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About the Author


 


Emeric
Varady is the pseudonym of a Hungarian bodybuilder, model, escort, and actor in
adult videos.


A
native of Debrecen (which is Hungary’s second largest city, after Budapest),
Varady was a natural athlete from an early age. He began pumping iron and entering
physique competitions while he was still in his teens. While serving a stint in
the Hungarian military, he was also recruited by Hungary’s adult film industry,
and he began appearing in both gay and straight videos. He now works for
several European studios, and he has made guest appearances in England and in
the United States. 


While
pursuing his “day job,” as an apparently conservative, buttoned-down office
worker, he also continues to train for physique contests, pose for
photographers, provide escort services, and appear in adult videos. His friends
have encouraged him to try his hand at fiction writing. They gave Emeric the
classic beginner writer’s advice, “Write about what you know.” In his case,
that is obviously muscles … and sex. The two things seem to go together, after
all!


Varady
currently resides in Budapest, with his partner, who is also a well-known
bodybuilder on the European physique circuit, and who has made forays into
adult video work. Hungary does not yet recognize gay marriage, but same-sex
couples can register domestic partnerships.











Translator’s Note


 


Hungarian
is a language rich in distinctive idioms, including slang, swear words, and
assorted vulgarisms. Where these occur in Mr. Varady’s manuscript, I have
attempted to find their American English equivalents. Occasionally, the
original Hungarian word or phrase is too flavorful to resist; in these
instances, the original is retained, with a translation or paraphrase provided
in brackets. A typical example is az isten faszát! (literally, “the
Lord’s penis!”), which is among the many terms that Hungarians use as an
all-purpose epithet, in much the same way that English speakers employ such
monosyllables as “damn,” “hell,” “shit,” and “fuck.”


For
the convenience of English-speaking readers, all figures given in the
manuscript in metric measurement units have been converted to their approximate
English system counterparts, occasionally rounded off for the sake of
simplicity. 


As
of this writing, Hungary has not yet adopted the euro. Therefore the official
Hungarian currency is still the forint, and its subdivision, the fillér.
Currency exchange rates are always subject to fluctuation. Any approximate
values in United States dollars given in the text were representative at the
time of the translation, i.e., 2014.











Chapter One: Train Station Cruising


 


My
home town, Debrecen, may be the second largest city in Hungary, after Budapest.
But that doesn’t tell the whole story. The population of Budapest is nine times
that of Debrecen. That’s a huge difference. The irony is that the Hungarian
countryside is dotted with cities and towns even smaller than Debrecen—to say
nothing of tiny, isolated rural communities. To the residents of these outlying
areas, we’re the metropolis!


My
friends often asked me why I didn’t move to Budapest, to seek my fortune there.
That was the long-term ambition of a lot of young Hungarian men. I won’t say
that I wasn’t tempted. But it was cheaper to live in Debrecen. And Budapest,
after all, was less than three hours away by train. It was easy to travel
there, for a weekend or a holiday. This enabled me to sample life in the bigger,
more cosmopolitan city, without committing myself to its higher cost of living,
or the competition for housing and jobs.


Among
Budapest’s undeniable attractions was its active and varied gay scene. There
were bars, clubs, restaurants, and bathhouses—even hotels—which catered to the
local gay population, and to the tourist trade. There were public spaces which
everyone knew were cruising areas, some more discreet and safe than others. And
a gay man who was willing to pay for sex would have no difficulty finding a
male prostitute in Budapest. There were call boys who advertised on the
Internet or in gay publications, and hustlers who worked the streets and the
gay-friendly bars and other establishments.


I
wasn’t exactly a male prostitute—or so I flattered myself. After all, I didn’t
hustle full time. I had a “real” day job, in an office in downtown Debrecen. In
my spare time, I was a dedicated bodybuilder, who put in long, hard hours down
at my gym. I entered physique competitions, and I had begun to acquire a
certain reputation in Hungarian bodybuilding circles. I’d even competed,
successfully, in contests held in Budapest, and in other countries in Eastern
Europe. At the time of my story, I was the kind of young bodybuilder who was
labeled “young and promising” or “upcoming.” (There were times, I have to
admit, when fulfilling the promise still seemed a long way off; and the rest of
the way up still looked as though it was going to be a long haul.)


I
supplemented my income from my nine-to-five job by working as a part-time
instructor at my gym, training other members by appointment, one-on-one. I also
advertised myself as a masseur—yes, that kind of a “masseur!”—operating
out of my apartment. I did some freelancing as a “fitness model,” posing for
photographers who needed, or wanted, a muscular model. Sometimes I posed with
my shirt off; sometimes I posed in just a bathing suit, gym shorts, or posing
trunks—and sometimes I posed in the nude. I had no inhibitions about baring my
body or flexing my muscles, and I was a bit of an exhibitionist. I soon assembled
quite a portfolio of photos of myself, many of them extremely revealing and
sexually suggestive.


The
next logical step was turning the occasional trick, to help balance my budget
whenever I needed some extra money. I saw nothing immoral in it. I had a strong
sex drive, and I didn’t believe in denying myself pleasure and satisfaction. I
couldn’t see any real difference between going out on a weekend night, cruising
the bars, and going home with a complete stranger, for what could quite possibly
be only a one-night stand—as opposed to agreeing to have sex with complete
strangers, for money. I wasn’t bad-looking, if I do say so myself; and, thanks
to my rigorous weight training, I had a very good body (that’s not immodesty on
my part—I am merely stating a fact.) These were assets, which deserved to be
exploited. If I was going to be promiscuous, I might as well get paid for it!


I
made a firm rule of not turning more than one trick a night, and not working
more than two or three nights each week. Anything more would start interfering
with my day jobs, and—more importantly—with my gym schedule. (Of course, there
were times when avarice got the better of me, and then I violated my own rules.)


I
soon had more business than I could handle. I had a group of regular clients,
either men who lived in Debrecen or who came there frequently on business. Gay
foreigners, planning a trip to the city for business or pleasure, often booked
me well in advance. Many of the gentlemen I serviced were very pleasant. They
often wanted more than just sex; they’d take me out to dinner, or out on the
town, to show me off as their companion in gay venues. I found myself honing my
skills as a sort of gay tour guide, showing visitors what Debrecen and its
environs had to offer—and ultimately, of course, showing them what I had
to offer, between the sheets on a bed!


I
wasn’t turning tricks in order to support a drug habit, or anything like that.
And so I became a rather selective whore. If a john was physically repulsive,
was a drunk or a druggie, made exorbitant demands, or was otherwise obnoxious,
I didn’t hesitate to refuse to date him again. The money wasn’t worth the
hassle, and there were plenty of nice guys who were willing to pay for my
services. I often steered the undesirable johns—my rejects—toward a couple of
my bodybuilder buddies from the gym. My friends were grateful to get the
business; and, although I didn’t actually demand that they give me a cut, they
never hesitated to return the favor, when I asked them to do something for me.


In
short, I was probably one of Debrecen’s half dozen or so most successful male
masseurs, hustlers, and escorts. One thing I can say in my favor—I wasn’t
greedy. I was content with my lot, and I didn’t spend a lot of my time thinking
about how I might rake even more money.

            I preferred to be a big fish in a small pond. In Budapest, I’d be
just another minnow, swimming around in the lake. And a lake full of hungry predators,
at that!


Debrecen,
like Budapest, had its public cruising areas, albeit on a more modest scale.
Everybody knew that one of the best pickup spots was the main train station. We
Eastern Europeans travel by train whenever possible—it’s convenient, and
economical. In a city such as Debrecen, the trains run at all hours, day and
night. Naturally, the station is more crowded at some times than others. But
there are always people waiting there, or coming and going.


The
really heavy, quick and dirty, cruising goes on in the men’s rooms—not just the
men’s rooms in the train station itself, but in the nearby bars, cafés, and
restaurants that service the rail passengers. But, as I’ve previously
mentioned, I was a comparatively stuck-up, fastidious kind of a whore. I didn’t
like to cruise the toilets. When I didn’t have a prearranged date, but I wanted
to make some quick cash, I’d take the bus to the train station and just hang
out there, pretending that I was either waiting for a train, or meeting
somebody who would soon be arriving on one.


The
station had uniformed security guards, of course, who patrolled at random. A
dumb or careless male whore might be too obvious about loitering, or he might
do something else to call attention to himself; and then the uniformed “railway
cops” might roust him. I was a whore, all right, but I wasn’t dumb or careless.
I often carried either my gym bag or a backpack as a prop, to suggest that I
was traveling. I made a point of carrying a timetable in my pocket. If an
official approached me, I had my identification to show him; and, if he asked
me what I was doing there in the station, I had my story already prepared. I
was waiting for such-and-such a train going to such-and-such a place, although
I hadn’t bothered to buy my ticket yet. Or I was waiting for a friend of mine
to arrive from such-and-such a place. He’d called me on my cell phone to warn
me that he’d missed the train he’d originally planned to take, so I’d decided
to just stick around there at the station, waiting for the later one he was
actually on.


But,
in fact, I was rarely challenged, or asked to explain my presence. On these
excursions, I took pains to cultivate a wholesome, though undeniably athletic,
appearance. I dressed in a way that showed off my physique, without being too
whorish about it. I did my best to pass for just another big, dumb, harmless,
muscular young jock, who had legitimate business there at the station.


Johns
had their individual ways of approaching a guy like me and soliciting him for
sex. Some were bolder than others. Interestingly enough, very few of the men who
accosted me at the train station expected to pick up me up and have sex with me
for free. Some instinct told them I was for rent—by the hour, or for the whole
night, depending on the price they were willing to pay.


Men
often approached me, asking for directions. Did I live here in Debrecen? Oh,
good. Did I know where a certain address, or intersection, or square, was
located? (These inquiries often came from men who’d lived in the city all their
lives, and who knew the answer perfectly well.) More aggressive men might ask
me if I’d ever heard of a certain gay bar, or bathhouse, and whether I could
tell them how to get there, and what it was like. After this kind of a
conversational ice breaker, it was usually only a short step to negotiating
terms for sex. 


I
was always careful never to make the first overt move. Let them come to me—and
come on to me!—first. As a general rule, our cops in Debrecen had more
important things to do than work undercover, out of uniform, trying to entrap discreet
male prostitutes plying their trade. The police tended to concentrate their
efforts on more visible, blatant criminals. But I didn’t want to risk getting
busted.


Let
me tell you about one of more memorable experiences as a hustler. You may find
it interesting—if not necessarily edifying!


It
was a hot, humid night late in the summer. Debrecen is located on the broad,
flat eastern plain of Hungary, and the summer temperatures could get quite
warm, even after dark.


I’d
taken a crosstown bus directly to the station, after my evening workout at the
gym. I had my gym bag with me, and now I utilized it as a prop. I’d found a
good spot in which to loiter, on one of the platforms. With my gym bag at my
feet, I was leaning back against a wall, on which various posters and bills
were displayed. 


I
yawned, crossing my heavily muscled, sun-bronzed arms across my chest. Even
though I was lightly clad—intentionally, of course—I could feel myself
perspiring freely in the muggy night air. The thin cotton T-shirt stretched taut
over my torso had developed damp sweat spots under my arms, in the small of my
back, and where it strained in the front over my big pectoral muscles. The
fabric clung to me, and I couldn’t have asked for a more provocative visual
effect had I planned it ahead of time. That increasingly sweat-sodden T-shirt
was worth its weight in gold as it displayed my weight-trained, bulked-up body,
attracting potential johns. Like moths to a flame, as the saying goes.


And,
I hoped, the picture I was presenting would soon attract that one guy I was
waiting for, that evening. I didn’t know what he’d look like, or what his name
or occupation might be. But I did know what I wanted him to do for me. He was
the lucky guy who would drain the ache in my balls with his hot mouth or ass,
or both, relieving my accumulated sexual aggression after a couple of days of
abstinence. Better yet, from my point of view—he was going to pay me for sex.


I
wasn’t going to have to fake it. Not tonight! I was horny. Cruising the city’s
outdoor pickup spots in such a deliberate manner wasn’t my usual style. But
tonight I was definitely and unashamedly out on the prowl.


A
few minutes passed. I received my share of admiring glances from some of the
men who walked past me, and even from a couple of women who were bolder than
most. But no one took the bait/


I
was beginning to think—facetiously—that I ought to get a T-shirt with custom
printing on the chest. The lettering could say something like Hire This Body
or Muscular Man for Rent. After all, it always paid to advertise!


Then
I spotted a likely prospect. He was about fifteen feet away from me. Like me,
he was just standing there on the platform. I’d developed a sixth sense about
such things, and my instinct told me that he wasn’t waiting for a train
to pull in. He was loitering, as I was, and trying not to be too obvious about
it.


I
gave him the once-over. And then, because I liked what I was, I gave him the twice-over.


He
was young—about my own age. That was my only misgiving. The young ones usually
don’t have to pay for it, or they don’t want to. I’d actually had guys who were
enrolled at the University of Debrecen ask me if I gave student discounts!


This
dude, at least, looked as though he had plenty of disposable income. He was
nicely dressed in a cream-colored summer-weight linen suit, with a pale pink
dress shirt under it, accessorized with an eye-catching silk tie, patterned in
lime green and hot pink stripes. He had expensive-looking light brown leather
shoes, immaculately polished, on his feet.


It’s
possible for a man to be too well groomed and too well dressed, to the point
that he looks like he’s posing for a fashion spread in some upscale men’s
magazine. But this guy was able to carry the look off. He seemed very much at
his ease. Some men have a way of carrying themselves that projects
self-confidence—and self-confidence which they bring into the bedroom, as well
as to the board room at their work. This guy had that.


I
liked his looks. To put it bluntly, I’d have been willing to fuck him, for free!
I was almost tempted to go up to him, engage him in conversation, and—if he
seemed receptive—offer him a freebie. But I restrained myself. My curiosity was
piqued. I wanted to find out whether he was merely window-shopping, or if he
might be interested in buying. 


I
knew the effect my hot fucking pumped up muscle stud body could have on other
men.


I
could almost feel the young number’s eyes on me, studying me, sizing me
up—fantasizing about the hot, heavy time my body could give him in bed. I
glanced down casually and I felt a certain lewd satisfaction at the way the
thick bulge of my cock protruded so blatantly against the front of my tight,
faded jeans. Not wearing undershorts or a jockstrap really emphasized the way
the worn, soft denim clung to my hips and ass and thighs—and to my dick, which
was dripping at the tip with pre-cum, so that it was almost glued to the cloth
covering my basket. Even from across the distance that separated us, and in the
dark, I was sure that the other young stud could see exactly how well I was
hung. Hell, in those jeans I was wearing, he’d probably already noticed that I
wasn’t cut! 


I
sucked in a deep breath to make my pecs swell out even more prominently above
my crossed arms. I was in no mood to act coy, or to drag things out more than
was necessary. I wanted the guy to see that I was built, that I was hung, that
I was hot—and above all, that I was available. I wanted him to get the hots for
me so badly that he’d be ready to get down on his knees in the damp grass and
suck me off right there in public. It couldn’t be long now, I told myself,
before he’d make his move—if he intended to. If he wasn’t a hustler himself, or
a prickteaser, or just cautious. For all I knew, maybe he was hoping that an
even more exciting prospect might cross his path, if he wanted long enough. 


I
had to admit that he looked as though he could pick and choose. He couldn’t be
much older than I was, but he’d worked on making himself look more mature—and
on looking good. He was tall, about six feet, and fair-skinned, with thick reddish-blond
hair and a mustache that matched. He had the kind of body that comes from
regular workouts, but not the hours at the gym that I put in. His shoulders and
biceps and chest made the dress shirt he was wearing look a bit snug on him. He
had now surrendered to the heat by taking off his suit jacket, and he had it
slung over one of those solid, shirt-straining shoulders of his.


He
kept glancing toward me. Every time he did so, I made a point of meeting and
holding his gaze. I was careful to keep my facial expression neutral, although
I favored him with the faintest hint of a smile. And, every time, he seemed to
get a flustered, and he’d look away. Gradually, though—no doubt as the result
of the fact that I wasn’t doing anything to discourage him—his glances became
less furtive, and he held my gaze longer before he looked away.


I
was getting impatient. I decided to up the ante. As I’ve said, the night air
was cool. But there are times when a businessman had to do whatever it takes to
bring in the customers.


Slowly,
making a little production number out of it, I pulled the bottom hem of my
T-shirt out of the waistband of my jeans. I pulled the shirt up to my armpits, baring
my stomach and chest. I worked the garment up over my head, and then I eased my
arms out of it. I stood there nonchalantly stripped to the waist, with my arms
held loosely at my sides and the T-shirt dangling from my hand.


Yeah
… fucking hell! There I was, bare-chested, my muscle and flesh exposed to the
warm night air from my waist up, revealing my upper body’s hard musculature.
Big round shoulders. Bulging biceps, and thickly muscled forearms. Wide lats. A
freaking chiseled six-pack of sharply defined ab muscles. And the massive twin
swell of my pectorals, each of which was crowned by a big, stiff, conical, and
extremely suckable male nipple! Aw, shit, those manly tits of mine were just
being for a hot wet mouth to be applied to them, suctioning away on their
hardness!


My
exhibitionistic ploy seemed to have succeeded. The young guy in the suit was
now staring at me quite openly, and this time, when I smiled at him, he didn’t
look away. He wouldn’t have made a very good poker player. His face betrayed
only too clearly that he liked what he saw.


I
could almost see and hear the gears rotating, and clicking into place, inside
his head. Then he made up his mind. He walked toward me—decisively, not trying
to make it look accidental. He came right up to me. Only then did he hesitate.


“Excuse
me—” he said, in a soft, faltering tone of voice.


“Yes?”
I treated him to my most ingratiating smile.


This
disarmed him a bit, as I’d intended. Looking and sounding a little more at his
ease, he said, “I imagine you don’t smoke, do you?”


“No,
I’m afraid I don’t.”


“I
didn’t think so, not with your build. You must be quite an athlete. I know that
smoking’s a bad habit—not at all healthy for me—I’ve been trying to quit, but
for some reason I keep relapsing. So I don’t suppose you have a light?”


“As
a matter of fact, I think I do have a book of matches, here in one of my
pockets.”


“You
see, I think I left my lighter at home, in the jacket of one of my other
suits,” he said, as I searched the pockets of my jeans.


Even
though I’ve never smoked, I was always careful, whenever I went out cruising
either for pleasure or business, to make sure that I had a book of matches, or
a disposable lighter on me. After all, “Do you have a light?” is such a classic
pickup line that it’s best to be prepared.


I
finally found, and pulled out, the matchbook. “Here you go.”


“Thanks.”



He
had taken a pack of cigarettes out of one of his jacket pockets. With a deft,
practiced gesture, he tapped it, extracted one cigarette, and stuck it between
his lips. He took the matchbook from me, struck a match, and lit up. Puffing
away with obvious relish, he inspected the matchbook before he handed it back
to me. It was a matchbook I’d picked up at a local gar bar—a fact which wasn’t
lost on my admirer.


“This
place,” he said, looking at the name and logo on the matchbook cover. “Isn’t it
a gay bar?”


“Yeah,
it sure is.”


“Do
you go there often?”


“Quite
a lot. To hook up with my friends … and to meet new friends.”


“You’re
so attractive,” he blurted out, “that I can’t believe you have any trouble
making friends.”


“Thanks.
I always have room for new ones, though.”


Blowing
a smoke ring, he changed the subject. “It’s a hot night, isn’t it?”


“Very.
It’s steamy.”


“Are
you waiting for a train?”


“No.
I’m just hanging out here. I’m bored. And you?”


“I’m
on my way home from work.”


“Oh?
Are you catching a train?”


“No.”
He seemed a bit flustered. “I drove here from my office. My car’s parked over
there, in the lot. I—ah—stopped in here to buy cigarettes.”


“I
see. Shame on you,” I teased him. “Supporting that bad habit of yours, I mean.”


Cigarettes,
my ass! He’d come to the train station to support another bad habit of his.
Namely, picking up guys for sex!


By
now, I was confident that he wasn’t a vice cop, working undercover to entrap us
male prostitutes. For one thing, he was too well dressed. A cop would have
dressed down a bit, to look plausible as the kind of john who could afford only
the cheaper street whores. Furthermore, this guy wasn’t a good enough actor. A
cop would have rehearsed his routine much better, and not stumbled over his
lines. Finally, I doubted that a police officer working vice would stare at my
half-naked body quite so openly and lustfully—even though it could be argued
that this was “in character” as part of his roleplaying as a john. 


He
kept looking at me as he smoked, and he made no effort to conceal his interest.


“Aren’t
you afraid the mosquitos will eat you alive, with your shirt off like that?” he
asked.


“I’m
too tough for the mosquitos to feed on,” I boasted.


“Yes,
you’re all muscle, aren’t you? I mean—you don’t seem to have any body fat on
you at all,” he observed. “Your skin is stretched so tight over your muscles—I
bet, if an insect did try to bite you, it wouldn’t be able to make a
dent.”


“Insects
aren’t the only ones who’ve been known to try to take a bite out of me,” I
said, suggestively.


“Yeah?”


“Yeah.
But you don’t see any teeth marks on me, do you?” I asked.


He
looked me up and down. “I can’t see all of you,” he pointed out. “Just
from the waist up. I don’t have any way of knowing what you might have
hidden away there, under your pants.”


I
had to give him credit. He was bolder than I’d thought. 


“Well,
there’s only one way to find out for sure,” I said. “But I don’t drop my pants
for just anybody.”


“What
would it take to make you drop them for me?”


“Right
here?” I teased him.


“No,
at my place.”


“If
I had a big enough wad of cash in my pocket … I’m sure these jeans of mine
would succumb to gravity, and fall right down around my ankles.”


He
was smiling at me, but in a slightly nervous way, as though he thought I might
be joking.


“A
nice-looking guy like you,” he said. “I can’t believe that you really—” He
hesitated. “Would do that.”


“Do
what? Sell myself for money?”


“Yes.”


“Well,
I do. I’m a hímringyó [male whore]. And I’m not ashamed of it.”


“How
much do you usually charge?”


I
was a whore. A man whore. I admit it. I’d do anything for money. But, as much
of a male muscle prostitute though I was, I had some pride. I wouldn’t sell
myself too cheaply.


I’d
already completed my assessment of him. I’d taken note of his suit, his dress
shirt, his tie, his shoes, and his wristwatch. His hair was professionally
styled, his fingernails manicured. He could easily afford the high-priced
spread, so to speak.


“Twenty-five
thousand forints,” I proposed. [Translator’s note: approximately 112 U.S.
dollars.]


“You’re
expensive.” But, even as he made this comment, he didn’t look or sound
deterred.


“I’m
worth it,” I assured him, with cool self-confidence. The truth was, I was
perfectly willing to negotiate my fee downward. But somehow, with this guy, I
suspected that haggling wouldn’t be necessary. He wanted me. He was willing to
pay for me!


But
the dude was a cautious consumer, damn him!


“What,
exactly, would I get for my twenty-five thousand?” he asked me.


“I’m
not trade. I’m not ‘gay for pay.’ I’m gay, and I like sex. I enjoy my work. I
believe in taking care of the customer, and giving him what he wants—making him
feel good. And I don’t like to rush. Twenty-five thousand will buy you a
two-hour session, but I don’t watch the clock. If we happen to run a little
over, that’s okay, and I won’t charge you any extra for it.” I smiled at him.
“Of course, when a customer is especially satisfied—and I make it my business
to make sure that most of them are—a tip is always appreciated.”


“All
right. Did you drive here?”


“No.
I took the bus to get here.”


“My
car’s in the parking lot, over there. Do you want to go to my place?”


“Yeah.”
I pulled my shirt back on, covering up the merchandise for the moment, and I picked
up my gym bag. “Let’s go.”











Chapter Two: A Private Posing Session


 


I
tossed my gym bag onto the back seat of his car. He started the motor, and
pulled out of the train station’s parking lot.


“What’s
in the bag?” he asked.


“Just
my gym gear.” A thought occurred to me. “It’s probably all damp and sweaty.” I
gave the air inside the car a tentative sniff. I couldn’t detect anything; but
maybe his nose was more sensitive than mine. “If it smells bad—”


“Oh,
no, nothing like that. I was just curious.”


“I
came here right from my workout. You see, I hadn’t planned on—” I was about to
say, on turning a trick; but I caught myself in time, and I said,
more diplomatically, “—On checking out the action at the station. It was a spur
of the moment thing. You know?”


“Oh,
yes, I know,” he said, with a hint of self-deprecating chuckle in his voice. “I
know exactly what you mean!”


I’d
ridden in the passenger seat of vehicles beside johns who groped me with one
hand while they drove with the other. This guy at least kept both hands on the
steering wheel.


He
lived in an upscale apartment building, and the apartment itself, on the eighth
floor, was spacious. Large windows looked out over the city. Unlike some guys
who live alone, my john didn’t allow his living quarters to become cluttered.
Instead of cramming furniture in everywhere it would fit, he restricted himself
a few, expensive-looking pieces, strategically placed, with lots of floor space
around them. He was tidy—and, in all probability, he availed himself of a cleaning
service.


I
set my gym bag down on the floor, near the door. He turned on a couple of table
lamps in the living room. 


“I
suppose you’d like your money now?” he asked.


“Oh,
don’t bother, just now. Later will be fine.”


Demanding
the money upfront is a mark of a no-class hustler. A john is more likely to
include a tip if he pays you afterward, in the balmy afterglow immediately
following the sex. And counting the cash in front of the john is another no-no.
If he chooses to shortchange you, you chalk it up to experience, and you cross
the cheapskate off your list and don’t trick with him again. (And there’s no
law against warning your fellow male prostitutes about him.)


“Would
you like something to drink?” was his next question.


“I
wouldn’t say ‘no’ to something cold,” I replied.


“I
have all sorts of things in the refrigerator.”


“Do
you mind if I take a look for myself?”


“Not
at all.”


He
led me into the kitchen, which was spotless, with gleaming appliances, and a
collection of heavy-duty, professional chef’s quality pots and pans on a rack.


A
smart hustler, tricking with a client for the first time, doesn’t eat or drink
anything the john offers him. You never know when the guy could be some kind of
a freak, who might try to slip you a drug. (It’s different, of course, if the
john is treating you to dinner at a restaurant; or if he’s a repeat customer,
whom you know you can trust.) That’s why I wanted to inspect the contents of
his refrigerator for myself.


He
had milk, orange and tomato juice, soft drinks and beer in bottle and cans, and
a six-pack of plastic bottles of mineral water. 


“Do
you mind if I have one of these bottles of water?” I asked him.


“No,
go right ahead.”


“Thanks.
And what can I get for you?”


“Well,
if you don’t mind playing bartender … if you open the cabinet door above the
countertop, on the right-hand side, you’ll see a bottle of whiskey and some
glasses. If you’ll put a couple of ice cubes in the glass, and fill it up,
that’d be great. I like to treat myself to a good, stiff drink at night.”


I
began to prepare his drink. “And what other good, stiff things do you like to
treat yourself to?”


He
giggled. “You’re very bad! Don’t worry—I intend to show you, in a minute. But
let me get some of this inside me, first,” he added, as I handed him his
whiskey on the rocks.


I
made a mental note to myself to discourage him from getting too drunk,
if I saw him headed in that direction. Intoxicated or stoned johns can be a
pain to have to deal with. But he sipped the whiskey like a connoisseur,
instead of guzzling it, which was reassuring. 


“Would
you like something to eat, too?” he asked. He was quite a polite, considerable
host.


“No,
thanks.”


We
carried our drinks back into the living room. He brought the whiskey bottle
with him.


I
seated myself on his long leather couch. The upholstery was firm, sagging only
slightly under my weight as I sat back, got comfortable, and relaxed. I
unscrewed the cap from my bottle of water, and took a sip. He sat down in an
armchair, not far away from me, but with the coffee table between us.


“Let
me know when you’d like us to get started,” I said, casually.


“Ah,
not yet, if you don’t mind.”


“I
don’t mind at all. It’s your party. I’m here to please you.”


“Well,
there is one thing you could do for me, in the meantime.”


“Yeah?
And that is?”


“Undress,
and let me see that fantastic body of yours.”


“Sure.”
I set my water bottle down on the coffee table. I stood up, and I began to
strip, taking my time doing it, putting on a little strip show for him—which was
what I suspected was what he wanted.


First,
I kicked off my shoes. Then I pulled my T-shirt out of my jeans and worked it
up my torso to my armpits, and then over my head and down my arms and off, the
way I had shed it back at the train station. The action had the same effect on
him now. He held his glass in front of his lips, but he forgot to drink from it
for a moment, so engrossed was he by the sight of my bared torso.


“Look
at that chest,” he murmured, as though he was talking to himself, not to me. “It’s
huge!”


            “And
I can do tricks with it,” I boasted. “Watch.”


            First,
I flexed my arms, bending them at the elbows and making my biceps bulge. Then,
tightening my pectoral muscles, I made them twitch—first the right pec, then
the left. I repeated the process. My john stared at me, bug-eyed. Now he did
raise the glass to his lips and take a hefty swig.


            “Fuck!”
he exclaimed, keeping his eyes fixed on my chest. “Doesn’t that hurt?”


“No.
It feels kind of good, actually. Kind of erotic, as a matter of fact.” As I
spoke, I opened the waistband of my jeans. I pulled the zipper down—slowly,
teasingly. Spreading the fly of the jeans wide open, I let him see the
snug-fitting white jockey shorts I wore under them.


“You
want me to get naked? Right here in your living room?” I asked.


“Please,”
my john begged me, all submission.


I
shed the jeans, pushing them down my thick thighs and bulging calves to my
ankles, and stepping out of them. I stripped off my socks. Then it was time to
lose my briefs. I peeled them down my legs as well, and freed my feet from them.
Nude, I straightened back up, and I stood between the coffee table and the
couch. I retrieved my water bottle and drank from it.


He
was drinking, too, pouring more whiskey into the glass and gulping it down as
he stared at me.


“You’re
beautiful,” he breathed. “You’re perfect. Such a magnificent physique—!”


“You’re
not so bad-looking, yourself. Why don’t you get undressed, too?”


With
his inhibitions no doubt numbed by the whiskey he’d drunk, he followed through
on my suggestion with alacrity. He deposited his glass on the coffee table, and
then he stood up and stripped. Underneath his suit and dress suit, he wore
expensive-looking underwear—a tank top and boxers, of soft, clinging white
cotton— and socks. He took off everything, throwing his clothes carelessly down
onto the floor. Naked, he was actually quite attractive. He had a nicely tone,
well-proportioned body, with a perky ass and a generously-proportioned,
uncircumcised cock. I was beginning to think, yet again, that tricking with him
wasn’t going to be a particularly onerous chore. On the contrary, it held every
promise of being a delightful way to spend the evening!


“Would
you like me to pose for you?” I suggested.


“Please.”


I
guessed that he would enjoy seeing my muscles in action, so I ran through the
standard poses that are mandatory at most physique contests—front double bicep,
front lat spread, side chest, side triceps, rear double bicep, rear lat spread,
abdominals with one thigh extended and tensed, and, as a climax, a “most
muscular” display. He was mesmerized. 


“Oh,
my God!” he exclaimed.


“Are
you enjoying yourself?” I coached him.


“Yes,
very much.”


“I’m
glad. Do you have any special requests?”


“Well—”
Probably as a result of the whiskey he’d consumed, combined with the fact that
we were both naked, he seemed a lot more self-confident, and less shy about
telling me what he wanted. “Maybe one thing. May I see what’s inside your gym
bag?”


I
hadn’t anticipated that request! But I maintained my poise.


“Of
course. Go right ahead.”


He
went to get it—which gave me an opportunity to see his broad back and his pert
little bare behind—and, when he came back, he resumed his seat in the armchair,
with the bag in his lap. Unzipping it, he began to rummage through its
contents. He inspected everything, one item at a time—the rolled-up towel, my
training shoes with their reinforced arches, my socks, my sweatpants, my tank
top, the fingerless leather gloves I used sometimes to grip a barbell—everything!


But
he seemed especially intrigued by two pieces of my workout gear. The first one
was my lifting belt. It was thick light brown leather, indelibly stained in
places by my sweat; the belt was wider in the middle, to support the wearer’s
lower back.


“This
looks as though it could do some damage,” my john commented. “Have you ever
beaten anybody’s ass with it?”


“Lots
of times.” This was a lie; but I knew he’d hoped to hear me reply in the
affirmative. And a smart hustler has to be a good, quick-thinking improviser.


“Would
you be willing to use it on me?”


“If
that’s what you want, sure.”


“Fuck!”
he exclaimed. I could tell that the idea turned him on.


He
set the belt aside—and picked up my jockstrap. 


“It’s
all wet,” he reported. “It’s just soaked in your sweat!”


“Yeah.
I sweat a lot when I work out. I would imagine that jock is a little funky,
from rubbing against my crotch under my sweatpants, all during my workout.”


He
had the athletic supporter wadded up in his hand. Now, he raised it to his face
and pressed it against his nose. He took a good, long whiff.


“Fuck,
oh, fuck,” he moaned, without taking the jock away from his face. “It smells so
sexy … so manly!”


I
smiled indulgently at him, from where I still stood in front of the couch,
naked.


“If
you think that jock smells good,” I suggested, “imagine what the real thing
smells like—and tastes like. My crotch,” I specified. “My cock and balls.”


Still
sniffing the jockstrap, he looked at me, with eyes bright with lust.


“Will
you put this on, so I can see what you look like in it?” he asked.


“Sure.”


He
tossed me the jock. I caught it, and then I performed a sort of reverse
striptease, taking my time bending over to put my feet inside the athletic
supporter, pulling it slowly up over my legs, and, once it was in place around
my hips, tucking my genitals into its pouch, and adjusting the waistband. I
even turned around and showed him my ass, as I playfully pulled the two narrow
straps connecting the waistband to the pouch away from my butt cheeks, only to
let go of them so that they snapped back into place. Then I turned around
again, to let him see the front view.


“Some
guys are into jockstraps,” I remarked, casually. “Are you?”


“Yes!
I think they’re hot. Please, leave it on, for now.”


“Whatever
you want.”


“And
these. Put these on, too. Please.” As he spoke, he pulled my fingerless leather
lifting gloves out of the bag, and he tossed them to me, too.


I
pulled them on, securing them around my wrists.


“Now
I’d like you to just stand there—and maybe flex your muscles for me—while I
touch them,” he said, meekly.


“Help
yourself.”


He
came over and stood beside me. He had an erection. So did I, although mine was
trapped inside the sweat-soaked pouch of my jock. He didn’t touch his own cock.
Instead, he used his warm hands and his soft lips on my body. He stroked and
kissed my flesh, while I tensed the underlying muscles, making the various
parts of my body respond to his touch and return the pressure from his hands
and mouth. His mustache tickled my skin. He began to lick me with his tongue.
He lapped at my stiffened nipples, wetting the big solid brown cones with his
saliva. Silently, he urged me to raise my arms above my head, so that he could
get his face against my armpits and sniff and lick them. 


“That’s
right,” I told him. “Worship that fucking body of mine. Touch and lick me
everywhere. Show me how much you like my muscles. Make me feel good.”


He
quickly became even bolder, reaching down to fondle my cock and balls through
the jock, and putting his hand on my butt. When one of his fingertips traced
its way down the deep cleft between my ass cheeks and rubbed lightly and
tentatively over the pucker of my sphincter, I reached down and grasped his
wrist. But not to restrain him, and keep him from touching my ass. No, I was
encouraging him.


“Play
with my ass,” I invited him. “Put your finger in there, if you want to.”


He
wanted to. He penetrated my manhole with his finger. He began to work it back
and forth inside me. 


“That’s
right,” I said, encouraging him, to go in deeper. “Dugd az vjjadat a
fenekembe [Stick your finger up my ass].”


I
remained passive for a moment, letting him probe my relaxed anus. But then I
tightened my sphincter and my glutes, simultaneously. I trapped his hand
between my clenched buttocks, and his finger inside my hole.


“How
does that feel?” I asked him.


“It’s
incredible.”


“Imagine
how that ass of mine would feel, squeezing a dick like that. Do you like to
fuck, or get fucked?”


“Both.”


I
decided it was time to move things along, a bit.


“Maybe
you’d like to suck my dick,” I suggested.


“Yes,
please.”


“Then
get down there and get busy. Mónikázz meg [Give me a blow job]. Suck
my cock,” I commanded him, deliberately using a rougher tone of voice, because
I was curious to find out whether he was as submissive as I now suspected he
might be.


With
a suppressed cry of excitement, my john sank to his knees in front of me, and
he nuzzled the pouch of the jockstrap. Once again, he inhaled deeply and
repeatedly, sniffing the aroma of my sweat. He licked the pouch, tasting my
sweat as well. He applied his open mouth to the bulge my cock made, sucking it through
the jock. 


But
after a moment, he apparently found this indirect contact frustrating. He
pushed the pouch of the athletic supporter aside, freeing my genitals, and then
he captured my cockhead between his lips. His fingers hefted and juggled my
balls as he eased the fat tip of my bloated prick past his tongue and sucked it
deep into his mouth, moaning with pleasure as my salty pre-cum seared his taste
buds and my meat throbbed against his encircling, slurping lips. I spread my
muscular legs wide and bit my lip as I enjoyed the hot, wet pressure of his
mouth working on my cock. He was a damn good cocksucker! He knew how to use his
tongue to lick every bit of a stud’s penis, while he applied a strong, nonstop
suction from deep in his throat to milk the glans.


I
put my hands on his bare shoulders and pulled him closer to me, ramming the
full length of my erection down his throat. I fucked his sexy face with my
rigid phallus. Seeing him, naked and servile, kneeling before me with my meat
choking him, really aroused me.


I
allowed myself to be selfish for a few minutes. I just stood there and enjoyed
being blown. But, of course, was john was getting what he wanted. I flattered
myself that he was enjoying himself, too.


He
proved it when, gasping for breath, he pulled his mouth off my cock. Grasping
me by my thighs, he whispered, “Turn around. Let me see your ass. Let me eat
your ass!”


I
turned my back to him. Squatting slightly, while he remained down on his knees,
I pushed my butt into his face. He grabbed the two ass straps of the jock and
used them to hold my buttocks in place, firmly pressed against his face, while
he probed between them with his lips and tongue. He found my asshole, kissed
it, and then he kept his open mouth glued to it while he penetrated me with his
tongue.


He
was as skilled at rimming as he was at fellatio. This was turning into a most
enjoyable session—for me, certainly; and, I was confident, for him, as well.


“Nyald
ki a seggem! [Lick my ass!]” I told him.


When
he’d finally had his fill of eating my ass, he pulled away, once again gasping
for breath, and he stood up.


“Let’s
go into the bedroom,” he said.


“Lead
the way.”











Chapter Three: Turnabout is Fair Play


 


He
picked up my lifting belt, and carried it into his bedroom, with me following
him.


He
turned on the lamp which was on the nightstand beside his bed. He stripped the
covers from the bed, bundling them up into a big ball, which he tossed
unceremoniously on the floor. He left the two pillows on the mattress, which
was still covered by a fitted bottom sheet.


It’s
odd, what details can stick in one’s memories, in such situations. I didn’t
take much notice of the bedroom décor, although its combination of elegance and
tidiness matched that of the living room. But I couldn’t miss the huge mirror,
measuring about six by five feet, which took up much of one wall. It was
positioned so that anyone standing near the bed, or lying on it, could see his
reflection—and his bedmate’s, if he had one. 


I
also did saw that the bottom sheet on the bed and the matching pillowcases were
heavy, soft-textured cotton, in a particularly vivid shade of lime green.  


The
lime green contrasted nicely with my john’s flesh tones, when he got on the
bed. He still had my lifting belt in his hand, but now he laid it almost
reverently on the mattress, beside him.


“Beat
my ass,” he pleaded. “Beat my ass with that big belt, and then fuck me. And
don’t be afraid to hit me hard—or to fuck me rough!” 


He
lay face down on the mattress, spread his arms and legs in a sort of X-shaped
pattern, and then he began rubbing the front of his body, and especially his
cock, against the mattress, moaning and grunting with pleasure at the friction
of the bottom sheet against his cock and balls, and with anticipation of what
it was about to do to him.


I
felt excited, to put it mildly. I was a whore, and I’d run across a few johns
who were kinky, in one way or another, and to a lesser or greater extent. But
it wasn’t every day that I hooked up with a good-looking guy my own age, who
wanted me to beat him. I suppose most of us have a bit of the latent sadist in
us, and he was certainly bringing it out in me.


I
wriggled out of my jockstrap, and, because he’d enjoyed it so much before, I
tossed it onto the pillow next to his face.


“Sniff
on that dirty, stinking jock of mine, if you want to, while I beat your ass,” I
invited him.


He
grabbed the jock, wadded it up in his hand, and pressed it to his face,
sniffing it as though it was saturated with some potent drug that could be
snorted.


“Fuck,
oh, fuck,” he moaned. “Your man smell—your man taste—!”


There
my trick was, naked, writhing around on his bed with his undeniably very hot,
muscular ass stuck high up in the air, just begging to be abused. So I let him
have it. Hard! I’m a fairly strong guy, of course—hell, I ought to be, from all
the weight I throw around down at gym!—and so, once I got the hang of applying
the belt to his butt, I started administering some real punishment. I swung
away at his behind and lambasted it for all I was worth.


The
wide leather belt bit savagely into his cringing ass cheeks, dyeing his
buttocks and thighs a vibrant red. But he didn’t protest, or ask me to stop.
No, he kept begging for more—which angered me, in a perverse way. Now, I wanted
to hit him so hard that he would beg me to stop, so that, instead, I
could refuse to let up on him. That would teach the fucking little
masochist a lesson!


I
switched the ends of the belt in mid-strapping, and I began to smack his ass
with the buckle end, of the long, narrow strip of leather which went through
the buckle. It was a big, heavy, square metal buckle, and he yelped each time
he felt it sting his already chafed and reddened flesh.


But—to
my disbelief, and my further annoyance—he loved it! The harder I hit him, the
more he wanted me to abuse his naked and vulnerable body. It was damned hard
work, beating him like that. After a while, I was pouring with sweat all over.
My chest heaved violently while I beat him, and I was uncomfortably aware of a
hot, tingling sensation inside my painfully rigid cock. This freak show was
turning me on, too! I was even hotter to fuck him than I’d been before
I’d found out just how much of a masochist the little bastard was.


Suddenly,
he turned over onto his back, gasping for breath, his teeth clenched in
ecstatic pain, his face dripping sweat. His dick looked huge—purplish-red and
swollen with pent-up lust. It was a beautiful piece of meat, really; and once
again I wondered why such an attractive guy thought he had to pay for sex.
Surely he could find lots of willing freebie tricks?


And
then he started pleading with me to hit his cock with the belt!


“Beat
my dick,” he repeated, breathlessly, staring up at me as though he was
imploring me—no, daring me—to do it. “Beat my dick with that fucking leather
belt of yours, if you’re man enough! Hurt me with it, you dirty whore. What’s
the matter—you’re not man enough to hand out a little real pain?”


He’d
made the mistake of genuinely pissing me off.


“I’ll
show you who’s man enough, you freaky little cocksucker!” I bellowed at him. I
raised the belt high as I spoke, and I savored the way he screwed up his face
in fear and anticipation. But I didn’t use the buckle on him this time, only
the leather—applying it directly to his cock and balls!


The
first blow I struck was a tentative one, impacting only lightly. But he choked
back a scream of pain.


“More?”
I asked him. “Or do you want to quit now, while you’re ahead?”


“More!
Don’t stop! Hit me again. I like it!”


I
pummeled his genitals with the belt … light, rapid strokes … delivering blow
after blow. He writhed to and fro on the bed, and he sucked in his breath in
deep, desperate-sounding gasps; but he didn’t ask me to stop. So I just went
right on strapping his sex organs with the belt. 


I
have to admit—he took his punishment like a man. Only a few whimpers escaped
from his lips while I beat him. Every now and then, he made a move as though to
double himself up, in an instinctive and involuntary gesture of
self-protection; but each time, he checked the motion and straightened himself
out again, continuing to expose himself to my abuse.


At
last, though, I dealt him an especially stinging blow. He yelped, and he
twisted himself away from me, bringing his knees up toward his midsection, and
putting both of his hands down to his groin to cup and shield his genitals.


“No,
that’s enough! Please!” he cried. “Please!”


I
desisted. “All right.” I welcomed the brief respite, myself. I was breathing
hard, and I was quite literally dripping with sweat, which I could feel running
down my body and raining down in droplets onto the floor around my feet.


He
rolled back onto his belly, once again spread-eagling himself.


“Now
fuck me,” he pleaded. “Shove your cock up my ass!”


“Lube?”
I inquired.


“Top
drawer of the nightstand.”


I
slid the drawer open. I saw the tube of lubricant, but no condoms.


“You
want me to use a rubber?” I asked.


“No.
Fuck me raw. Breed my hole.”


I
smeared some of the lubricant onto my erection. And then I got on top of him
and I let him have it—raw, the way he’d asked for it. I pushed my cock through
his yielding sphincter opening and all the way up inside his ass, in one fierce
thrust. He took it, uncomplainingly. Settling down comfortable on top of him, I
began to hump him.


He
was a good, hot fuck. He moaned and squirmed under me. He had a way of flexing
his sphincter around me, and squeezing and relaxing his inner anal muscles in
rapid succession, that made it feel as though I had a guy’s thumb and
forefinger encircling my cockshaft, and pinching it repeatedly. He seemed
determined to milk the cum out of me with that talented ass of his.


“Fuck
me, fuck me,” he kept begging me. “Pound my hole. Use it. Take me, rape me. Do
it rough, do it hard. Hurt me with that big, hard cock of yours! Fuck me, fuck
me!”


I
pride myself on my stamina. I’ve trained myself, while fucking another guy, to
keep my dick hard and keep pounding away inside him, nonstop, for a long as
possible, before I come. (Assuming, of course, that the other guy wants
to be the recipient of that kind of a long, rough fuck. But trust me—most of
them do!)


But
this hot-assed son of a bitch was too much for me. After about ten minutes of
sheer anal-erotic ecstasy, I blew my wad. I shot my full load of hot, wet seed
deep into my john’s smoldering ass; and, as I did so, I felt like the most
sexually satisfied stud in Hungary.


I
pulled out of him. I got off the bed and stood up beside it, stretching myself,
fighting to recover my breath. He lay there on the bed, face down, shuddering
from head to foot.


“I
wasn’t too rough on you, was I?” I asked him—belatedly, I realized.


“Oh,
no, not at all,” he assured me. “That was wonderful … it was exactly what I
wanted you to do to me.”


“That’s
good. Did you come?”


“No,
not yet.”


“If
you’d like to come now, just say the word. And let me know how I can help you,”
I volunteered. “I can give you a hand job … suck you … or—?” I glanced around
the bedroom. “In the meanwhile, do you have a towel around here, anywhere?”


“I
can get you one from the bathroom. But, no. I don’t want you to wipe your cock
off. I want to suck it again. I want to clean it off with my mouth. I want to
taste my ass on your cock.” He quickly turned over, and sat up on the bed.
“Wait.” He picked up the jockstrap, and handed it to me. “Put this back on,
first. Let your cock rub against it. Get it even dirtier.”


He
was kinky!


I
was still standing beside the bed. My cock had lost none of its rigidity,
post-ejaculation; it jutted out in front of my groin. I pulled on the
jockstrap, which pulled my cock and balls up, and I pressed my cockshaft
against my flat, hard stomach. The tip of my cockhead peeked out from below the
waistband of the athletic supporter. My john sat motionless on the bed for a
moment, staring covetously at the bulge my genitals made inside the pouch of
the jock. Then, with a hand that trembled slightly, he reached for it.


            His
ass had in fact been quite clean. He may have been one of those guys who
douched regularly, in anticipation of being fucked. My cock was smeared with
the lube and my cum, but it wasn’t really dirty. Nonetheless, he seemed excited
by the prospect of sucking it, right after it had been inside his ass. But he
delayed his pleasure for a moment, rubbing his palm over my cock and balls
through the jockstrap.


“Oh,
you’re still so hard,” he marveled. “Even after fucking me, even after coming
in me, your cock is still hard. But of course you’re hard everywhere. Your
whole body … all of those muscles—!”


“So
you like my body, huh?” I taunted him. “And you like my cock?” I specified,
shoving my hard-on at him.


“I
love it!” he moaned.


“You
want that dick that’s just fucked you in your mouth, do you?”


“Yes!”


“Then
start sucking,” I told him. 


I
was getting turned on by the prospect of getting into some sort of a domination
scene with this sexy young number. I felt flushed from sexual excitement, and
when I glanced at my reflection in the mirror, I confirmed that my skin was
turning a rosy pink. I was hyperaware of every pore of my hot, sweating skin.
I’m sure that my john could smell my sweat and my body odor, every time he
inhaled. But, far from being repulsed by my grubby condition, he was definitely
getting off on it.


With
a suppressed cry of excitement, he lunged forward on the bed toward me, and he captured
between his lips the thick bulge my cock made in the pouch of the athletic
supporter. His fingers juggled my balls through the elastic fabric of the
pouch, and then he pushed the pouch to one side and freed my cock from the
jock. He eased the tip of my bloated prick past his tongue and sucked it deep
into his mouth, moaning with pleasure when my meat filled his mouth and
throbbed against his open, gaping lips, which now surrounded the very base of
the shaft.


I
spread my legs wide and I bit my lip while I enjoyed the hot, wet pressure of
his mouth working on my prick. He was a good cocksucker. He knew how to use his
tongue to lick every bit of a man’s penis, while he applied a strong, steady
suction from deep in his throat to milk the glans.


I
put my hands on his bare shoulders, and pulled him closer to me, ramming the
full length of my erection down his throat—really fucking my horny john’s sexy
face with my rigid iron. Seeing him, naked and servile, kneeling before me with
my meat choking him, really aroused me.


I
suddenly wrenched myself free of his arms, only to spin around, bend over, and
push my exposed ass into his face.


“Rim
it, motherfucker,” I ordered him, harshly.


I
was deliberately being very rough with him, because I was curious to find out
exactly much of such treatment he would take. He didn’t disappoint me. He
rimmed me, all right—without hesitation, and as though he was genuinely hungry
for my ass. The taste of my hole seemed to intoxicate him; grunting, he buried
his face between my buttocks, kissed my pucker with his open lips, and darted
his tongue in and out of my flexing anal aperture.


There’s
nothing quite like the feeling of a dedicated, insatiable tongue worming its
wet, slippery way deep between your butt cheeks, through your sphincter, and in
and of your asshole. Watching the two of us in the big mirror—my hulking figure
so strongly contrasted to the john’s smaller, lither frame—I gripped my cock in
my leather-gloved fist and I began to jerk off slowly, to keep myself fully
erect and to intensify the pleasure the hot ass-sucking was giving me.


Not
for the first time, I almost allowed myself to forget that this was a
commercial transaction, that I was providing a service for a fee. With this hot
little dude eating my ass so eagerly, so unselfishly, I was really beginning to
enjoy my work!


The
guy’s tongue in my ass was getting me hot back in there. Even though it was,
strictly speaking, a deviation from conventional leather sex rules, I wanted a
cock up there, too. I wasn’t too worried about bending the unwritten
regulations a bit. After all, this could hardly be described as an orthodox
scene in the first place!


“Have
you ever fucked a guy with a body like mine?” I asked him, in all immodesty.


He
interrupted his licking of my ass long enough to answer. “No. You’re perfect.
So big and hard … all those muscles,” he moaned.


“How’d
you like to fuck me?” I reached for his dick and found it stiff and
straining, moist with pre-cum at the tip, throbbing ferociously within my
gloved fist. It felt like a suitable tool for the job I had in mind. “Do you
think you’re man enough to fuck a real muscle stud like me?”


“Yeah,”
he groaned, his breath hot and moist against my buttocks as he spat out the
single word between two licks of his tongue into my sphincter.


“But
with me dominating you while you fuck me,” I suggested. “That could be kind of
interesting—kind of kinky.”


“Yeah!”
he repeated, more excitedly.


I
reached behind and under myself to slap his face—none too gently.


“Keep
licking and sucking my ass,” I instructed him. “Get it nice and relaxed … wide
open for your dick. This is your lucky night, buddy. You’re going to fuck a
muscle man.”


He
pressed his face between my buttocks and his lips and tongue worked frantically
on my asshole. It was such a hot rim job that I hated for it to end. But, after
luxuriating in the oral-contact for a few more minutes, I finally wrenched
myself away from him.


“Okay,
that’s enough of that—for now. Get on that fucking bed!” I ordered him, with an
authoritative edge to my voice.


He
obeyed immediately, obviously delighted at being given commands.


I
licked my fingers, wetting them with my saliva, and then I closed them around
his cock and began to play with it. Like me, he was uncircumcised, which I prefer
in my sex partners, and I watched the foreskin rolling up over the swollen head
of his dick while I pumped my fist up and down on it, rather roughly. He
moaned, and I began to feel more comfortable in my dominant role. So I grasped
his face firmly in my other hand, turning it from side to side as though he
were indeed a slave I was thinking about buying at a slave market. Coolly,
appraisingly, I ran my fingers down my arms, felt his pectoral muscles, his
thighs, his ass—all impersonally, and almost disdainfully, although I had to
admit—grudgingly—that he had a very nice build, for a non-bodybuilder. I
caressed his chest, pinching his nipples hard, and I poked the tip of one
finger between his ass cheeks. All the while, I kept rubbing my naked body
against his, to tantalize him. I continued to masturbate him, too, but with a
deliberately lighter grip, so that there was no danger of him coming before I
wanted him to.


I
was too horny to deny myself anal satisfaction for any longer. I had to have
his cock up my own demanding ass. And so I took what I wanted. I slowly sat
down on him, feeding his rampant prick inch by torturous, teasing inch up into
my hot, tight asshole. As I forced his dick inside me, he whimpered loudly,
clenching his fists. His cockshaft plugged my butt.


I
squatted over him and I began rocking my hips back and forth, fucking myself
into oblivion on his potent young stud prick, appropriating it for my own
selfish pleasure, and ignoring my john’s desires for the time being. Not that
my fucker seemed to mind! I was giving him a good, hot, sweaty ride, and his
stifled cries and squirming movements beneath me all too clearly betrayed his
violent excitement.


“You’re
fucking a bodybuilder,” I reminded him. “How’s it feel? What’s it like to have
your cock shoved up that muscle ass of mine?”


“Good—oh,
so good! You’re getting me so hot, so turned on. I can’t stand it. I think I’m
going to come!”


“Not
until I let you.”


I
leaned forward and pinned him down on the mattress by his shoulders, moving my
ass up and down and from side to side on his cock, so that it rammed deep into
me but was forced to twist and bend at painful angles inside my hole. But I
didn’t mind the discomfort. I felt only frantic pleasure, as my ass spasmed
wildly and greedily around my john’s big, thick cock!


While
I rode him, he stared up at me. He saw me leaning over him, holding his
shoulders down on the bed with my gloved hands. He trembled violently under my
muscular weight as I humped my ass down against his groin to bury every
inflexible inch of his prick in my hungry asshole. Then he started making
deliberately half-hearted and futile efforts to struggle out from under me.


“I
don’t want to come,” he protested.


“Sure
you do.”


“Make
me,” he whispered, looking me directly in the eyes. I had rarely seen such
desperate need in a sex partner’s face. “Make me shoot my load!”


“No
problem.”


I
began to tighten and relax my sphincter muscle very rapidly, squeezing it
around the shaft of my fucker’s cock as hard as I could each time. This
contraction technique rarely failed literally to squeeze the jism out of a
guy’s dick, and it didn’t let me down on this occasion. My trick gaped at me,
as though he was in shock. He gasped. He stared up at me, at my face, with an
incredulous expression on his handsome features, as though he didn’t know what
had hit him.


When
he tried to reach up and grab hold of my pecs, I seized his wrists in my hands
and pushed his arms back down, pinning them to the bed.


“Please,”
he gasped. “Let me touch your body—your muscles—!”


“Not
now,” I taunted him.


“Please,
oh, please!”


He
twisted his powerful young body to and fro under me, so that his flesh,
lubricated by our mingled sweat, slid freely against mine.


“Lie
still,” I warned him.


“Please
let me touch you!” he begged, still squirming, still rubbing himself up against
me.


I
only bore down on his crotch harder forcing every inch of his pulsating cock
deep into my ass, and as I did so, I flexed my shitter for all it was worth. I
felt his fuck tool flinch and quiver inside my heated rectum as it probed my
anal depths. Finally, though when I thought I could detected genuine
frustration on his face—when I sensed that the exciting masochistic element in
our furious sex play had reached its peak, and if I prolonged it, it might turn
into real anguish for my partner—only then did I let go of his wrists.


“All
right,” I told him, casually. “Go ahead and touch me, all you want.”


He
made the most of it—I’d never seen anybody move so fast, certainly not with
another man sitting on him, impaled on his cock! With frenzied eagerness, he
grabbed my shoulders and pulled me down, lifting his head at the same time,
until his face was crushed against my chest. He licked and sucked on each of my
nipples in turn, and then he attacked my armpits with his lips and tongue, too.
His hands slid down my torso until they found and caressed my protruding prick,
which was dribbling a steady thread of pre-cum from the slit in its tip. And
then his hands flew around behind me, to my ass, squeezing my buttocks,
massaging and kneading them. All the while, I rocked on him, still fucking
myself on his seemingly tireless cock.


The
bed shook under us so violently that I expected it to self-destruct at any
moment; but still we fucked on. Both of us were panting for breath, and
sweating profusely from the effort of our sexual combat. I turned my head and
glanced at our reflections in the mirror on the wall. It was a hot sight—as
good as anything I’d ever seen in a porn video!


“Oh,
God! Mindjárt elmegyek! [I’m coming!]” my john cried. He sounded
almost frightened by the prospect.


“Do
it,” I urged him. “Shoot in my ass!”


I
increased my pelvic gyrations, and my asshole bit down around his cockshaft and
held onto it, without flexing or relaxing its grip. He made wild whimpering
noises as he licked and sucked and bit my nipples again. I felt his cock swell
and spasm and spurt deep inside me, and his hips and buttocks jerked, providing
the force behind his ejaculation. He tore his mouth away from my aching nipple and
let out a hoarse shout of raw, orgasmic agony, tossing and heaving under me. He
came and came inside my convulsing ass, bringing me off at the same moment. My
cock exploded. My frothy white jism flew out in blobs, raining down upon his
chest and throat; a couple of wads even landed on his face and in his hair. 


He
got one wad in his open, gaping mouth, and his throat worked in desperate,
anxious swallowing motions. Our ejaculations went on and on, until I literally
couldn’t take it any longer, and I forced my anus to relax and stop milking his
prick dry—although it continued to blast its hot sperm into me. The last few
bursts of his semen drenched the hairy, sweaty crack of my ass after my body
slipped off his cock. At last he subsided, and his limbs with limp, his face
purple and turned aside on the rubber-cased pillow—which was running with
sweat, as was everything else all around us. He looked completely drained, and
he was probably starting to feel a little embarrassed about what we’d done—as a
lot of johns do, once they’ve ejaculated.


But
I wasn’t quite satisfied. The session had turned me on so much that I knew I
had to come again, before we were finished.


“I
want to come again,” I informed him.


“Can
you?”


“Of
course,” I said, with insouciance. “Want to help me?”


“How?”


“I’ll
show you.” I freed myself from his dripping cock, and, with some difficulty, I
managed to shift my position. Even though I was used to doing squats at the
gym, my knees felt a bit stiff after my long ride on him. “I want you to suck
your cum out of my ass. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? I’ll sit on your face,
and you can rim me again, like you did before. You can lick out my ass with
that hot mouth and tongue of yours.”


He
looked a bit apprehensive, but he didn’t object, or move. I got astride him
again, and moved up until my knees were on either side of his head. My asshole,
wet and glistening with his own freshly deposited semen, hovered a few inches
above his mouth.


I
lowered my butt cheeks onto his face and pressed my recently fucked asshole
firmly against his panting lips. He must have been tired after the long workout
we’d just had together; but he did his best to satisfy me. His tongue burrowed
deep into my ass, and he began to lick me greedily, groaning with obvious
pleasure at the taste of my hole. Once again, I watched in the mirror, enjoying
the sight as well as the feel of his agile tongue busily licking its way
through my anal pucker and tickling the lining of my anus. 


I
rocked to and fro, sliding my ass over the guy’s open, slavering mouth, while
he tried so hard to please me. I felt my excitement grow steadily, and I moved
faster and rubbed myself against his lips more insistently, feeling all of my
muscles, but especially those in my groin, tensing up, until my back was arched
and rigid, my teeth were clenched, and my gloved hands shot down to pull my
rimmer’s face even tighter against my seething anal opening.


“Suck
my ass, you fucking freak!” I bellowed, like a bull on a rutting rampage. “Get
that fucking tongue of yours all the way up in there and clean out my ass! Can
you taste it? Can you taste your own cum in my ass?”


He
couldn’t answer—not with my butt jammed against his face like that.
Frantically, his tongue worked inside me, swabbing out my hole.


And
then, abruptly, I came again, without even touching my cock. I could hear
myself making smothered sounds of delight in my throat as my sperm flew out of
me and deposited itself in wet puddles on the bed. It was a quick, low-velocity
ejaculation, compared to the one I’d had while riding my john’s cock. But it
was very intense and satisfying.


When
my prick had stopped shooting, I quickly released him, suddenly aware that I
must’ve half-suffocated him in my frenzied excitement. But, once again, he
didn’t seem to mind what I had done to him. 


On
the contrary, lying there, looking spent, he praised me.


“Oh,
that was so good!” he declared. “So damn good. You’re incredible. You’re the
best—” He hesitated.


I
suspected he was going to say something like, You’re the best whore I’ve
picked up in a long time. I’d have been willing to accept that in
the spirit in which it was no doubt intended, as a compliment. But he caught
himself. 


“That
was the best sex I’ve had in a long time,” he said, instead.


“I’m
glad you enjoyed yourself.” I glanced at the alarm clock on the nightstand. I’d
been in his apartment for two and a half hours. I didn’t begrudge him the
additional thirty minutes, and I certainly had no intention of being crass
enough to charge him for them. “Ah … is there anything else I
can do for you?” I knew that asking the question made me sound incongruously
like a sales clerk, waiting on a customer in a department store. But there was
always the possibility of reopening negotiations, for another two hour session,
or even overnight.


On
this occasion, though, I’d done my job only too well. My john was sated.


“No,
thanks. I’m worn out,” he confessed, happily.


“Do
you mind if I clean up a little?”


“Of
course not. Take a shower, if you want to.”


“I
think I will. Where’s the bathroom?”


He
gestured. “That way, down the hall, on the right. Everything you need should be
in there. Help yourself.”


“Thanks.”


I
went into his bathroom and stood under a hot shower for a long time, not even
having the energy to soak myself at first, but finally giving myself a thorough
scrubbing amidst the steam. After drying myself with a clean towel, I dusted
myself with talcum powder, and then I inspected his quite extensive collection
of men’s colognes. I selected a bottle and splashed some of on myself. It had
an intriguing light, citrusy scent.


When
I returned to the bedroom, he had aroused himself, but barely. He’d slipped on
a bathrobe, and he was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking a bit dazed and
fucked out—but contentedly so.


He
smiled at me. “Did you enjoy your shower?”


“I
did, as a matter of fact.”


“I
almost hate to see you put your clothes back on. But … I have to get some
sleep. I have to go in to work tomorrow.”


I
knew that this was his polite way of dismissing me—telling me that it was time
for me to leave.


“So
do I,” I said.


I
retrieved my gloves, jockstrap, and lifting belt, and went into the living
room. I put the items of workout gear back in my gym bag and zipped it up. Then
I picked up my scattered clothes.


He
had followed me.


“Excuse
me,” he said, as I started to get dressed. “I forgot something.”


He
went back into the bedroom, but he was gone for no more than a minute or two.
When he returned, he had an envelope in his hand.


“Here
you are,” he said, handing me the envelope. “Your money—and a little extra.”


“Thank
you.” I pocketed the envelope, without inspecting its contents.


He
escorted me through the living room, to the door. There, he hesitated, and then
he kissed me—on the lips, lightly and tenderly. I got the impression that he
didn’t always kiss his casual sex partners, and certainly not most of the
hustlers he picked up.


“I
want to see you again,” he said. “May I? Please. I have to see you
again.”


“Of
course. I’ll give you my cell phone number. Any time you have twenty thousand
forints to spare, you just give me and a call, and I’ll come here. It’ll be a
lot safer for you than hanging out at the train station. Think of it as an
investment—an investment in your physical and mental health. When you
look at it, I’m a hell of lot cheaper than a therapist.”


I
gave him my number, and he kissed me again, before he let me out.


In
the elevator on the way down, I opened the envelope. It contained not only my
twenty-five thousand forints, but an extra ten thousand—a generous tip.


Instead
of catching a bus home, I decided I could splurge, and catch a cab. It had been
a most satisfactory and profitable evening. Best of all, I was sure I had a new
regular customer, to add to my list.
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Synopsis:


A
young Hungarian bodybuilder travels from his home town to Budapest to
participate in a physique contest. Adding to Emeric’s excitement and
anticipation, the guest poser at the event will be none other than one of his
idols, American bodybuilding legend John Patrick Dawley. Emeric would be
thrilled just to have a chance to meet Dawley and exchange a few words with
him. But the muscular Hungarian lad ends up as the lucky recipient of much
more. Not only does John Patrick go out of his way to befriend Emeric—he scraps
his original plans to sample Budapest’s gay nightlife, in order to spend some
time one-on-one with his young admirer. A private posing session in John
Patrick’s hotel room leads to an explosive collision of hard muscle against
hard muscle. No holds are barred in this very private physique contest. But
both participants emerge from it as winners.


 


Excerpt:


“Please,”
I groaned. “Oh, please, John Patrick—please let me do all of those
things to you! Please let me worship your body, your muscles—!”


“I
want to worship yours, too. Come here, buddy,” he urged. “Come here and take
care of me. And if you do a good job … then I’ll take care of you, just as
good. I promise.”


It
was though I was hypnotized, and acting involuntarily. I slid off the edge of
the bed, onto the floor, and I crawled quickly on my hands and knees toward
John Patrick’s feet. Once I was between his legs, I ran my hands slowly up from
his ankles to his crotch, and then higher, over his belly, up to his pecs, to
his nipples. He sucked in his breath in a faint, hoarse rasp. His dick bobbed
close to my face, throbbing with lustful pressure only inches from my slavering
mouth.


“Yeah,
that’s what I like,” he told me, in a voice that had suddenly gone husky with
barely pent-up lust. “A gorgeous young muscle stud, down on his knees in front
of me, getting ready to service me … getting ready to worship me. That’s
what you want, isn’t it, baby? My body … and my cock. Look at my fucking cock,
look at how hard it is. Damn! I’m dripping cum already, you’ve got me so
fucking turned on, kid!” He tensed, and he let out a faint, stifled groan. “Get
to work,” he whispered. But it wasn’t a command. It sounded more like a plea.


I
got to work.


I
began, methodically, to do everything he had mentioned. I kissed his feet,
without hesitation, without shame. I licked them. I made my way slowly up past
his ankles to his legs, kissing and licking his calf muscles, the backs of his
knees, his thighs … kneeling on the carpeted floor, I twisted my body around
his lower extremities, like a python encircling and entrapping its prey. I
caressed his flesh not only with my lips and tongue, but of course with my
hands as well, touching every part of his body that I could reach. At one
point, while I was kissing John Patrick’s belly, marveling at the resilience of
his tight abdominal muscles, I reached up to his chest. I captured his huge
pecs in my palms, and I brushed my fingertips back and forth over the large,
stiff cones of his nipples.


He
emitted that same muffled groan of pleasure. He grabbed my wrists, raised my
hands to his lips, and he began to kiss and lick my hands … sucking my fingers
inside his mouth, one by one, sometimes two at a time, and slurping on them.


Moaning,
I rubbed my face against his crotch, letting his cock and balls press against
my cheek.


“Look
at how hard my cock is,” he whispered.


I
couldn’t just see it; I could feel it—the potent bulk of that
erection, slapping against my face like a deadly phallic weapon. It was so
big that I began to wonder whether I could fit it all inside my mouth without
choking on it!


But
I was soon to find out.


“Are
you going to suck it?” he whispered.


“If
you want me to.” I was so much in awe of him that what I wanted no
longer seemed to matter.  


“Oh,
I do want you to. But don’t worry. I plan to reciprocate. I intend to
reciprocate big time, with interest! Suck mine, and I’ll suck yours. And
that’ll be just for starters.”


 


 


My Muscle Mentors


 


Synopsis:


A
young Hungarian bodybuilder recalls his early experiences in the iron game. By
his own admission, Emeric is obsessed with weight training. As he develops his
physique, he begins to attract admirers. Some of these men are fellow
bodybuilders. Others just like muscle. And who can blame them?


 


Excerpt:


Gyula
slipped his finger out of my ass and tugged on my cock. “Get on the bed with
me, man,” he whispered. “Let’s get comfortable, and do it right.”


I
got onto the bed beside him, and he put his arms around me, kissing me
furiously on the mouth. Our legs locked, and he slowly rolled me into the
mattress on my back. Breaking the kiss, he scrambled down between my legs. I
thought he was going to suck me again; but instead he reached in under my knees
and lifted both of my legs from the bed, placing them over his shoulders.


“What
are you going to do?” I asked.


“I
want to fuck you, buddy!”


My
whole body tensed. “Hell, no!” I protested. “I don’t think I want to try that.
Let’s just suck each other, the way we were doing—okay?”


He
shook his head. “I want your ass,” he informed me, bluntly. “You’ve got me too
worked up. I want to get my dick inside you. I want to shoot my jism into that
hot, tight little asshole of yours!”


“Baszd
meg! [Fuck off!]” I exclaimed.


I
reached out and placed my palm on his stomach to hold him back as he drew
closer, his cock swinging down toward my upraised butt.


“Don’t
you like me? I thought we were friends,” he said, in a reproachful tone of
voice.


“I
like you just fine. I don’t want you to fuck me, that’s all.”


“Aw,
you’re just nervous. There’s no need to be. You’re afraid it’s going to hurt.
Trust me, it won’t. My cock is big, but it isn’t that big.”


It
looked plenty damn big to me!


“You
talk as if you’ve done this before,” I accused him.


“I
have. Lots of times.”


“Fene!
[Damn!] Did those other guys like it?”


“You
bet they did. And you’re going to like it, too.”


“I’m
not so sure. I’ve never been fucked before.”


“No
time like the present, then,” he suggested, glibly. His eyes glittered with
excitement, and he remained poised in readiness to penetrate me, making no
motion to put my legs back down onto the bed. “It didn’t hurt when I had my
finger inside your butt, did it? No,” he said, with a laugh, not giving me a
chance to answer. “You said you liked how that felt. But you can’t imagine how
good it’s going to feel to have my cock in there instead. Christ, I can
remember the first time I got fucked! I thought I’d go out of my mind. I came
all over the place. I never wanted the guy to take it out of me!”


What
he was saying was true. I had enjoyed the sensation of his finger
tingling inside my ass, and if his cock would have the same effect on me, then
I would risk it. I told myself that I could surely overcome my fear. 


“All
right,” I said. “I’ll give it a try … if you really want us to.”


“Now
you’re talking!” He bent forward and kissed me hard on the mouth. Then he knelt
back, and he lifted my legs higher. I saw him dribble a puddle of saliva onto
his palm, and then he spread it over the head of his cock and down the entire
length of the shaft. He repeated the gesture twice, until his dick gleamed with
a slippery wetness.


“Don’t
tense up when you feel it going in you,” he advised me, bending his cock down
to my asshole. “Just try to relax, and it’ll go in nice and easy … you’ll see.”


I
wanted to get fucked. I had to find out what it would feel like to have another
man’s cock inside me! I told myself that it couldn’t be so bad, if other guys
did it. The thick head of Gyula’s stud prick pressed against my pucker. I
clenched my teeth tightly together and I grabbed a handful of the sheet,
twisting it around my fist, when he began to push himself inside me. I felt a
blinding pain rip through my asshole as he wedged the head of his cock through
it! I tried to use my other hand to push him back; but he shoved my hand away
and he continued to press down onto me—and into me.


“Franc!
[Hell!]” I grunted. “Oh, God! Gyula, don’t! It’s too fucking big!  Take
it out, please! It’s hurting me!”


“Relax,”
he growled, his voice sounding almost angry. “Don’t be such a goddamn pussy!
You’re fighting it—that’s the only reason it hurts.”


I
did my best to slacken my tense anal muscles. When he pushed forward again, I
felt my anus loosening—and, to my amazement, after a moment I had to admit that
he was right. It didn’t hurt … in fact, it felt great!


“There,”
Gyula declared, with audible satisfaction. His body rested solidly against the
backs of my thighs, and his prick was jammed up my ass to the hilt, filling me
completely with his pulsating manhood. “I’m in you. I’m all the way in
you. How does it feel now?”


“Good,”
I moaned. I reached up and put my hand around his neck, bringing his face down
to mine. “It feels good, man!” Groaning, I tightened my asshole around the bulk
of his prickshaft, as an experiment. As I did so, I felt the thick tool buried
in my butt twitch in response to the sudden, extra pressure I had exerted upon
it. “Fuck me, Gyula!” I told my buddy. “Go ahead. Oh, God, Gyula—go ahead and
fuck me!”
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