the best one here in Montréal!
But like you said—you’re going to have to judge for yourself.”


Jean Baptiste sank down on his knees on the mattress,
and he wrapped his arms around Remi’s waist, pulling the boy to him. His mouth
showered Remi’s belly, thighs, and firmly erect cockshaft with hot kisses. He
was moaning, and muttering something under his breath. Remi couldn’t catch the
words, but he didn’t need to know exactly what Jean Baptiste was saying. The
way the big, tough leather man was mouthing him was eloquent enough. Remi knew
that he had the guy hooked, and that he’d soon find out for himself exactly how
good at sex his buddy Maxim’s boyfriend was!


“Do it,” Remi urged, sensing a sight hesitation on the
kneeling man’s part. He pushed Jean Baptiste’s face to his waiting prick. “Suck
it, Jean Baptiste. I want you to!”


“Yeah,” Jean Baptiste said. “Hell, yeah! I want to
suck it, too! I’ll suck it—I’ll do anything you want, Remi. Anything, kid!”


“And I want you to suck him, Jean Baptiste,” Maxim
chimed in, salaciously. “I want to watch you blow the kid! Go for it, dude.
Suck his cock!”


Maxim seated himself on the bench next to the bed, to
enjoy the show from this convenient nearby vantage point.


Jean Baptiste opened his mouth and put Remi’s cock
into it. That was what Remi wanted from him at the moment, all right! Jean
Baptiste’s arms tightened around the long-haired boy. His lips slid steadily
down the thick shaft until the whole of Remi’s prick was stuck in his mouth. He
held it there for several moments without moving, bathing it in his saliva, his
eyes wide open and staring up at Remi’s face, his fingers digging possessively
into Remi’s naked buttocks. Then he began to suck Remi’s suck.


Remi took a firm grip on the other man’s head, running
his fingers through Jean Baptiste’s sweaty, disheveled hair, and pushed the big
man’s head back and forth by exerting a by no means gentle pressure against his
scalp. He fed his prickmeat into the guy’s mouth, and Jean Baptiste, far from
protesting at the rough treatment he was receiving, sucked and licked him
hungrily.


Remi wanted to moan with joy. Jean Baptiste was
definitely one of the hottest cocksuckers Remi had ever met. The sensation of
his wet lips sliding on his meat, his warm, agile tongue stroking his dick each
time Remi pumped it at his face, the pressure Jean Baptiste was able to exert
from his throat—it all combined to set Remi’s entire body ablaze with a fiery
lust.


“Go on!” Remi demanded. “Take it! Take all of it down
your fucking throat, choke on it if you have to! Suck me off! Ram my fucking
dick all the way down your throat. Suck it!”


Jean Baptiste’s hands dug deeper into his ass cheeks.
His chin was dribbling with tiny rivulets of saliva as he sucked Remi’s cock so
abjectly, taking the bloated head of the fuck tool all the way down into his
throat each time, and half choking himself on its bulk!


“Go on, cocksucker,” Remi told him. “Suck it!” He strained
closer, pushing Jean Baptiste backward on his hands and knees as he continued
to ram his dick in and out of the man’s mouth and throat. “Make me come! Suck
me until I shoot off in your fucking mouth!”


Jean Baptiste grunted, more loudly. That was what he
wanted, all right, what he was working so hard for. Remi’s hot load of cum,
blasting into his throat. Into his guts! 


“Oh, fuck, eat it,” Remi pleaded. “Eat that hot dick
of mine. Eat it all!”


Jean Baptiste began to experiment, reaching up to play
with Remi’s nipples, and then using one hand to press in between his parted
legs and his buttocks, and finger his asshole and tickle his balls while he
continued to blow the boy.


Jean Baptiste was doing such a good job that Remi
decided the guy deserved a treat. Remi reached out with both hands and grabbed
hold of the steel rings inserted in the big man’s pierced nipples. He rotated
the rings back and forth within their holes, and then he tugged on them—hard!
Jean Baptiste really liked that. Grunting, he sucked Remi even more recklessly.


Back and forth Remi pumped away at Jean Baptiste’s
face, his cock driving like a pneumatic drill between Jean Baptiste’s lips. Jean
Baptiste really seemed to be getting off on it. He obviously liked to be
treated rough occasionally, to be dominated during sex by the force of another
man’s body and by the throbbing need barely imprisoned within his cock. Remi
remembered all of these occasions at CityBoyz, when he’d seen pretty young
twinks coming on to tough-looking, tough-talking, and tough-talking macho men,
who were tricked out in full leather gear—and successfully hooking up with the
posturing studs. Jean Baptiste was obviously capable of surrendering to his
more passive, submissive side, too, just like those ostensible top men. Remi
understood him perfectly, and he was more than willing to give the man exactly
what he liked.


Consumed by the heat of his rapidly approaching
orgasm, Remi couldn’t help thinking about Jean Baptiste and Maxim—the kind of
things the two older men probably liked to do together in bed. In this very
bed, for example, because this obviously wasn’t Maxim’s first visit to Jean
Baptiste’s new apartment! 


Both men, Remi knew, based on what Maxim had told him,
shared a mild kinky streak. There wasn’t much doubt in Remi’s mind that Jean
Baptiste did this sort of thing for his fuck buddy Maxim, too. The big stud
from Quebec City must let Maxim shove that big prick of his down his throat
until he gagged on it, only to beg for more. He surely encouraged Maxim
callously to fuck his face, and to finally choke him with his spurts of sperm,
in an outburst of violent, selfish lust. And, in all probability, Maxim
returned the favor, abjectly serving the other man, when the two guys switched
roles.


Just the thought of it, of the kinky scenes the two
older, well-built, butch guys could get into with each other, brought Remi to
his crisis. His hard young body tensed, glistening with the sweat of sex, and
he shoved Jean Baptiste’s mouth all the way down on his cockshaft—and he held
it there!


Jean Baptiste took it all, gratefully, and Remi gasped
as he began to shoot off in the kneeling stud’s incredibly hot, wet, slippery
mouth. The bursts of semen came hard and fast, like a hail of tiny liquid
bullets fired from his phallic pistol. The fluid shot straight down the
handsome cocksucker’s eagerly swallowing throat.


Jean Baptiste clung to Remi for a long time afterward,
understandably not waiting to let Remi’s satisfying dick slip from his mouth.
When Remi finally did push him away, he showered the boy’s thighs and the thick
dark blond patch of pubic hair below his belly with his lasciviously wet,
slippery kisses.


“Fuck!” Jean Baptiste exclaimed. “That was incredible.
You’ve got a beautiful cock, Remi—just beautiful. I want to do more than just
suck it. I want you to ram it up my ass and fuck the shit out of me with it.
I’ll rim you, too, eat your ass out for you. That ought to keep you nice and
hard. I want to keep that cock of yours hard. I want to do everything
with you, little buddy. Everything!”


“Damn. That sounds pretty good to me,” Remi had to
admit. He glanced at Maxim—who, all this time, had been perched on the bench
beside the bed, watching Jean Baptiste and Remi get it on together. Casually,
applying a light but steady pressure and friction with his loose fist to the stiff
prick which it encircled, Maxim had been masturbating all along. “But Maxim
must be feeling kind of left out,” Remi suggested.


Maxim smiled at him and Jean Baptiste. “Not at all,
guys. That was incredible, the two of you going at each other like that. Really
hot! I admit it, though. I wouldn’t mind joining the party, now.”


“Then get your ass up here on the bed,” Jean Baptiste
commanded his fuck buddy, brusquely. “I’ll take you and Remi both on. Let’s
fuck, guys. Let’s fuck!”

















Epilogue: The Two City Boys


 


It was dawn, and
the staff at CityBoyz were busy doing their usual cleanup, after closing time.


As usual, Maxim
and Remi had both been working shirtless, the better to appeal to the bar’s
patrons.


“You’re looking
kind of pumped up, lately,” Maxim commented.


“Am I?” Remi
responded. He flexed, for the bartender’s benefit. “I’ve been putting in extra
time at the gym. So I look good for Guiche—and for the johns.”


“Greater love hath
no man than this,” Maxim quipped. “Hitting the weights, enduring pain for gain,
that is. That’s the sacrifice you make for love—and for profit,” he suggested,
cynically.


“Yeah. I admit it.
I like being a sex object. A stud for hire. I like it when Guiche gets off on
my bod, too,” Remi bragged, without shame. “So—speaking of buff guys—how’s it
going, between you and that stud muffin of yours, Jean Baptiste?” he asked
Maxim.


“Great. He’s
really sweet—and the sex is still pretty damn intense,” the bartender boasted.
He looked at the half naked, sweaty bar back, and he grinned. “I haven’t
forgotten about you, though. How hot you are. And you know Jean Baptiste likes
you, too. We really ought to get together for another threesome, some night.
Or—do you only do that for money, now?”


Remi laughed.
“That’s become my specialty, you could say. But I might be willing to give you
and Jean Baptiste a discount.”


“Oh, that’d be
real nice of you. And you and Guiche? Is everything okay?”


“Everything’s
fine. Couldn’t be better, as a matter of fact. Guess what he told me, the other
day?”


“Let me think. I
know. He’s going to give up his life of sin and settle down with you in
domestic bliss?”


“Ah, not quite.
But he said that—for now—I’m the only guy he wants to have sex with, for free.”


“Wow. That is
an accomplishment. And for once, I’m not being sarcastic.”


“He’s given me a
key to his place, so I can come and go as I please.”


“No kidding? Oh,
this is getting serious. Next thing I know, I’ll be receiving a wedding
invitation in the mail.”


“I expect you to
be my best man,” Remi said, flippantly.


“It’d be an honor,
son. But—who’s going to give away Guiche? One of his regular johns? That’d be
appropriate, I guess.”


“Shame on you!”
Remi protested. But he had to laugh.


He put his hand in
his pocket and fingered his key ring, which now contained the key he’d
mentioned to Maxim. Earlier during his shift at the bar that night, Remi had
received a text message on his phone from Guiche:


Just
got home from my trick. It went well. When you’re done work, come to my place.
Let yourself in and wake me up.


When the cleanup
was finished, Remi said goodbye to Maxim. Pulling on his shirt, he left the
bar. He took a bus to Guiche’s apartment. Most of the riders on this early
morning bus were obviously headed in to work. Remi, by contrast, had finished
work, and he was on his way to his lover’s place, to go to bed. Although, he
suspected, not necessarily to sleep, at least not right away!


Twenty minutes
later, Remi used his key to let himself into Guiche’s place. He slipped into
the darkened bedroom, where Guiche was slumbering away in his bed, naked. Remi
undressed, and eased himself into the bed next to the other young man.


He woke up Guiche
with a kiss.


“Good morning,
sexy,” Guiche greeted him. “How was work?”


“Busy. Which is
always good. It makes the time go faster, and I did all right in tips.”


“So did I,” Guiche
said.


“The out-call went
okay?”


“It was fine. Your
typical john. Married man with his wife out of town. He wanted to screw around,
but he was afraid to try his luck in the bars. The horny son of a bitch was
just about insatiable. I was beat by the time I finally dragged my ass home.”


“I hope you saved
something for me, though,” Remi teased Guiche.


“I’ve got the
morning wood right here, if you’ve got the axe to fell the tree,” Guiche joked.
“Unless you want to get some sleep, first—?”


“I can sleep
later,” Remi declared, decisively. “First things first.”


“Go for it, buddy.
I’ve always wanted to fuck a lumberjack!” 


With his fatigue
forgotten for the time being, Remi got busy, getting their sex session off to a
good start by sucking Guiche’s cock.


Remi held the dick
in his mouth at first, scarcely moving his lips, and not using his tongue on it
yet. He could feel the agitated, hot blood pumping through the cockshaft’s
veins, which throbbed against his lips. He was intoxicated by the strong male
scent of Guiche’s crotch, which filled his nostrils.


Guiche’s hips
began to move under Remi’s head, mutely telling his buddy that he wanted Remi
to suck him. Remi held Guiche’s thighs with his hands to steady them, and then
he slowly, teasingly pulled his mouth back until just the head of the cock was
still between his lips. Then he drove his face all the way down on the shaft
again.


Guiche groaned
with pleasure, and his body began to thrust up at Remi more urgently. The other
boy’s warm, wet lips held him tightly and they slipped back and forth along his
shaft, taking it right to the root with each downward stroke.


Guiche was hung
big, and his fuck tool was as thick as a clenched fist. It was so big, in fact,
that it was often an effort to take all of his prick into Remi’s mouth like
that without choking on it. But Remi wanted to savor every inch of it, to
engulf himself completely in the solid mass of the other young stud’s flesh.


For several
minutes his head bobbed up and down between Guiche’s legs, while Guiche enjoyed
the intense pleasure his horny fuck buddy’s hot mouth was giving him. His hands
squeezed Remi’s shoulders and ran through his disheveled trademark long hair,
pressing his head down and holding it on his dick. At the same time, Guiche
reared up with his butt and struck his cockhead into the very depths of the
cocksucker’s throat.


Then, pulling Remi
gently off his prick, Guiche gasped out huskily, “Wait, Remi! Let me suck you,
too!”


As they so often
did, they imitated what the two nude men depicted in the oil painting hung
behind the bed were doing to each other.


Remi lay flat on
his back and spread his legs. Guiche twisted his lithe, muscular body quickly
around in the opposite direction from him and climbed on top of him. He
wriggled his knees down until his cock hovered just above Remi’s face and his
own head was above Remi’s crotch. He gripped Remi’s cock and masturbated it
energetically for a few moments until it swelled to rigid erection. Then Guiche
took it into his mouth, and he drove himself all the way down on it as
recklessly, as eagerly, as Remi had taken him!


Remi gasped as the
slick, warm feeling of the other guy’s tongue began to work on him. Guiche’s
head bobbed furiously, his lips smacking with loud, wet sounds as he
manipulated Remi’s cock in and out of his ravenously feeding mouth.


Remi lay
motionless, his body tense, enjoying the sensations rippling through his horny
prick. His fuck tool swelled harder each time Guiche’s mouth came down on him,
until his cockshaft felt like a solid bar of steel driving deeply into the
other guy’s throat. Remi opened his mouth and reached up for his buddy’s dick,
arching his neck until he got the head of it between his lips again. Then,
holding it firmly, he put both hands around his friend’s waist and pressed down
on his hairy ass cheeks, pushing the full, solid length of his dick into his
mouth.


They sucked each
other like that for several minutes, their muscular bodes humping and heaving
in a tight sixty-nine configuration, their hips pumping in a see-saw pattern,
their mouths slurping obscenely around the meaty thickness of each other’s
cockshafts.


In many ways, Remi
thought, blowing another guy in the sixty-nine position like this, especially
another athletic type his own age and build, was like making oral love to
himself. Everything that his mouth did to Guiche’s cock, seemed to be repeated
simultaneously on his own tool, with each guy struggling to match the pleasure
provided by the other’s tongue and lips, and doubling his own delight at the
same time.


But it was only a
passing thought, for despite the intense lust pulsing in his loins, it wasn’t himself
with whom Remi wanted to have sex at the moment, but Guiche. Remi’s own orgasm
wasn’t all that important to him this morning, for some reason. He was more
interested in giving his lover pleasure.


Guiche, too, would
gladly have gone on blowing his hot friend until Remi came in his mouth,
deriving his own satisfaction from the knowledge that he’d been able to give Remi
pleasure. Remi’s orgasm, his cries of excitement as he spent himself in Guiche’s
mouth, was an infinitely more exciting prospect than the mere release of Guiche’s
own semen would have been. The fact that Remi seemed to feel the same way—that
he was so unselfishly striving to make love to Guiche with exactly the same
intensity—only increased Guiche’s desire to make him happy.


Guiche was a
whore. Sex was his stock in trade. He was good at it, and he took a
professional pride in his ability to satisfy his paying customers. But there
was more to life than work, and earning money. Guiche was genuinely fond of
Remi. The kid had gotten under his skin, and Guiche felt an odd sort of
tenderness and protectiveness toward him, almost as though Remi were his kid
brother. His kid brother, that is, with whom he was having a hot, incestuous
sexual relationship!


Remi, too, was
lost in his enjoyment of their sex.


Remi’s hands
clenched tightly onto the solid cheeks of Guiche’s ass cheeks, rolling them
from side to side in order to ram Guiche’s big dick down into his mouth from
different angles. Guiche’s hips continued to move as Remi sucked on him,
pressing the full weight of his groin into the other guy’s face, bouncing his
hairy balls back and forth over the bridge of his nose.


Remi’s fingers
slid across the silken flesh of Guiche’s ass, squeezing and caressing the two
hard balls of buttock muscle as they squirmed up and down in his hands.
Impulsively, he spread the cheeks of Guiche’s ass wide open and he tickled the
warm, hairy crack between them with the tip of his finger. Guiche tensed, his
mouth stopping its motion on Remi’s prick for a moment. But then he began to
suck Remi twice as fast as before, while Remi pushed his fingertip against his
asshole.


Still sucking him,
Remi began to work his finger inside the hole. Guiche’s powerful body jerked
fitfully as Remi’s pushed hard against the tight sphincter muscle, and then it began
to slip easily up the dark, moist passageway beyond it.


Guiche’s anal
muscles clamped on his finger, squeezing around it. Remi pushed the finger in
up to its last knuckle, and he began to move it slowly in and out.


Guiche’s cock
swelled inside his mouth, throbbing violently with each thrust of the finger
into his ass. Remi only pushed harder, and then drew his finger completely
out—and next he put two fingers back inside the other young
French-Canadian stud’s hot, tight butt.


Guiche’s mouth
clamped down on Remi’s cock, and Remi heard him grunt deep in his throat. Remi
worked the two raping fingers higher up Guiche’s anus, drilling them slowly
around, and pushing them in as far as they would go. He held them there while Guiche’s
colon tightened around them, squeezing them as he clenched and unclenched his
ass cheeks.


His buttocks
flexed wildly, the strongly developed gluteus maximus muscles making the
cheeks themselves press in excitingly against the heel of Remi’s hand. Remi had
both fingers jammed up his fuck buddy’s asshole as far as they could possibly
reach, and he was working them around in circles deep inside the rectum,
teasing the very sensitive and responsive walls of Guiche’s anus with their
firm, massaging pressure. Guiche’s sphincter muscle was stretched around Remi’s
knuckles like a very thick, barely flexible rubber band. Guiche’s cock jerked
frenziedly in and out of Remi’s mouth, his pelvis pumping in reaction every
time Remi’s fingers probed his asshole, making his dick fuck Remi’s face with
rough, impetuous force.


His cockhead
plunged down into Remi’s throat, scouring it out. Remi gagged on the meaty
prick with which his well-hung buddy was choking him, but he didn’t back away
from it. He sucked tirelessly, welcoming even the discomfort. He blew Guiche
and finger-fucked him simultaneously, suddenly determined to make the other guy
come.


Within seconds of
breathless activity, he was rewarded by a flood of Guiche’s jism, which erupted
from his cockhead in a salty, stinging froth and filled Remi’s throat to
overflowing. He swallowed it all, his own cock pounding it and out of Guiche’s
mouth with uncontrollable violence, just as desperate to unload.


Remi finally shot,
too, his cum exploding from his prick and gagging Guiche when he tried to
swallow the outpouring as rapidly as it was fed to him. Guiche drank it as
though he was chugging down a full mug of beer, and still the thick fuck cream
gushed into his throat and backed up to fill his mouth to capacity with its
salty potency. Guiche felt the overflow frothing over his lips, then dribbling
down his chin. Remi’s slimy cockshaft began to slip back and forth in his mouth
more easily, now that it had lubricated itself with its own discharge of sperm,
and Guiche could hear his boyfriend whimpering next to him, his whole body
shaking from the force of his release. 


Finally, though, Remi
relaxed, sagging down onto the mattress beside his fuck buddy, moaning with
pleasure as his cock pumped out its last drops of semen, and Guiche’s lips and
tongue nursed the deflating organ, trying to coax it back to potent life.


“Jesus Christ,” Guiche
muttered, when they had finally let each other’s pricks slip out of their
mouths, and they sat up on the bed together, both boys panting for breath.
“We’re going to wear each other out, if we keep this shit up!”


“Yeah,” Remi
agreed. “But what a way to go!”


Guiche kissed him,
with an ardor that was surprising, given the fact that Guiche had just ejaculated.
The taste of their mingled cum was passed from one guy’s mouth to the other’s
by their probing tongues.


“Let’s get some
sleep,” Guiche said, firmly.


“Sure,” Remi
agreed.


Giving in to a
pleasurable sense of fatigue, he settled down happily in his lover’s strong,
warm arms, to get some much-needed sleep. 


Life, Remi
realized, wasn’t perfect. In all probability, it could never be. Guiche was far
from perfect, that much was for sure. But Remi was imperfect, too. And, right
now, at this point in his life, Guiche was the man he wanted.


Contentedly, Remi
slept.


 


The
End
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