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Author’s Foreword


Muscles—flexing, straining, bulging—swollen, hard and
inflexible, under skin flushed with body heat and wet with sweat. Is there
anything quite so exciting? So purely masculine? So male?


So sexual?


I certainly don’t think so. But then, I’m prejudiced.


I admit it—I’m a muscle freak. Always have been,
always will be. A hot, Herculean body, naked, pressed up again mine—that’s
guaranteed to get me really going, and to tap the sperm from my testicles. I’m
never so aroused, so sexually satisfied, as I am when I’m shooting my jism all
over another bodybuilder’s hard, inflexible physique.


At Alcoholics Anonymous meetings, one declares to the
assembled group that “My name is So-and-So, and I’m an alcoholic.” I suppose,
in my case, I’d have to admit that “My name is Emeric Varady, and I’m a muscle
addict.” I’d go on to confess that I love training hard, working my muscles,
pushing them past their limits, seeing them grow larger and harder virtually
while I watch—and that I also love having hot, uninhibited, no holds barred,
sex with other muscular men. I’m a muscle slut, in short, and an unrepentant
one. Can’t help it!


My problem is that, unlike most addicts, I don’t
really want to change. I’m having too much fun, having sex with other well-built,
well-hung, horny gym rats!


I’m surely too young to even think about
writing my memoirs. To paraphrase a lyric from a certain American musical,
“I’ve still got a lot of living to do.” And a lot of lusting, too—or so I
fervently hope!


But my erotic fiction is almost invariably drawn from
my own, real life experiences, and from those of my friends. As I’ve been known
to quip—only the names and certain identifying details have been changed, in
order to protect the reputations of the horny! (And in order to avoid lawsuits
for libel.) I flatter myself that I’m reasonably discreet, as sex pigs go.


Still, I’m often asked the same questions, over and
over again. For example:


When did you first realize you were gay?


When did you have your first gay sexual experience?
And with whom?


Did you enjoy it?
(A rhetorical question, if I’ve ever heard one! What gay man doesn’t enjoy his
first time?)


What other well-known bodybuilders have
you had sex with?


When did you start doing nude modeling
work?


How did you first get into the escorting
business? (Or, put more bluntly, “When and how did
you decide to become a male whore?”)


What’s it like to have sex in exchange for
money?


When and how did you break into the gay
porn business? Can you help me to get into it, too?


Do you have a lover? Do you want one? How
can I audition for the job?


Is your sex life anything like what you
write about, in your dirty books? Or do you just have
an overactive imagination?


Are you as wild in bed as you seem to be
in all of those videos of yours, or is that just acting?


Are you on steroids? Other drugs?


Do you only like to fuck other muscular
men, or can you get off on skinny guys, too? How about guys who are fat, or
otherwise out of shape?


This one is often asked by foreigners: Why are so
many young Hungarian men, whether they’re gay or straight, so willing and eager
to perform in gay porn? Is there something in the water in your country?


How can I (a.) hire you for an hour; (b.)
for all night; (c.) for an entire weekend; (d.) buy your used jockstrap; (e.)
buy other items of your used workout gear; (f.) purchase an autographed nude
photo of you; (g.) purchase an autographed copy of one of your porn videos;
(h.) lick the sweat off your body; (i.) drink your piss; (j.) worship your
hard-muscled, naked body in general, and be your sex slave?
(Men contact me and make other inquiries, but I think that about covers the
basics.)


Does your family know what you do? What do
they think about it?


Do you kiss your mother with that mouth of
yours?


Have you no shame? (The
answer to that one, at least, is easy. “Not much.”)


In this book, I will attempt to answer some, if not
all, of these questions. After all, a guy has to leave something to the
imagination.


I will promise one thing. These particular anecdotes
have not been fictionalized. Some names have been changed, to protect
the identities of my partners in crime, so to speak (more accurately, my
partners in sin). But, except for that, everything narrated here took place
exactly as I have described it. This is the uncensored, unvarnished, and
unembarrassed truth. Warts and all!


Maybe I haven’t always been a person deserving of
admiration, or a worthy role model for other young men to emulate. But I’ve
never aspired to that. I’m just a small-town boy, after all, who left my home
town of Debrecen in eastern Hungary to seek my fortune here in the big, bad
city of Budapest. My ambition was to earn my living at an honest, nine-to-five
job, while developing my physique in my spare time and competing first as an
amateur, and then as a pro bodybuilder. My goal, which once seemed unrealistic
and unattainable, was to win someday the title of Mr. Hungary. I couldn’t see
past that.


As things turned out, I did become Mr. Hungary,
and that was only the beginning. My physique opened other doors to me, and I
took advantage of these opportunities. Maybe I’ve made some selfish, impulsive,
and unwise choices along the way (translation: I’ve whored around, big time!),
but I’ve never gone out of my way deliberately to hurt anybody. In fact, I
think I can say that I’ve given a lot of pleasure to a lot of men.


Thanks, as always, to my translator, Sandor Vass.
Sandor and I have been friends for so long that we have no secrets from each
other. In fact, when I first told my buddy about this particular manuscript, he
panicked.


“There’s nothing about me in this new book of
yours, is there?” he asked.


I couldn’t resist the temptation to tease him a
little. “Oh, whole chapters,” I assured him, breezily. “Starting with how you
and I first met. And going all the way to that sex party we went to last
weekend. You know, the one where you bet that anything and anyone I could do,
you could do better—?”


Sandor, aghast, let out a squeal of protest—which,
coming from such a big, butch guy, was rather comical to hear. “Now, you listen
here, Steroids for Brains,” he blustered, addressing me by one of the many
tender nicknames we have for each other. “I was drunk that night—”


“Which may have lowered your inhibitions, but it sure
did nothing to impair your potency. You were quite the asshole bandit, as I
recall. The life of the party.”


“If you write one word about what went on at
that goddamn gangbang—!”


“Oh, relax,” I told him. “When I write about your
peccadillos, buddy, I’ll devote an entire book to the subject. I’d have to, to
do you justice. Come to think of it, a book about you might not be such
a bad idea. I can see it now. And I know what the perfect title would be. Bilingual
and Bisexual—The Memoirs of a Bodybuilder with Brains, as well as Brawn. It’s
got a nice alliterative ring to it.”


I was quite pleased with myself, for having come up
with that idea. Now I have something to hold over Sandor’s head, to keep him in
line. [Translator’s note: In your dreams, Varady, you muscle-headed
son of a bitch! You can kiss my ass!]


In the meanwhile, I hope you enjoy these reminiscences
of mine. They may not be morally elevating (nor are they intended to be), but
they are, I believe, down to earth.
















 


Chapter One: Drunk on My Spunk


I suppose every gay guy has a coming out story to
tell. Such narratives tend to fall into one of two broad categories. There’s the
standard “I was young and innocent, when I was seduced by a more experienced
older man” scenario. And then there’s the equally classic “My buddy and I
started to fool around together” tale. In my case, it was the latter.


Zdenek and I grew up together, in our home town of
Debrecen. We went to school together. There, we played on the same sports
teams—we swam competitively, and we played soccer. With our coaches’
encouragement, we both developed an interest in weight training. Pumping iron
made us bigger and stronger, and better athletes. Some young guys just know,
from the first moment they heft a free weight, that they’ve embarked upon a lifelong
obsession. Zdenek and I were like that.


Zdenek, like me, was a big guy, with good genetics and
a naturally sturdy build. His muscles responded well to weight training. He had
a very fair, ruddy, pink-cheeked complexion, and a thick shock of wheat-colored
blond hair. He looked kind of boyish—younger than his years. To be perfectly
honest, he could look kind of clueless and dopey, too. I don’t mean this in a
bad way, but it was true. Zdenek was a great guy, and a loyal friend to me, but
he wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, so to speak. There was an innocence
about him which was undeniably appealing.


In contrast to Zdenek’s bland, blond, boyish good
looks, I was dark, sultry, and somewhat saturnine. I flattered myself that I
was rather sexy. I couldn’t help it—somehow, from a very early age, I simply
seemed to project a mature sexuality, well beyond my actual years. It was a
fraud, in a sense, because at first I wasn’t all that experienced. Once I lost
my virginity, though, I began to make up for lost time, and I definitely
learned fast!


The irony was that, back in those days,
innocent-looking Zdenek was in fact the more experienced of the two of us, by
far. We were close—but one night I found out that my buddy had been keeping
certain secrets from me.


We trained together regularly, at the gym we both
belonged to, and we hung out together in our spare time. Both of us soon became
addicted to our weight training. Most Hungarian boys our age idolized professional
soccer players, to the extent that they could get into brawls while debating
the relative merits of the teams and players they supported. Zdenek and I liked
soccer as much as anybody, but our heroes and role models were
professional bodybuilders.


Each of us had his favorite. Zdenek was obsessed by a
famous American bodybuilder, but I preferred an iron pumper from France. I
thought that my Frenchman, in addition to having a magnificent physique, was
damn good looking. 


Already, I was aware that I had homosexual desires. They
bothered me. I suppressed them, putting on an appropriate macho act. I even
dated a few girls.


I took it for granted that my buddy Zdenek was
straight. However, he did like to speculate about the various pro bodybuilders’
sexual proclivities. Zdenek was convinced that most of these muscle men “got
down on their knees with their mouths wide open” and “bent over with their
glutes spread” in order to satisfy one another sexually.


“Even the straight ones do it,” Zdenek assured me.
“They can’t help it. The steroids they take increase their sex drive, and
they’d go crazy if they didn’t have sex all the time. Once they get all pumped
up, they can’t wait long enough to go home and screw their wives and their
girlfriends. They just shove it in each other’s mouths and up each other’s
butts.”


I was skeptical. Even without being on the juice, I
had an extremely strong natural sex drive, myself. But I was sure that some
bodybuilders must be not only straight, but uninterested in the kind of crude
convenience sex which Zdenek had described.. Still, the thought of some of the
sport’s biggest stars having sex with one another got my imagination going. I
fantasized about my Frenchman in bed with other bodybuilders, and in my most
daring, fevered moments I pictured him fucking me. This fantasy fueled
some of my hottest masturbation sessions. I invariably shot off so volubly that
I was afraid I might harm myself. Vive la France!


I was convinced that Zdenek would be disgusted if he
ever found I entertained such forbidden thoughts. I didn’t want to risk losing
my friend and workout partner.


When we went out at night, it wasn’t uncommon for one
of us to crash at the other’s house. Both of us still lived at home with our
parents, of course. Our two sets of parents thought that our friendship, and
our obsession with weight training and bodybuilding, was perfectly natural,
innocent and wholesome. It kept us out of trouble. We’d often share a bed, and
I thought nothing of it.


On one such occasion, we ended up at Zdenek’s family’s
house. Getting ready for bed, I took off all of my clothes as nonchalantly as
though I was alone in my own bedroom at home, preparing to jerk off before I
went to sleep—although I took it for granted that a masturbation session wasn’t
going to be an option, tonight. There’d be no rendezvous with my French
physique star this evening!


When I was naked, I went into the bathroom to take a
leak. Then I returned to the darkened bedroom, where Zdenek was lying in his
bed with the sheet pulled up to just below his navel. His thickly muscled torso
looked quite impressive against the cheap white cotton sheets, and his blond
hair was tousled on the pillow. 


He looked at me and he laughed.


“Nice hard-on you’re showing there, buddy,” he
remarked, teasing me.


Automatically, I looked down at my crotch. I couldn’t
deny it. I did feel a nagging, languid kind of tension in my cock and
balls, and my dick was beginning to sway out in front of me, almost
parallel to the floor, as it got harder. I resisted the urge to touch it—to
play with myself, to make it even stiffer—and I went to the other side of the bed
and sat down on it.


“So, what are you waiting for?” Zdenek asked. “Climb
in. Just try not to poke me with that big stiff thing,” he joked, throwing the
sheet aside and baring his own body as far down as mid-thigh. His big cock and
balls sagged down in a limp mass, filling the crease between his belly and one
upraised leg.


I stretched out beside him. He turned out the light,
which was on the nightstand beside his side of the bed. Lying there in the
dark, I assumed we’d settle down, and go to sleep.


I was wrong.


I was taken by surprise when his warm, sweaty hand
slid slowly over my chest, the fingertips lightly caressing one of my stiff
nipples. I thought he was just trying to get my attention.


“What?” I asked him, grumpily.


“Nothing,” he murmured. 


He cupped my pec in his palm and his fingertips
pinched my tit, gently. Confused, I tried to pull away. But—to my
astonishment—Zdenek quickly reached over with his other hand, which he used to
grab my dick, and to squeeze it—hard!


“What the fuck!” I exclaimed.


“Relax. I’m just playing around.”


“Well, I’m not in the mood to play around. I want to
get some sleep. Let go of my dick.”


Far from letting go of it, he squeezed it even more
aggressively, more possessively. “Nice,” he breathed, almost inaudibly.
“Yeah—that’s one hell of a nice cock. Oh, you’ve got a big piece of meat.”


“Hey, you dirty, horny fucker—cut that out,” I
protested, and I tried to sit up and pull myself away from him.


But my husky blond workout buddy was persistent, and
he refused to be deterred. He rolled right over on top of me, his muscular
weight pinning me down on the mattress, and he wrapped his strong thighs around
mine—while he tightened his grip on my throbbing prick.


“Fuck off!” I exclaimed, as I tried to squirm out from
under him.


“Keep your voice down,” he cautioned. “We don’t want
my folks to wake up. We don’t want them to hear what we’re doing.”


I was confused. “Huh? What the fuck are you talking
about? We aren’t doing anything,” I insisted.


“No? Aren’t we? Aren’t we going to? Who do you think
you’re kidding, Emeric? You’re horny, too,” Zdenek accused me, with a strange mix
of excitement and mockery audible in his voice.


I couldn’t deny it. I was aroused, all right, by the
relentless pressure of his fist on my prick. But all of this was still new to
me, totally unexpected, and in fact it was kind of scary, for a guy as repressed
as I was.


“Fuck off,” I told him, again.


“Be quiet,” my bedmate urged me, in a whisper. “We
don’t want my folks to know what we’re doing,” he repeated, with a strange sort
of gloating urgency in his tone of voice. It was almost as though we were conspirators,
engaging in some secret, forbidden activity together.


What were we doing,
exactly? I still wasn’t sure.


I lay there, hoping that a display of passivity on my
part might discourage Zdenek. Fat chance, as the Americans say! I
felt his hot breath on my face, and I knew that he was going to try to kiss me.
He buried his free hand in my hair and he held my head in place while he jammed
our open, panting mouths together in a tight, hot, lip-grinding kiss.


Fuck! Inexperienced though I was, I had to admit that
kiss felt hot—in every sense of the word. I could feel my heartbeat
accelerating, my pulse pounding, and my skin flushing, as my body temperature
rose. I was literally getting hot—and I was also feeling extremely sexual.


I let out a whimper and I put up a token struggle, my
hands reaching down to push against Zdenek’s hips. The two of us had maintained
our impassioned lip-lock this whole time. Now I felt my friend’s tongue probe
at my lips, then force them apart and dart inside my mouth, licking over the
edges of my teeth and seeming to explore the interior of my mouth, as though it
was searching for something.


If I’d thought kissing another guy was arousing, then
this open-mouthed face sucking and slipping of the tongue just about sent me
into orbit! Dizzy with lust, I lay there and I allowed Zdenek to keep his mouth
pressed firmly upon mine, and to work his wet, limber tongue freely around
inside my mouth. His tongue touched mine, and quite instinctively I reacted to
the contact by extending my own tongue and pushing it aggressively against his.


We were both out of breath and panting like dogs on a
warm day when we finally broke our kiss, although we kept our faces close
together.


“You’re a pretty good kisser,” Zdenek whispered.
Before I could reply, thanks, buddy, so are you, he added,
sarcastically, “For a dumb muscle-head virgin.”


I was pissed. “Screw you! How many times do I have to
tell you, I am not a virgin?”


“Oh yeah, that’s right. You’ve dipped your wick in one
cunt. I guess that makes you a real macho man,” he taunted me.


My blood was up. It was weird. A moment ago, we’d been
making out, hot and heavy, and if anybody had asked me, I’d have blurted out
that I was in love with the guy. Now, though, I wanted to punch him in his
smug, smirking face! There’s no doubt about it. Love and hate really are
the two sides of the same coin.


I resorted to sarcasm, myself. “Obviously, you’re much
more experienced than I am,” I jeered. “Especially with men.” 


I’d meant this to be a withering put-down, but Zdenek
shrugged it off.


“Sure,” he admitted. “Why not?”


I was shocked! Even back then, I wasn’t hopelessly
naïve, if I do say so myself. I knew that such things as gay men existed, and
that they had sex with each other. I even knew guys, including fellow
bodybuilders, whom I suspected of being gay. But I’d never heard another guy
talk so openly, so casually, about his homosexual experiences.


“Just how many guys have you had sex with?” I asked.


“I don’t keep score,” Zdenek protested. “A couple of
dozen, I guess.”


A couple of dozen?
Now I was beyond shocked. I was freaking out! I’d expected him to say, two
or three, at the most! Now I realized that, as young as he was, all this
time my buddy had been living a double life. He’d been whoring around, big time.
He was a gay muscle slut!


“You have got to be kidding,” I gasped.


“No, I’m not. What’s the big deal?”


“I can’t believe what you’re telling me. How do you
meet these guys?”


He scoffed. “That’s easy. They’re everywhere, even
here in Debrecen. Shit, even this hick town has a couple of gay bars. And there
are pickup spots. The train station, downtown, is one of them. So is one of the
parks. And everybody cruises on the Internet nowadays. It’s easy to find
somebody to hook up with that way.” Zdenek smiled at me. “And I don’t have to
tell you what goes on down at the gym. All that looking, especially in the
locker room, the steam room, and the showers. Fuck! I always have guys coming
up to me, striking up a conversation, and dropping hints. If I like the dude,
I’ll agree to meet up with him, outside the gym. Doesn’t that ever happen to
you?”


“No,” I had to admit. “I mean, sure, guys come up to
me and talk—”


“Telling you what a great body you have, and so
forth.”


“Sure. But there’s nothing sexual about it,” I
insisted.


Zdenek groaned. “Nothing sexual, my ass! God, you are
such a complete little innocent! If you wanted to, you could get laid right and
left, twenty-four seven. You’re better-looking than me, for Christ’s sake,” he
conceded, graciously, “and you’ve got an even better body. To say nothing of
the fact that you’ve got such a big dick, and such a nice ass. If I can make
out like a bandit, think of what you’re missing out on.”


His compliments made me blush.


“Do you like it?” I asked.


“Like what? Other guys being attracted to me—coming on
to me?”


“That, yes. But what I really meant was—do you like
having sex with other guys?”


“Hell, yeah!” Zdenek exclaimed. “What’s not to like?
Take my word for it, Emeric—sex with another man is better than pussy, any
time. A man knows what another man likes. Which buttons to push. He doesn’t get
all clingy and possessive and needy. None of that ‘but do you really love me?’
and ‘when are we going to get married?’ shit. Plus, he can’t get knocked up.
You can fuck around with a guy, and afterward, when you’ve both gotten your
rocks off, you can go right back to being buddies together,” Zdenek
rhapsodized. “There’s nothing like it. It’s great! I can’t understand why every
guy isn’t gay. Well,” he added, thoughtfully. “I suppose somebody has to do the
straight fucking, to carry on the human race and produce the next generation of
hot men. That’s about the only thing women are good for, if you ask me.”


My friend sounded more than a little misogynistic and
sexist, in my opinion. I was a bit disappointed in him. His attitudes seemed
unenlightened, to say the least. But my curiosity got the better of me.


“But what do you do?” I asked. “In bed, I mean?
You and these other guys?”


That had to be the stupid question of all time. No
wonder Zdenek laughed. 


But he answered my question. “Everything,” he boasted,
with relish. “Everything two naked men can think of, to do together. Some guys
are really into muscle worship. When they see a guy with a body like yours or
mine, they just go fucking crazy. They want you to pose and flex for them, and
they’ll lick and suck you all over, and do anything you tell them to do, like a
frigging sex slave. I’ve had dudes lick the sweat from my armpits and my
crotch,” he boasted, “and they love it. Fucking perverts! Then there’s
frottage, which is rubbing your bodies together. Giving each other a hand job.
Nipple and ball play. Armpit licking, like I just said. Sucking cock. Rimming.
And fucking, of course. Fucking each other up the ass,” he specified, no doubt
because he thought I was so impossibly naïve that I needed to have it
spelled out for me. “And coming,” he added, excitedly. “Shooting your goddamn
cum all over the place, all over each other. Licking it off each other’s
bodies,” he gloated. “Eating it! Yeah, man, tasting that hot cum! What a
freaking turn-on that is!”


I could feel my cheeks burning, with a red-hot blush.
Well, I’d asked him for details. And he certainly hadn’t stinted! I had only
myself to blame, if I was now embarrassed.


All this while, Zdenek had kept his hand on my cock,
stroking it—with the inevitable result. I was achingly aroused. And he was
getting impatient.


“You know, Emeric,” he suggested, slyly. “Instead of
just talking about it, the quickest way for you to find out about it is for us
to just do it, for Christ’s sake. Come on,” he urged. “Let’s fool
around. You know damn well you want to.”


“No, I don’t.”


“You are such a fucking liar. Look how hard your dick
is.”


“If you’d quit playing with it—”


“But I like playing with it,” he whispered. “It feels
so big and hard in my hand. So hot. It turns me on. And you like it, don’t you,
buddy? You like the way my hand feels on your cock. Don’t deny it.
Because I wouldn’t believe you, not for a minute.”


“I don’t dislike it,” I babbled. “It’s all right.”


“Wait’ll you feel my mouth on it. Sucking it,” Zdenek
predicted.


“Shit! I can’t believe I’m hearing you. I can’t
believe you’re talking like this. It’s so dirty. No … I don’t want you to do
that.”


“Liar,” he gloated. “You want me to suck you, all
right. We both know you do.”


“No, Zdenek, don’t. I really don’t—fucking want you
to—I said no,” I gasped. “Let me up, please,” I begged him, unconvincingly. I
was putting on an act. I was trying my best to act the picture of virginal
innocence and reluctance.


And he didn’t buy my pose for an instant. Zdenek
simply held his weight on me, pressing my sturdy build down onto the bed. He
planted his lips firmly against mine again and he kissed me, with a searing
intensity—another long, hot, open-mouthed kiss, shoving his wet, slippery
tongue deep into my moaning mouth repeatedly, kissing me like that until both
of our chins were slick with our dribbled, mingling saliva.


When he was satisfied that I wasn’t going to put up
much of a fight any longer, Zdenek flung the top sheet away altogether, so that
we were both lying naked on top of the mattress, which was still encased in the
fitted bottom sheet. Then he crawled farther down on the bed and he knelt
there, straddling my legs, which he grasped and heaved up high, letting them
rest on his shoulders.


My head and shoulders were flat on the mattress, my
ass was raised off the bed a few inches, and I could look up and see the dark
bulk of Zdenek’s muscular body crouching against mine. His hard-on swayed
between his thick thighs in the dim light of the bedroom He panted as he
brushed his long blond hair back from his sweating forehead, and then he
lowered his head between my thighs.


He spread his hands on either side of my groin, enclosing
my cock and balls within the diamond shape formed by his touching thumbs and
forefingers, and he dug the heels of his hands into the creases where my thighs
met my stomach—so forcefully that it hurt me a bit, and I jumped and gasped.


“Relax,” he murmured, barely audibly. “Relax … let
me—!”


But then I cried out in surprise when I felt his wet
tongue stab out at the head of my swollen dick, licking right into the groove
of my pisser, which was already leaking a drop or two of clear, sticky jism—I
was that horny!


“Fucking hell,” I gasped, half in protest, half in
excitement.


I squirmed on the bed, horribly torn between the most
intense sexual excitement I’d ever known, and a lingering revulsion at the
sight of Zdenek’s tongue lapping at my stiff shaft, licking up that preliminary
fuck fluid I’d dribbled, coating the extra sensitive flesh that sheathed my
cock with his spit.


He was getting ready to blow me—an act I’d always been
told was wrong, sinful—an act I associated with so-called perverts. But then,
suddenly, Zdenek opened his mouth wide and he brought it down around my cock. Closing
his warm, wet lips snugly around the bulk of my penis, he began to suck—and I
forgot all about such words as queer, or unnatural, or perverted,
because my body went wild with lust!


“What the fuck!” I sputtered, as the fantastic
pleasure surged through me. Fucking Zdenek’s mouth was like sinking my tool
into hot, wet sand at the beach and letting the cold surf pour over my
shivering, naked body as I drove my dick in and out of the gritty sand to bring
myself off! “Ah, you dirty cocksucker!” I exclaimed, insultingly. “You son of a
bitch!”


My buddy was a cocksucker, all right—and a good one.
He took more and more of my meat into his mouth, and he sucked on me
ravenously, driving me right out of my mind with pleasure and a sudden,
imperious need for the release of orgasm. I wanted to come, badly. Hell, I had
to come, or I’d explode!


And come I did. I came, and came!


“Ah, Jesus!” I yelled at the top of my lungs, writhing
on the mattress. An incredible melting, falling, spinning sensation hit me. I
was coming, lost in the throes of the most violent, the most draining,
ejaculation which I’d ever had up until then. The spasms flooded through my
crotch like a hot, wet tidal wave, sending the fierce spurts of semen out of my
cock and into Zdenek’s mouth and throat.


I expected Zdenek to back away, to pull his mouth off
my prick. I expected him to be disgusted by the taste of my cum, which was
filling his mouth. But he held on. He sucked me dry—and he kept right on
sucking, even after I’d collapsed into a shivering heap of exhausted flesh in
his embrace. He moaned ecstatically as he kept my cock inside his mouth and he
sucked, and sucked! The horny cocksucker seemed intoxicated—drunk on my
spunk!
















 


Chapter Two: Giving Sixty-Nine a Try


“Shit,” I gasped, running my hand over my face. I sank
back onto the crumpled heap of sweat-soaked sheets and I let Zdenek’s powerful,
unrelenting oral suction drain me of every drop of my youthful cum.


Zdenek was definitely getting off on blowing me and
making me come in his mouth. He moaned and writhed. He sat back on his
haunches, his bulging calves tucked in tight under his butt. One of his hands—I
noticed only now—had reached under my ass, and he was using it to pump away on
his own stiff prick while he sucked my depleted cock.


Finally, though, Zdenek took his mouth off my limp
prick and he let my aching legs slip from his shoulders and fall to the
mattress with a thump. He stretched out on top of me and he kissed me, tenderly
this time, without the fierce sexual hunger he’d shown before he’d blown me.


I responded automatically, with no reluctance
whatsoever. After all, I’d not only kissed another guy—I’d let him go down on
me. He’d sucked my cock, and I’d come in his mouth. Hell, he’d even swallowed
my load! Now I knew that playing around with another guy was really not such a
big deal. In fact, it was beginning to seem perfectly natural.


I opened my lips to accept Zdenek’s tongue, and I
caught the strong, salty taste of my own cum in his mouth. Wow! That was
quite a novelty for me, too! Our legs meshed together clumsily as Zdenek drove
his knee between my thighs to part them, and then he ground his hard-on against
the tough, hairy arch of my perineum muscle. He hadn’t come yet, and he was
obviously in an agony of frustrated arousal.


“Now it’s my turn,” he told me, stroking my hair.


“To shoot? Sure. How do you want to do it?” I asked.


“Let me fuck you, buddy,” he begged.


I stiffened in shock! Letting him go down on me was
one thing, but now Zdenek was trying to talk me into trying too much, too fast.



“Hell, no,” I said. The mere thought of opening my
tender asshole to another guy’s huge, hard cock—being penetrated and fucked,
like a cunt—being torn apart and plowed like that—it was just too grotesque to
contemplate.


I was an anal virgin, and I had no desire to change my
status. Not for the time being, in any event. (In other words, I was a foolish
virgin.)


“I was afraid, too, the first time I let a guy do it
to me,” Zdenek assured me. “But then I learned to like it. And believe me, I
began to like it a lot. There’s nothing to it. Come on, be a pal. Help
me out, here. Let me have your ass.”


“You are not fucking me, so put that idea right
out of your head.”


“Come on, Emeric. I really need it. I need to get my
nuts off, too. Christ, I’m hard. Look at my fucking dick, will you? It’s just
about ready to pop. Come on, I took care of yours, didn’t I?” Zdenek pleaded,
frantically.


“So—jerk off, already,” I suggested, with a distinct
lack of sympathy. “I don’t mind.”


“Fuck that shit! I can give myself a hand job any time
I want. You’ve gotten me too damn turned on to settle for that. You’re going to
have to put out for me.”


He sounded like some obnoxious guy who’d taken a girl
out on the town on a date, and now he expected her to pay him back with her
pussy.


“I said no, goddamn it,” I insisted. “You’re not going
to cornhole my ass. Absolutely not! So let me go—” Once again, I tried
to push Zdenek away from me. I wanted to escape from the bed before the horny
bastard raped me, which I was beginning to think he might be capable of doing.
I wouldn’t have put it past him, as hot to trot and as swollen-dicked as he
was.


“At least suck mine off!” he begged.


“I don’t know. I’ve never done anything like that
before.”


“Nobody has—until the first time he tries it. Come on,
do it. Just give it a try. There’s nothing to it. You’ll like it!”


Before I could react to his new demand, Zdenek had
already swung his powerful body around on the bed and maneuvered us into a
sixty-nine position, burying his head between my thighs and taking my poor limp
prick into his mouth again. Slurping on my penis, he thrust his own crotch into
my face, in mute, urgent invitation.


I grimaced as the tart, slightly acrid scent of my
fellow bodybuilder’s genitals struck my nostrils. Once again, I felt the
tugging sensation, which was now familiar to me, of being sucked and tongued,
begin at my own groin. Zdenek was sucking my cock again, as eagerly as he’d
blown me the first time. Gingerly, I flicked my tongue out of my mouth and I
ran it over the surprisingly wiry, bristly hairs that coated Zdenek’s thighs.


Nervously, I wondered whether I could satisfy my buddy
without actually taking his cock inside my mouth. I licked at the head of the
fat cock which was staring me in the face. It deposited a drop of sticky fluid
on my tongue, but when I swallowed the small smear, the taste wasn’t repulsive.
It was kind of a turn-on, in fact!


Encouraged, I lapped at the head of Zdenek’s hotly
aroused cock again and again, and then I began to tongue the thick, pulsating
shaft, quickly bathing all of the turgid penis with my saliva. I was shedding
my remaining inhibitions fast, and I caressed Zdenek’s sweaty, musclebound
thighs and his tight rounded glutes and his big dangling balls with both of my
restless hands—making him moan with pleasure around my dick, which was once
again filling his mouth and throat. My cock hadn’t stayed soft for long, after
he’d gone down on it again. I once again had a rip-snorting hard-on.


I was extremely excited. An erotic agitation had my
entire body on edge, but the tension felt almost pleasant. My dick was
rock-solid again, thanks to Zdenek’s expert sucking, but I knew it was going to
take me longer to shoot this time. Suddenly, I was no longer reluctant—not at
all. Now, I really wanted to reciprocate—to put my mouth on Zdenek’s
cock and suck it! In a weird way, when that realization hit me, I was
shocked, all right, but precisely because I wasn’t shocked—not in the
way I thought I should be. I’d always thought that cocksucking was
wrong—perverted—and the idea of actually doing such a thing, myself, still made
me feel hot and feverish with lingering shame. But, suddenly, I didn’t give a
damn. I wanted to do it—and so I went ahead and did it.


I thought about that sexy French pro bodybuilder whom
I idolized. I’d gladly suck his dick for him, if I was ever fortunate enough to
meet him, and he wanted me to blow him. The fantasy spurred me on. Right there
in front of me was my buddy Zdenek’s stiff dick, a turgid member of flesh and
blood, ready for me to practice on. It’d be a bit hypocritical for me to reject
Zdenek, when I knew I’d embrace that French stud so wholeheartedly, given the
chance. 


To commit myself to the act and get it over with
before I lost my nerve, I took a deep breath, and then I boldly pressed my
parted lips against the smooth pink bulb of Zdenek’s cockhead. It felt like a
ball of hard rubber, absolutely inflexible, and there wasn’t much of a distinct
taste to it. Thrilled by my own daring and the novelty of what I was doing, I
forced my mouth wider open and I pushed my face forward into Zdenek’s
groin—letting the whole thick head of his cock fill my oral cavity. I closed my
lips around the shaft just below the knob.


Gasping for breath as Zdenek’s hot dick twitched
excitedly inside my mouth and the big guy’s thighs tightened around my head,
silently encouraging me—indeed, trapping me between them and not giving me much
choice in the matter!—I struggled to move my tongue down out of the way, so I could
fit more of Zdenek’s meaty prick inside my mouth.


Now what?
I asked myself. What do I do now? Yes, I was that naïve, back
then. Further proof that cocksuckers may be born, not made; but they still need
to learn the basic technique. But of course I did know that, somehow, I had to
suck. I breathed in and out rapidly around the cock which was filling my mouth,
and then I hollowed my cheeks and I closed my lips more firmly around the shaft.
Now I breathed through my nose as I made awkward sucking motions with my lips
and cheeks. I remembered what I’d seen Zdenek doing to me—what he was doing to
me right now, in fact—and I tried my best to imitate him. I pumped my head up
and down between his widespread thighs, to make my wet mouth slide back and forth
along his prickshaft. I brought my tongue into play on his penis, licking and
rubbing and tickling it. The blood-engorged veins running along his shaft
pulsed against the interior of my mouth, startling me. I hadn’t been prepared
for that.


I was learning how to suck a cock by trial and error.
I was no doubt clumsy, but Zdenek didn’t seem to mind. On the contrary, he went
into high gear. He blew me as wildly as he had before, grunting and squirming
against me like a horny young animal. His mouth devoured my cock and showed me
how to do it. With such a good example set for me to follow, I flattered myself
that I learned fast.


I was just beginning to get the hang of it, in fact,
when I felt the first spurt of Zdenek’s cum slam against the roof and the back
of my mouth. I tried not to gag as the semen trickled down my throat. It almost
made me puke, because I wasn’t prepared for so strong a salt taste, and I
wasn’t sure I could swallow the outpouring fast enough to keep myself from
choking on it. There seemed to be an extraordinary amount of thick, slimy
fluid, gushing into my mouth all at once!


I pulled back until only the head of the prick was
still inside my lips, and I swallowed the semen in quick, deep gulps, as though
I was chugging a beer in order to show off in a bar. Zdenek’s hot scum flooded
my mouth. It oozed over my tongue, and my taste buds were seared by its tart,
sour-yogurt flavor. It slid down my throat, and it warmed my guts with the kind
of a tingle you get from drinking liquor on an empty stomach. I was
drunk, in a sense—intoxicated by my first taste of gay sex.


I’d been converted to cocksucking. I loved it. And I
knew that, if Zdenek kept blowing me like that, I would blast down his throat,
again, too. And so, gasping, slurping, and sucking at each other’s stiff dicks,
we clawed at each other’s squirming, sweat-slick bodies. We rolled over on the
bed like a couple of rough young male animals going through the motions of a
mating ritual, sucking each other off by pure instinct. Finally, I did blow my
wad for a second time, and Zdenek ingested just as greedily as he’d swallowed
my first load.


That was my first experience with gay sex, but it was
hardly my last. Zdenek and I got together regularly after that. Our sex play
almost became an extension of our gym workouts. 


It didn’t take long for Zdenek to talk me into the
next logical step—namely, giving anal intercourse a try. 


“You can fuck me if you’ll let me screw you,” he told
me. Talk about an offer I couldn’t refuse!


As a result of our experimentation, before that
night was over, I was as enthusiastic about ass fucking as I’d become about
sucking cock. I’d taken that first, decisive step on the road to becoming a gay
man.
















 


Chapter Three: My Anonymous Jock


During my first semester at the University of
Debrecen, I lived in one of the dormitories on campus. I could have gone on
living at home with my parents. But it would have meant a bit of a commute, to
and from my classes. Furthermore, I came from a large family, and I wanted to
ease the burden on my parents. But the deciding consideration, of course, was
my desire for independence. Our income qualified me to reside in the dorm, so I
took advantage of it.


The accommodations weren’t luxurious, but they were
good enough. My room, 4G, was on the fourth floor of the building, and I shared
it with another guy. We got along well. He was straight, which wasn’t a
problem. We quickly worked out a way of dealing with sexual activities taking
place in our room. We’d stolen a Do Not Disturb sign from a local hotel,
and we placed this on the doorknob when he was entertaining a girl in our room,
or I was having sex in there with a guy. I once suggested, only half-jokingly, that
we should make good use of both of the beds in our room at once. He could bang
a girl while I screwed a guy, and then, just for the hell of it, we’d
switch partners. He laughed, not taking me seriously, and so I didn’t get to
act out that fantasy. (Well, not then, anyway. Later on, I did have
opportunities to indulge in some bisexual experimentation—which was fun, but
which did nothing to change my wholehearted commitment to gay sex.)


The dorm had large bathrooms on each floor, and a
laundry room in the basement.


I hate to say it, but for me the dormitory turned out
to be a distracting hotbed of gay sex. I got so much action from my fellow
students that it really interrupted my studies. I didn’t even have to cruise
actively. The bathrooms, especially the showers, were popular pickup spots. It
seemed as though I could never step under a showerhead without being joined by
at least one admirer, who ogled my naked body while he, too, showered. Needless
to say, a lot of these guys wanted to do more than just look. If they were
halfway decent-looking, I’d often give in.


Even when I had my clothes on, I got into trouble. I’d
be in one of the communal areas, or walking along a hallway, minding my own
business, when some fellow resident would be attracted to my physique. (Or, I
flatter myself, to my face. I wasn’t just a hard, weight-trained body!)
He’d make eye contact, strike up a conversation, and before I knew it, I’d
either be in his room, or he’d be in mine, and we’d be going at it together.


I’ll share with you just one of many such incidents.


I was coming back to the dorm after class one day,
when I saw a jogger dashing across the lawn toward me. At first glance, I could
see that he had a good, athletic build, which had obviously benefited from some
basic weight training. He wore shorts, a T-shirt, and running shoes.


As he sprinted closer to me, I realized that I hadn’t
seen him before.


He had the interesting combination of a very pale skin
and very black, glossy hair. That first time I saw him, he was flushed pink
from his exertions, and his skin was beaded with sweat. There were dark sweat
stains gluing his T-shirt to his torso, and his bare forearms and legs were
coated with fine black hairs.


He looked at me as he passed me. He directed a manly
grunt of greeting in my direction, and then he ran by me and went into the
building. So—he lived in my dorm, which made it seem stranger that we hadn’t
run into each other before. I knew most of my fellow residents at least by
sight, if not carnally.


It was one of those fleeting moments of eye contact
between two men, lasting mere split-seconds, which either leads to nothing—or
which can lead to a great deal.


I thought this jock was hot, although, interesting
enough, I didn’t get a gay vibe from him. My instincts in such matters were
already fairly well-honed. I could usually tell who was gay, who was straight,
and who fell into the category of “straight but curious” between those two
extremes.


I thought nothing more of it during the next few days.


One afternoon, when I didn’t have a class, I hung out
in the dorm, and I decided to do my laundry. I had plenty of it to do. Never
mind my ordinary, everyday clothes—I also had, as usual, lots of workout gear
which needed to be washed. Grimy, stinking jockstraps—dirty socks—sweat-sodden
workout shorts, sweatpants, tank tops, and T-shirts. Every trip I made to the
gym seemed to fill my laundry hamper with more items of ripe, pungent workout
attire.


I transferred my things to my plastic laundry basket,
and I took the elevator down to the basement.


The laundry room was equipped with fluorescent light
tubes in ceiling fixtures. A couple of the dryers were humming away. There was
only one other person in the room—and who should it be but the jogging jock.
He’d just set his own basket of laundry down on the table in the middle of the
room. He was beginning to sort through the garments.


He glanced up, and saw me.


“Oh, hi there,” he said.


“Hey,” I replied, blandly, noncommittally.


He was wearing a tight pair of faded and well-worn
jeans, and a jersey with the logo of one of Hungary’s soccer teams. Shoeless,
he had a pair of white cotton socks on his feet. He looked even better this
time than he had during our previous, fleeting encounter. 


“You’re Emeric Varady, aren’t you?” he asked.


“Yeah, one and the same.”


I was about to attempt to make some small talk with
him when he said, “You’re the bodybuilder, aren’t you? I mean, you’re the only
real hardcore bodybuilder here on campus. Not just another jock who wants to
get all pumped up, so he looks good, or so he’ll be better at his sport. You’re
serious about it. You compete.”


“I think I take it seriously. I’ve won a few prizes,”
I admitted, modestly. “I’m just a beginner. I have a lot to learn—a long way to
go.”


“You look damn fine, to me.” 


Neither of us was making any progress with getting our
laundry started, while we carried on our conversation. He’d interrupted his
clothes sorting, and although I’d set my own basket down on the table near his,
I made no move toward one of the washing machines. He was looking at me,
studying me from head to foot. He was undressing me with his eyes, and it was
obvious to me that he liked what he saw. I felt slightly uncomfortable being
the object of such intense scrutiny, which was uncharacteristic of me—but his
blatant admiration of my physique also stroked my ego, and made me feel good. 


“I wish I could look like you,” he finally said,
wistfully.


“Well, the weight room in the athletic center, right
here on campus—it’s very well equipped,” I pointed out. 


“I know. I use it. But I’m sure I could never lift as
heavy as you do.”


“All it takes is dedication. Putting in the time,
pumping the iron. And eating right, of course.”


“I guess I’m too fond of junk food,” he admitted.


“You can change that.”


“Maybe. Hey, what’s your room number?”


“4G.”


“Okay,” he said, enigmatically. “4G—I’ll remember
that. If I ever need any workout or diet tips.”


He went to one of the washers and opened its door. He
was about to start tossing his clothes inside, when he stopped himself, abruptly.


“Oh, fuck,” he muttered. “Forgot something. I’ll be
right back.”


He padded back to the elevator. As I heard the whoosh
of the car going up, I realized that he hadn’t gotten around to telling me his
name.


In a way, I was almost pleased that he was still
anonymous to me. It made it easier for me to think of him as a potential sex
object. I still assumed he was straight. He’d checked out my physique and
expressed his admiration of it. But straight guys did that all the time. He
certainly hadn’t cruised me, in the overt way with which I was well acquainted.


I examined his laundry basket. Like me, he had lots of
dirty workout gear. His load smelled almost as bad as mine. 


I had a sudden attack of—well, of sheer perversity.
There’s no other word for it. I selected a particularly damp and pungent pair
of jockey shorts from his laundry basket and I pressed the crotch of the briefs
to my face. Inhaling slowly, deeply, and appreciatively, I savored the smell of
his sweat. He must’ve peeled the underwear from his body quite recently, and I
had a vivid mental image of him doing so—which only aroused me more.


I sniffed repeatedly, and I even dared to coax a wad
of the sodden cotton between my lips and inside my mouth, so I could suck on
it, and taste his lingering body residue as well as smell it. While I indulged
myself in the shameless act, I remembered the day I’d first glimpsed him,
outside the dorm. He’d looked good. He’d left a trail of hot, manly sweat in
the air as he passed by me. I pictured his thick, hard-muscled, hairy legs, and
I thought about how sexy they’d feel rubbing restlessly against me in the
throes of intimacy. I hadn’t seen his cock, of course, except for the bulge it
had made in the front of his running shorts. But that didn’t prevent me from
imagining it as exceptionally large. In my mind’s eye, I could see my hands
grabbing hold of his sweaty jockstrap and yanking it down to free his genitals.
I visualized his long, thick, hard cock jutting out from his groin, aimed at my
eager mouth. It needed to be sucked, and I was just the man for the job.


I heard the warning whoosh of the elevator as it
descended, which jolted me out of my erotic reverie. Without even realizing
what I had been doing, I had been massaging my cock through my jeans. I was as
hard as a rock. Aware of his approach, I threw his tantalizing briefs back into
his laundry basket, and I began unloading my own clothes into one of the
available washing machines.


I heard the thud of his stocking feet as he rejoined
me in the laundry room.


“I forgot my goddamn detergent,” he said. He was
indeed holding a plastic jug.


“Oh, for God’s sake,” I responded. “I thought you
forgot something you wanted to wash. I’d have let you borrow some of mine, if
I’d known,” I assured him, indicating my own jug of detergent.


“Thanks, anyway.”


We busied ourselves filling our washers, feeding coins
into their slots, and getting them started. Then we rode the elevator together.
He hit the button for the third floor.


I was about to ask him his name, when the door opened
and he stepped out of it.


“See you around, big guy,” he told me, amicably.


“Sure.”


A wash cycle took about forty-five minutes. When that
amount of time had expired, I went back to the basement. I put my things in the
dryer. His clothes were still in the washer, which like mine had shut itself
off. I actually lingered for a few minutes, hoping he’d come to put his load in
a dryer. But then I went back upstairs.


After an hour, I returned to the laundry room. My
clothes were dry—and his were still spinning away, inside another one of the
dryers. Once again, I’d missed him. Shrugging, I took my clean clothes
upstairs.


Another hour or so passed, during which I actually
cracked open a textbook and did some studying.


I happened to be taking a break, standing there, in
the middle of my room, facing the closed door, when I saw a piece of paper
being pushed under the door.


I retrieved it. It was an ordinary sheet of paper,
folded twice. I opened and read it.


The note had been scrawled in pencil, and in such
haste, apparently, that at first I had trouble making out a couple of the
words. Once I deciphered the message, though, I had to admit that it was
admirably direct and to the point.


To the big muscle stud in 4G—


What a fucking body!


If you want a horny cocksucker to work on
those muscles of yours, come to Room 3B. I’ll do anything you want. I’ll suck
your dick. Worship your muscles. Lick your ass. You can fuck me. I bet you’ve
got a big cock. If you do, so much the better. I want it up my ass. Don’t keep
me waiting, big guy. I’m so fucking hard up I can’t stand it.


Come right now. Please.


Don’t let anybody read this. I’d be too
ashamed. But I will do anything you want.


P.S. I’m not kidding, you really can fuck
me. I’m so hot for your cock.


Interestingly enough, it didn’t occur to me that my
mysterious correspondent might be my anonymous laundry buddy. He’d gotten off
on the third floor, to be sure, but a lot of guys lived on the third floor.


At first, I thought this must be somebody’s idea of a
joke—a setup. I’d knock on the door of 3B, and it’d be opened to reveal a bunch
of my fellow students, who’d jeer at me because I was so hot to trot that I’d
accept such a crude, anonymous sexual invitation.


Well, in that case, I could always bluff it out. I
could just laugh and claim I knew it was a setup all along. I could ask exactly
which one of them was the “horny cocksucker” in question. We’d all have a good
laugh, and no harm done.


But my curiosity was piqued. What if this was a
genuine proposition?


Maybe the guy was cute. And, even if he turned out to
be ugly, it wouldn’t be the first time I’d treated another guy to a mercy fuck,
so to speak. I’d been gaining experience, and one of the things I’d learned was
that it was quite possible to have a good time in bed with a dude who might not
be exactly an Adonis. What the hell—we all had the same equipment, and some of
these guys who were less than male-model handsome tried harder to please their
sex partners.


I decided to take a chance.


I took the elevator down to the third floor, headed
directly to 3B, and I tapped lightly on the door.


“Come in,” a slightly groggy-sounding male voice said.


I turned the doorknob and pushed the door open an
inch. I paused. I heard no sounds coming from inside the room—no conspiratorial
whispers or snickering. I opened the door the rest of the way, and I looked
inside.


There was only one guy in the room. It was the jock
who’d spoken to me in the laundry room. I couldn’t believe my eyes. He was
sprawled across his unmade bed, naked except for his boxer shorts. His jeans,
jersey, and socks were strewn across the floor. Also on the floor, near a chest
of drawers, was his laundry basket, still filled with his neatly folded
clothes, which he hadn’t bothered to put away yet. Apparently, he’d been
otherwise occupied. He had a bottle of slivovitz in one hand and a glass in the
other, and it was quite obvious to me that he’d been imbibing freely. That
explained the poor handwriting on the note. He peered at me with alcohol-glazed
eyes.


“Come in, close the door, and lock it, for Christ’s
sake,” he told me, the words emerging from his lips in a breathless rush.
“Don’t let anybody see you.”


I did as he asked. But then I just stood there,
looking at him. I had to admit it—he was incredibly fucking hot, despite—or
perhaps because of—his somewhat impaired present condition. A dense forest of
soft black hair covered his broad, strong chest. Right below his big brown
nipples, the fur thinned out as it spread around his navel, before it
disappeared under the elastic waistband of his loose-fitting white cotton
boxers. I could see a trickle of sweat slowly make it way down his neck and
into the groove between his pecs.


His thighs and calves were also hairy, and thick with
muscle. His bare feet were large and shapely, which turned me on.


“I didn’t think you’d come,” he said.


“I wasn’t sure this was on the level.”


“Oh, it is. You won’t tell anybody, though, will you?”


“Of course not.”


“It’ll be our secret.”


“Sure. Ah—are you drunk?” I asked him.


“Stinking,” he admitted, gleefully. “I’ve been sucking
this swill down ever since I put my clothes in the washer. I probably shouldn’t
have operated any machinery, including the dryer,” he joked. “Want some?”


“Maybe just a sip,” I replied, cautiously.


I moved toward him, took the bottle from his hand, and
raised it to my lips. I treated myself to a mouthful of the plum brandy, which
was pretty potent stuff, burning my tongue and the inside of my mouth for a
moment, before that initial sensation was followed by a warmer, numbing
aftertaste.


“If you hadn’t shown up—I’ve have just gotten good and
drunk, and jerked myself off, thinking about you,” my admirer told me.


“But here I am.”


“You’re such a hot-looking muscle fuck,” he groaned.


“You can do a lot more than just look at me, if you
want to,” I encouraged him. “You can touch me—everywhere, all over—for
starters.”


“Fucking hell,” he exclaimed, under his breath. “Come
here, will you? Come closer.”


Somewhat awkwardly, I stood there, beside where he lay
on his bed. The sweat made the black hairs on his body lie flat against his
flesh. He turned toward me, spreading his legs, giving me an even better view
of his crotch. He let out a moan and he stretched his arms out toward me, the
motion making his pectoral muscles tense and twitch. I could see the outline of
his cock through his shorts. It was most promising, and as he half-lay, half-sat
there on his bed, his dick was definitely thickening and growing in length
under that thin layer of white cotton fabric. It was obvious to me that he was
suffering from a hard-on which was just begging for relief.


His hands now reached up far enough to touch my chest.
His palms pressed themselves against my pecs, through my shirt, and his
fingertips dug into my flesh, as though testing its resilience.


“Oh, big fucking chest,” he declared, in a soft,
drunken whisper.


“I’m glad you like it.”


“I’m not gay,” he insisted. “I hope you realize
that.”


If I only had a forint for every time I’d heard that
disclaimer, from a guy who was ready to have sex with me! “Aren’t you?”


“Of course not. I just like to have sex with guys. Not
all the time. Just now and then.”


That sounded kind of gay to me. But I wasn’t in the
mood to question his logic, or to enter into a debate with him.


“Well, I’m gay,” I declared. “And it’s nothing
to be ashamed about.”


“You can afford to be gay. And out.”


His statement intrigued me. “Yeah? Why is that?”


“You’re so good-looking—so well built—you’re such a
stud,” he murmured. “It must be easy for you.”


“It isn’t easy for anybody,” I protested. “Not
in a society that’s still full of homophobes. But what’s the point of lying
about who you really are?”


“I’m not gay,” he repeated. “I just like bodybuilders
… jocks … men with muscles … I like you. I like you a lot. Come on, let
me show you how much. Let me prove it to you.”


In my opinion, he was a bit fucked up in the head. But
that wasn’t my business, or my problem. He’d offered me sex—and I was enough of
a selfish cad to be willing to take full advantage of the fact.


“Yeah, that’s enough talk,” I suggested. “Let’s fuck.”


His face lit up. “Yeah!” he exclaimed.


His hand went down to his lower stomach, and then he
pushed his fingertips under the elastic band of his boxers.


“Let me,” I told him.


“What?”


“Let me take out your cock.”


He seemed stunned by my boldness. I edged still closer
to him. Taking hold of his shorts, I slid them down around his thighs, exposing
his cock and balls. The head of his penis was already rising in semi-erection,
lifting itself from its bed of black pubic hair. I ran my forefinger slowly
along the underside of the shaft, which twitched, while its owner moaned in
pleasure.


“Horny,” he gasped. “I’m so damn horny!”


“So I see. Don’t move. Relax. Let me—”


I didn’t specify what I wanted him to let me do to
him. But I didn’t need to spell it out. As so often, actions spoke much more
eloquently than words. I went down on him.


I lowered my mouth onto the smooth, bulbous glans of
his cock and I began to suck it. I could smell that rich, masculine aroma I had
inhaled earlier, down in the laundry room. I gave the head of his cock a
squeeze, and I was rewarded when a clear drop of pre-cum appeared in his piss
slit. I lapped up the drop.


I continued my licking while I slid one of my hands
inside his shorts, into the confined space right below his balls. My hand
immediately was dampened by his hot sweat, and I could feel a dense growth of
hair which ran right down between his legs to his butt. Using his own
perspiration for lubrication, slowly and provocatively I slid my forefinger
into his tight, puckered asshole. I felt his sphincter muscle tighten around my
invading digit, nipping at it. He moaned, and then he relaxed, acquiescing in
my probing of his anus. I worked my finger in a little further, all the while
running my lips over the smooth, rounded glans of his cock.


By now, my own dick was so hard, it hurt me because of
the way it was so tightly constricted inside the crotch of my jeans. I
remembered the sexual fantasies I’d indulged in when I’d seen him down in the
laundry room. Now, I was actually going to have him. Drunk or sober, gay or
straight, this jock was going to put out for me! My desire for him was so overwhelming
that I felt on the verge of losing control. Not wanting to remove my finger
from the enticing warmth of his ass, I pulled his shorts down with my free hand,
yanking them unceremoniously down around his knees. Grabbing the crumpled
cotton fabric, I quickly drew it down still lower, to his ankles. I freed his
big feet from the shorts, which I tossed aside.


Now the guy who’d invited me to his room was
mother-naked on his bed. His cock, freed from its confinement, sprang out,
large and thick. It rose from his hairy belly, pulsating with a fierce, barely
contained internal pressure. The bastard was hung! His balls, too, were big,
swollen with an intense arousal.


The alcohol he’d consumed had obviously done nothing
to diminish his potency.


“Fuck, my dick’s hard,” he complained.


“It sure is,” I told him. “We’re going to have to do
something about that.”


“What?” he asked, naïvely.


“I want to suck it,” I announced, in my most
lascivious tone of voice.


Groaning, he lay back on the bed, and he spread his
legs for me.


“Be my guest, you muscle son of a bitch,” he invited
me.


He put his hands on my head, urging my face back down
toward his waiting cock. I licked the base of his erection while my other hand
dug deeper into his butt. I slid my tongue up his cockshaft, around the head,
and then slowly back down to his sac of balls. I nudged my nose into his
testicles while my tongue worked its way along his perineum, inching close to
his ass.


Slowly, I slid my finger out of his hole and I
replaced it with my tongue. He twitched even more violently.


“Deeper—oh, deeper,” he pleaded, hoarsely. “Oh, get
that fucking tongue in there all the way!”


I jammed my tongue in so far that my nose was firmly
compressed against the hot, sweaty crack of his ass. I rimmed him furiously for
a long while. He moaned and gasped, breathing hard, his body shuddering with
helpless lustful response. His hairy buttocks clenched and unclenched,
massaging my cheeks.


Having his ass sucked with such enthusiasm and hunger obviously
excited him, but it also seemed to give him a few ideas.


“Let me do it to you,” he begged. “I want to suck your
ass.”


I pulled out my tongue and I knelt above him. He
reached out and began tugging awkwardly at my T-shirt. He was drunk, so his
movements were clumsy and uncoordinated. Plus, the T-shirt was a tight fit to begin
with, and my sweat had glued it to my skin. I helped him rid me of the garment,
which I flung aside. Then I slid my jeans off. I’d dispensed with underwear. Now
I, too, was nude.


His hands wandered over my body, feeling my muscles,
massaging them, his fingertips pressing into them to test their firmness and
strength. I returned the embrace, feeling him up, getting him even hotter than
he already was.


Breathing hard as our excitement mounted, we both
grappled there on the bed. He got up on his knees and he moved behind me. With
his strong, rough hands he spread my ass cheeks wide apart. “I want to eat that
muscle ass,” I heard him say. Then I felt his warm, wet tongue exploring my
butt crack, tonguing me the way I’d just licked him. I could feel his beard stubble
scratching my skin. I let out a moan of pleasure when his lips kissed my anal
pucker and his tongue swabbed over it, before he stiffened his tongue and
prodded it through the aperture. He licked my ass with the same depraved
appetite I had just demonstrated while rimming him. The taste of my manhole
seemed to intoxicate him, even more than the slivovitz had. He grunted and
snorted like a pig rooting about in search of truffles as he tongue-fucked me.


Finally, though, he backed away, breathing even harder,
and he reached under the pillow on the bed. He pulled out a condom packet,
which he tore open, extracting the rubber. He put the rubber on his dick. He
didn’t bother to lubricate himself. I knew what would happen next, and I
welcomed it. He placed his hands on my sides. Then, in one nonstop gesture, he
leaned forward and he shoved his thick, hard prick into me. I felt my anal
muscles tightening around him in instinctive self-defense. I took long, deep
breaths, enjoying the pain, forcing myself to stop fighting the penetration. He
settled down on top of me, pushing his cock deeper into me, fucking me with rapid,
painful jabs.


“How does that feel?” he asked.


“Great.”


“Your ass is fantastic.”


“Thanks.”


“This is so much hotter than screwing a girl.”


“Tell me about it,” I agreed.


“I’m not doing it too rough, am I?”


“Hell, no.”


“I don’t want to hurt you.”


“You can’t hurt me. I’d like to see the woman who can
take the kind of punishment I can. Do it harder. Really pound my ass. Let me
have everything you’ve got,” I demanded. “Fuck me! Fuck me!”


“You really do like it,” he said, incredulously.


“Of course,” I replied, with insouciance.


He fell silent and he concentrated on our fuck. He was
pressed firmly against me. I exulted in his possession of my anus, in the sheer
size of his cock. I could feel the coarse black hair on his chest and thighs
rubbing against my body. His potency seemed to be filling me completely, giving
me that unique blend of pain and pleasure which nothing except being the
passive partner in an act of anal intercourse could stir up deep within me.


Not that I was really passive, of course. I wasn’t
content to be the mere recipient of his thrusts. I fucked back at him,
savagely, forcing him to give me his dick.


He was riding me, slowly, moving his pelvis back and
forth. Even in my most lurid fantasies about him, I hadn’t imagined his cock as
being this long and thick and hard. While he pounded me, I felt that we were no
longer two separate entities, but that we had fused into one being.


While he held himself against me with one hand wrapped
around my chest, his other hand explored my lower stomach, and then it rubbed
my inner thighs. Finally it took hold of my aching dick and began to stroke it,
rhythmically, up and down.


A long time seemed to pass before I felt his body
tighten in the telltale throes of approaching orgasm. My own muscles tensed,
too, right along with his. I reached down and grabbed the hand he had on my
cock, to guide him now, as we both neared our climaxes.


“Jerk me off while you come in my ass,” I coached him.


His breathing became labored and irregular. He moaned
as though in pain, and then he whimpered. I felt my loins convulsing. My
ejaculation was now inevitable. His fist pumped more rapidly up and down on my
cock. I concentrated on how good it felt to have his manhood planted so firmly
inside me. He groaned and shuddered, and I felt him shoot his load into the
condom. While he was still coming, I shot off, too, sending my hot cum flying
through the air and splattering down onto the bed. We ejaculated together as
though we might never stop, with an unusual intensity.


He rested against me, breathing hard. I was suddenly
aware of just how soaked in sweat we both were. His hand was on the back of my
head, his fingers caressing my scalp, running through my disheveled and sweaty
hair.


Slowly, he slid his hand away. He still had that
dazed, alcohol-blurred look on his face, but now it was undercut by a slight
anxiety, as though he was suddenly very aware of what had taken place between
us—and he was, belatedly, having second thoughts about it.


“Fuck,” he mumbled, as he turned away from me, sat up,
and began reaching for his clothes.


“Anything wrong?” I asked him.


“I don’t know. Fuck,” he repeated, running his hand
through his hair in a nervous gesture. “I never went this far with another
dude. I mean, I’ve fooled around with other guys, sure. But I usually have
girlfriends. Then I saw you around here, and I started thinking about you,
and—hell, all of a sudden I wanted to go all the way.”


“Well, as long as you enjoyed it, there’s no harm
done.” I sat up, too. I rested my hand on his shoulder and gave him a little
caress, to reassure him. I slid closer to him and gave him a chaste,
buddy-buddy sort of kiss on his unshaven cheek. “I’d better get going. Give you
a chance to sober up.”


Looking a little more confident, he smiled at me. “Can
we do this again sometime?”


“Sure. All you have to do is knock on my door. Or slip
another invitation under it,” I added, teasing him.


And he did get together with me, on many subsequent
occasions. He soon lost interest in girlfriends. I helped to bring him out.


Oh, and I finally did learn his name, prior to our
second sex session. It was Petr. Addressing him as such was so much more
convenient than saying, “Hey, you.”
















 


Chapter Four: A Men’s Room Break


Sometimes there can be too much of a good
thing.


I was getting so much action there in the dorm, from
Petr and from many of the other residents, that it started to distract me from my
academic work. To put it bluntly, I was actually getting too much sex!


Of course, I could always have just said no. But I was
a horny young son of a bitch, with a healthy and indeed overactive libido.


And so I decided to move into a studio apartment, off
campus, but still quite close to it.


It was at this time that I began doing a lot of
modeling work. Compared to Budapest, after all, Debrecen was a small city.
There weren’t that many hardcore, competitive bodybuilders, as opposed to
dedicated, good-looking amateurs, living there. I knew most of the local pros,
in fact, either personally or at least by name, reputation, and sight.


At first, I didn’t see any need to have an agent. I
may have been a young muscle-head from the provinces, but I flattered myself
that I wasn’t stupid. I was smart enough to negotiate a contract myself, and to
look out for my own interests.


I got a surprising number of modeling gigs simply by
word of mouth. I’d receive phone calls, along the lines of, “We need a guy with
a really muscular physique for Such-and-Such a project, and my friend So-and-So
told me you’d be perfect for what we have in mind.” When I competed in physique
contests, guys would come up to me backstage, afterward, and give me their
business cards. “Have you done any modeling?” they’d ask—usually followed, very
quickly, by “Have you done any nude modeling? Would you be willing to?”


A few of these proposals were bogus. They were guys
who just wanted to get me in their “studios,” naked, so they could “photograph”
me without taking the lens cap off the camera, if you catch my drift. But most
of them were legit.


I posed nude for many photographers. I also began
doing lots of advertising and commercial work as a fitness model. For example,
I became the poster boy for one of Debrecen’s largest gyms—not the one
in which I actually worked out, ironically enough. The iron pit where I trained
was smaller, grittier, and more hardcore. My image was also used to sell
workout attire, swimsuits, underwear, exercise equipment, energy drinks, and
nutritional supplements. In these advertisements, I was invariably shown at
least stripped to the waist, if not nearly nude.


My most amusing gig was a series of television
commercials for a local bank, of all things. The gimmick was that depositing
your money in this bank, or allowing it to invest your money for you, was “the
strongest investment you can make.” In the commercials, I was stripped down to
a kitschy gold lamé loincloth which was barely decent—and my exposed body was painted
gold, all over. I was shown in the bank vault, holding up stacks of (fake) banknotes,
or posing with (fake) gold ingots, and, of course, flexing my muscles all the
while. In one of these commercials, I gazed soulfully upwards while striking a
double biceps pose, while (equally fake) gold coins rained down upon me from
above. For the record, the fucking things were surprisingly heavy, and I had to
force myself not to wince as they bounced off my flesh.


My friends teased me unmercifully about these
television spots, but I had the last laugh, because I was paid a residual fee
each and every time one of the damned things was aired. And the gig looked good
on my resumé. When I applied for other modeling jobs, I was often told, “Oh,
you’re that guy in the bank ads! Yes, we definitely want you.”


The best part about modeling was, of course, the extra
money which came trickling in. That income, along with a succession of
part-time jobs, enabled me to move into my apartment, which was small and drab,
but cheap. And I had the place all to myself—no roommate. This had two
advantages. I could be lax about housekeeping, and I didn’t have to worry about
having a third party on the premises when I brought a guy home with me for sex.


I was trying to improve my English, and so I had
enrolled in a course in English literature. The campus library had more than
one men’s room, and I discovered that the john near the English Lit stacks
happened to be a popular cruising spot. The row of toilet stalls, which were
tucked away around a corner, out of sight from the entrance door, was a
favorite spot for blow jobs—and, if a couple of particularly daring students
happened to pair up, they might even risk a quick fuck.


One night I was in the library, doing research for a
term paper on A.E. Housman. After a couple of hours of reading and notetaking,
I needed a break—and I needed to take a leak. The possibility of recreational
sex also popped into my head.


I was disappointed to find no one else in the men’s
room, at first. I chose one of the urinals, and I was standing there, getting
ready to piss, when I heard the entrance door swing open and closed.


A big guy with sandy blond hair and pink cheeks came
into the john. He wore khaki slacks, and a tight-fitting T-shirt which had the
name and logo of a brewery printed across the chest.


The T-shirt clung to his large, curved shoulders and pecs.
His nipples formed firm little tent poles under the fabric. His biceps bulged
almost as large as mine.


If he was a beer drinker, he hadn’t begun to develop a
beer belly yet. Underneath those impressive pecs, he had an enviably flat, hard
stomach.


He stepped up to the urinal next to mine and whipped
out his junk. With his left thumb, he held down his trousers and undershorts.
His long, limp cock rested in his other hand. He was standing a little farther
back than most guys do when they’re pissing, as though he didn’t care that his
equipment was in full view. I couldn’t tell if he was showing off for my
benefit, or not. He just seemed intent upon hitting the urinal’s drain hole. As
we stood there, side by side, unloading, he barely glanced at me.


Dismissing him as a sexual prospect, I concentrated on
relieving myself.


The other dude and I finished our business at
approximately the same time. I looked over at him, trying my best to be subtle
about it, but no doubt failing. Aware of my interest, he turned his head
slightly toward me, and he smiled. I started to play with myself, under the
pretense of coaxing the last drops of urine from my penis. Immediately, I began
to get hard. I peeled my foreskin back and forth over my dickhead. All this
while, he stood there, looking at me. Brazenly, I pointed my stiff fuck pole in
his direction, and I returned his smile.


We stared at each other, neither of us blinking.


Finally, he asked me, “It looks like you’re having fun
doing that.”


“It doesn’t feel bad,” I replied.


Smirking at me, he said, “But I bet it could feel even
better.”


“You bet.”


Somewhat to my disappointment, his cock was
still soft and flexible. He held it in the palm of his hand and he hefted it,
almost as though he was offering it to me for my inspection. I wasn’t quite
sure he meant the gesture as a signal that he was willing to play around. But
the more I looked down at his big, thick cock, the harder my own fuck tool
became. My cockhead quivered with pent-up need. The veins along my shaft
bulged. I was ready for action—but I didn’t seem to be eliciting any visible
response from his sluggish dick.


“Nothing shy about you,” he commented. “You like to
show off your cock to other guys, huh?”


“Sure. Why not? And you don’t seem too damn shy about
letting another guy see yours,” I retorted. “Too bad you can’t work up a
boner,” I dared to taunt him.


I was risking a punch in the mouth. Instead, he leered
at me.


“You think I can’t? Just try me,” he suggested. Before
I could respond to this latest verbal sally, he peered at me more intently. “Hey,
wait a minute. I thought you looked familiar. You’re the guy in those bank
commercials, aren’t you?”


“That’s right.”


He laughed. “Those commercials are so goddamn gay.”


I bristled. “In what way?”


“You’re practically butt naked, and you’re sprayed
with that sleazy gold paint, all over. It’s like an interior decorator’s
beat-off fantasy come to life.”


“Fuck you.”


He said nothing. For several long seconds, we stood
there, staring at each other and at each other’s cocks. I was the first to
break our eye contact. Feeling uncomfortable, I struggled to stuff my stiff
cock back inside my briefs. While I zipped up my pants, the other guy also
quickly adjusted his underwear and his khakis.


But then he caught me completely off guard. Moving
away from the urinal and passing behind me, he leaned over and whispered
directly into my ear, “If you really like to fuck, I’ll be back there.” He made
a jabbing gesture in the air with his thumb.


I watched him swagger toward the toilet stalls. He
chose the last one in the row, the one which was the farthest away from the
men’s room entry. He didn’t deign to look back at me. He went into the stall,
and its door swung shut.


I experienced a moment of indecision.


I wanted his fat cock. I could almost taste that
oversized dickhead filling my mouth. I could feel it sliding up my asshole. But
there was something sordid about screwing around in a men’s room.


My common sense told me to leave and get back to my
studying. But my stiff dick, which was trying to push its way out of my
confining briefs, was sending me a quite different message. 


And suddenly, I remembered some lines from one of
Housman’s poems, which I had just been studying:


Others, I am not the first, have willed
more mischief than they durst … and through their reins in ice and fire fear
contended with desire.


At first I’d been puzzled by the word “reins,”
thinking it must be a misprint for “veins.” But then I’d discovered that it
meant the loins, which had once been thought to be the place in the body where
inward impulses, affections, and passions originated.


I didn’t want to be afraid to take risks to get what I
wanted. I didn’t want to have regrets about what I might have enjoyed, had I
only had the daring to pursue it.


I headed toward the last stall, glancing down at the
spaces between the bottoms of the stall doors and the floor to make sure that
the other stalls were unoccupied.


The door to his stall was unlatched, and slightly
ajar. I pushed it open. I did a double take, and my cock pulsed inside my
trousers in response to what I saw. Stepping inside the stall, I pushed the
door shut with my butt, and I fumbled behind me for the latch, which I secured.


The guy I’d been flirting with was sitting on the
toilet, with his pants and undershorts pushed down around his ankles. He’d
stripped off his T-shirt and had draped it over the toilet paper dispenser. His
nicely muscled chest was covered with sandy blond hair, and his nipples were
enticing twin cones. His thick cock protruded from his groin, swollen into
full, beckoning erection.


There was barely room enough in the small space for
one guy, let alone two large ones. We were jammed in there together, closely,
intimately.


“Come here,” he whispered. “I want your cock.”


Before I could react to the invitation, he took
charge. He pulled me toward him and he unfastened my pants, shoving them, along
with my underwear, down to my knees. He grabbed my bare buttocks and held onto
them as he leaned forward and brought his mouth to my cock. Without the least
hint of hesitation or difficulty, he swallowed me whole. I gasped. I was
suddenly the lucky recipient of an exceptionally hot, skilled blow job. This
butch, brawny cocksucker knew exactly how to stimulate my manhood with his lips
and tongue. My foreskin got such a workout that I wondered if I’d end up with a
circumcised glans before he was done with me. It didn’t take long for him to
tease me dangerously close to an eruption.


He must have tasted my freely flowing pre-cum, because
just as I thought it was about to climax, he stopped sucking and pulled his
mouth away from my dick. He stood up and caught me in his arms in a rough
embrace which I couldn’t break—not that I wanted to free myself from it. Our
lips met, and I discovered that he kissed the same way he sucked cock—full
force, with nothing held back. His tongue explored the inside of my mouth and
probed toward my throat. Down there between our bodies, our overexcited cocks
rubbed together. Once again, he brought me very near to ejaculation.


My fellow student seemed to sense how hot I was for
him, and he pulled away from me.


“I want to fuck you,” he said.


“I only do that with a rubber.”


“No problem.” He reached down for his khakis and he
pulled out a small plastic zip bag. In it was a condom packet, and a small tube
of lubricant.


I had to laugh. “Are you always this well prepared?”


“Hell, yes. You never know where or when you might
meet somebody.” He tore open the packet and rolled the condom down over his
cock. “Bend over and put your hands on there,” he instructed me, briskly,
indicating the toilet tank.


Quickly, I got into the position he wanted, and I
spread my legs. “This is kind of dirty and disgusting,” I suggested.


“Yeah, isn’t it?” he agreed, with an audible relish.
“That only makes the sex hotter, of you ask me.”


I supposed I’d soon find out whether he was right. “Go
easy at first,” I told him. “You’ve got a big dick, and I’ve got a tight hole.
I’m not boasting, you understand. That’s just what other guys have told me.”


“Don’t worry. This ought to help.” He applied some of
the lubricant to his latex-encased erection, and then he smeared a second blob
of it over the crack of my ass. He inserted a finger deep inside me and worked
it around for some time. Then he pushed a second finger through my pucker, and
diddled me with both of them. It felt good. Really good!


“Hurry up,” I urged. “I’m ready.”


Withdrawing his fingers from my ass, he moved up
behind me and spread my butt cheeks. I felt his cockhead press against my hole.
Slowly, he penetrated my sphincter and eased his way up my ass. He was thick, all
right, and I winced. Even though he was gentle with me, I still felt as though
I was having a beer can shoved up my ass.


When his cock was inserted in me as far as it could
reach, and his bristly pubic hair brushed against my butt crack, he leaned over
and kissed the back of my neck. He played with my nipples until they were
painfully hard and responsive. Gradually, my anus relaxed its instinctive
defenses, and it welcomed the massive intruder. Now I was all his—his to use. I
was his bitch!


“Fuck me,” I invited him.


He got to work. He was a really good fuck, one of the
best I’d had in a long time. He slid his cock back and forth within me in slow,
deliberate strokes, almost pulling out all the way but then driving back in. My
sphincter flexed hotly around the bulk of his shaft, and my prostate tingled in
response to every direct hit it received from his glans. While our bodies
remained locked together like that, he played with my tits and massaged my
pecs, or he’d reach lower to roll my balls in his hand or pump on my prick,
working my foreskin back and forth over my own cockhead. What really drove me
wild, though, was when he grabbed my hips and moved my pelvis to match the
thrusts which his cock made deep into me. He manipulated my big, heavy,
muscular body as easily as though I was a puppet.


“Damn, you’re so masculine to look at,” he commented,
at one point during our sex. “With all those muscles! It’s hard to believe
you’re such a man snatch, once you’ve got a dick in you.”


Far from being offended, I took his remark as a
compliment.


“I am a man snatch,” I assured him. “Go ahead
and fuck me the same way you’d fuck a pussy … a cunt. Pretend my asshole is a
nice, tight, juicy cunt!”


“You bitch, You slut!” he insulted me.


His verbal abuse only inflamed me the more.


“Fuck me!” I demanded, like a shameless whore. “Oh,
fuck me hard and hot!” I didn’t bother to keep my voice down. I didn’t care who
might come into the men’s room and hear me. 


I lost track of time. I had no idea how long we’d been
at it. We were both panting for breath and moaning loudly. But not so loudly,
though, that we didn’t hear a voice coming from outside the stall.


“Campus cop coming this way,” the stranger warned us.


“Goddamn,” I groaned. 


The campus security officers patrolled the campus, and
they’d been known to roust students whom they caught having sex in the johns.
Sometimes the offenders would be let off with a warning, but at other times
they’d be written up and forced to report to the administration for possible
disciplinary action.


My fucker and I disengaged ourselves. Pulling out of
my ass, he peeled off the condom, dropped it into the toilet bowl, and flushed
it away. Quickly, we both zipped up.


On our way out of the men’s room, we nodded our thanks
to our benefactor, a cute young student who seemed amused by the whole thing.
He went over to a urinal to take a piss. We went through the door just as the
uniformed security officer strode in. He glanced at us, suspiciously—and for
good reason, because our faces were red, our clothes were awry, and our cocks
were still hard and visibly so stuffed down our pants. Slipping past the guard,
we made good our escape.


“Talk about bad timing,” I complained.


“You said it. I’m going to go crazy unless we finish
our business.”


“My place is near here.”


“It had better be. I’m about ready to burst.”


As we walked rapidly toward my apartment, I learned
that my pickup’s name was Istvan.


We were so hot for each other that, the moment we got
inside my apartment and I closed the door behind us, we began to make out. I
didn’t even bother to turn on a light as I guided Istvan to my bed. We
stripped, lay down together, and embraced, roughly, like two wrestlers fighting
for dominance. He kissed me on the mouth, slipping me his tongue, and I seized his
cock.


“I want you to finish fucking me,” I told him.


“Oh, I’m going to do just that,” he vowed. “But first
I want to do a few other things with that incredible body of yours.”


The first item on his agenda was sixty-nine. We went
down on each other, and my lips slid hungrily up and down around his long,
thick shaft. I could tell I was giving him some pretty head by the way he
reciprocated. He breathed noisily through his nostrils while he serviced my rod
with the same enthusiasm I was displaying on his.


Being naked in bed with him was much better than
fooling around in the toilet stall had been.


Next, he drew away from me. “Squat over me,” he
gasped. “Sit on my face. Let me suck your ass.”


When I complied, he pulled my ass cheeks apart, buried
his face between them, and began to swab out my asshole with his tongue. He
licked it eagerly, and my hole loosened up in response. Every time he pushed
his extended, stiffened tongue deep inside me and worked it around, I let out a
stifled yelp of delight. He was so good at rimming that I was tempted to make
myself ejaculate while his tongue was still cleaning me out like that.


I grabbed my cock and started to jerk myself. My hand
was still very sticky with my pre-cum. My cockhead was hotly stimulated by the
way my foreskin moved over it, especially over the ridge. To my frustration,
Istvan cupped my buttocks in his palms and pushed me up, breaking that
tantalizing contact between his tongue and my hole. He observed my masturbation
for a moment, but then he interrupted it.


He slapped me hard on my butt and he said, “Cut that
out. Save your cum for later.”


“All right. But I can’t hold out forever. Come on,” I
begged. “Get your cock in there, where your tongue was a minute ago. I’m really
hot to get fucked some more. I’ve got rubbers and lube right here.”


I rolled a condom down over Istvan’s rigid shaft, and
he smeared my bunghole with some of the lubricant. After giving him a quick
kiss, I asked him, “How do you want me? Which position?”


“On your back with your legs in the air.”


I lay down on my back and spread my legs. Istvan got
on his knees at my crotch. He leaned over me and kissed me, hard. Then he
massaged my neck and shoulders. Working his way down to my pecs, he sucked on
one of my nipples, then on the other. His tongue left a trail of saliva down my
belly. He buried his mouth in my pubic bush.


“Nice cock,” he moaned.


“I thought we were going to fuck!” I protested. The
delay was driving me insane.


“In a minute. First—” His mouth swallowed my cock. His
lips worked my foreskin up and down over my shaft, and his tongue rubbed over
my cockhead. While he sucked me, he toyed with my balls. His lips and his
fingers conspired to bring me very close to shooting.


“I want your cock up my ass,” I insisted. “But let me
have a finger or two in there, first. I need to get warmed up a little before I
take that big thing of yours up my butt again. You nearly tore me apart back
there in the library john.”


Still blowing me, Istvan greased his fingers. One of
them slid into me easily and probed the walls of my anus. Then he pushed in a
second finger. I relaxed and willed my hole to open up. He diddled me expertly.
It felt good, but it also made my asshole even more impatient for his cock.


“I’m ready,” I pleaded. “Give it to me!” I draped my
legs over his shoulders and I moved my butt down until my cleft met his
cockhead. He positioned his glans against my pucker. “Fuck me,” I begged.


Istvan worked himself into me, slowly. His cockhead
pried open the defenses of my anal pucker, and then it popped inside me. He
paused for a moment before he made a first, tentative fucking motion,
withdrawing partway only to slide his shaft back into my anus at full length. I
let out a groan of delight. Again, he paused.


“Okay?” he whispered.


I nodded. “Hell, yes! Go for it. Fuck me. Don’t hold
back. Give me all you’ve got. And this time, nothing is going to interrupt us.
This time, don’t you dare stop until you’ve really taken and used my ass.”


That was the end of any hesitation on his part. He
humped me furiously, and my gloating ass took it, gratefully, greedily. I
closed my eyes and I clenched and unclenched my anal muscles around the
impalement. Soon, we had a steady, pulverizing rhythm going. I tightened my
horny hole every time he bored into me, and I eased up whenever he withdrew. We
were both groaning now, and I felt the hot sweat of energetic sex trickling
down the sides of my torso from my armpits.


Suddenly, Istvan pulled out of me completely. I was
about to complain, to tell him to shove his dick right back into me, when I
felt his big hands gripping me by my hips. Deftly, he swung my body around, and
at the same time he got down on his knees—and he went down on my cock. Gasping,
I pulled on his ears and his hair, indiscriminately, holding his head against
my seething groin while I fucked his face. Expertly, he deep-throated me,
emitting retching noises which I could tell were indicative of his pleasure,
and not of any repugnance on his part.


He was such a good cocksucker that I knew I’d shoot if
he kept working on my cock much longer.


“Get back inside me,” I begged. “Oh, your mouth feels
so good on my cock, but your dick feels even better in my ass. Please … please
fuck me some more.”


Drooling saliva from his panting lips, he eased his
mouth from my aching dick. He stood up. I spun around and once again I faced away
from him, offering him my behind. I was on my knees on the mattress, facing the
wall against which my bed was placed. I could reach out and rest my palms on
the wall to steady myself.


“Fuck me,” I once again urged him. But the invitation
had already been accepted.


Istvan rammed his prick up my butt, taking full
repossession of it, and he fucked me even harder than he had before. Still
leaning against the wall with one hand, I seized my cock in my other hand, and
I began jerking off.


“That’s right, big guy,” he told me. “Come for me.
Shoot your load.”


“Only if you come, too.”


“No problem. I’m just about there.”


“Do it. Blow your wad.”


“Come, you muscle son of a bitch. Let me see your cum spray
all over that wall.”


“Aw, sweet Jesus,” I gasped, as I began to unload.


My semen shot free from my well-fisted prick. It did
indeed smack against the wall, soiling it, dripping sluggishly downward from
the point of impact. As my cum lost its initial velocity and ran down over my
hand, I felt him explode deep inside me. His cockhead, sheathed in the condom,
throbbed so fiercely against the constricting walls of my anal tunnel that I
was sure he was discharging an exceptionally big load. Both of us were
shuddering, and moaning as though we were in some shared agony.


We remained locked together until our erotic fury
subsided. Then Istvan pulled out of me. Yanking the filled rubber from his
flaccid dick, he tossed it nonchalantly to the floor. We lay there on the
rumpled sheets, still facing each other, both of us a wet, sticky mess. Our limp
cocks were satisfied at last—at least for the time being. 
















 


Chapter Five: A Military Exercise


Like a lot of young Hungarian men, I joined the army
reserve. This was shortly after I moved from Debrecen to Budapest, to seek my
fortune in the big city.


My motives were mostly patriotic, but also partly
mercenary. Members of the army reserve committed themselves to drilling on two
weekends each month—for which they were, of course, paid. It was a good way to
make some extra money. Employers were encouraged to be flexible and give their
workers the time off, should the drills conflict with their work schedules.


At the time, I had my weekends free, so that wasn’t a
problem. My only concern was that the two monthly drills might interfere with
my weight training. But the military promoted fitness, and I knew I’d be doing
a lot of aerobic work, in the form of marching, hiking, and other physical
exercises, if nothing else.


On our weekends on the job, we reservists assembled in
one of the city’s squares on Friday evening. There, a troop carrier picked us
up, and drove us to the camp, which was located in an isolated rural area. We
were driven back to the city on Sunday evening.


In between, we lived and drilled in the same way as
the full-time soldiers did.


My muscles weren’t just for show. I was quite strong,
if I do say so myself, and as a result I had no difficulties with the physical
training.


I’d assumed that, for the duration of these weekends,
I’d be giving up my social life—to say nothing of any semblance of a sex life.
But I was wrong. The camp offered us only limited recreational activities,
during our few hours of free time. Boredom drew the men together in a close-knit
camaraderie. I got along well with the other guys in my barracks. A lot of them
openly admired my physique. And some of the bolder guys made no secret of the
fact that they were interested in me, sexually.


Far from being forced to remain celibate, I soon realized
that I could pick and choose from a fairly large pool of potential sex
partners, and I could fool around as much as I wanted to.


Not everyone was impressed by my physique. My firearms
instructor, for one, was distinctly unenthusiastic.


“Varady, you big, ugly, stupid, muscle-bound, muscle-headed
son of a bitch,” he barked at me. “Get down on the ground when you fire that
rifle! On your belly. Lie there flat. I want you to eat dirt, soldier. I
want you to fuck dirt. Keep down so low that you poke a hole in the
ground with your dick. God, the enemy is going to love you! Those muscles of
yours may make you hot shit in civilian life, soldier boy. But out here, they
only make you a bigger target. Now, shoot at the goddamn target, if your
frigging fingers aren’t as muscle-bound as the rest of you, and if they can
even squeeze the trigger, which I doubt. Shoot, you big, dumb son of a bitch!
And shoot to kill. Get them before they get you.”


He emphasized the need to keep myself prostrate on the
ground, by planting the sole of his boot on my butt and resting his entire
weight on me.


“Shoot!” he bellowed, as he kept my ass trapped under
the sole of his boot. “Pull the trigger, you motherfucker. Empty your clip.
Shoot. Shoot!”


I wanted to shoot him, but I restrained myself,
and I did my best to follow his instructions. I riddled the target with
bullets. My aim might not have been terribly accurate, but I was thorough. Had
that target been flesh and blood, it would’ve been spouting blood.


“That’s right,” the instructor growled. “Let fly.
Shoot it all. Blow your wad!”


I could think of much more pleasurable ways to blow my
wad. And soon enough, an opportunity presented itself.


During our very next drill, two weeks later, the
weather report advised that conditions would be miserable all weekend long—cold,
rainy, and windy. Our company commander was delighted by the forecast. He
decided that this would be a perfect opportunity for us grunts to engage in a
field exercise which would require us to “rough it” in the outdoors.


And so, we not only had to hike far into the hilly,
wooded area surrounding the camp—we had to spend the night in the wilderness.


The hike, which began in the late afternoon, was a
wretched trudge through mud, with nonstop rain pelting down upon us. Our ponchos
did little to protect us from the elements. In our backpacks, we were allowed
to carry only the bare essentials. Each of us had, in addition to his rifle and
sidearm, a rolled-up sleeping bag and a blanket, an aluminum mess kit and some
prepackaged rations, a flashlight, and a change of socks. That was it. We
weren’t allowed to bring along any electronic devices, such a cell phones or
pocket radios. Our packs and our persons were in fact checked out before we
left, and any such contraband was confiscated.


A flatbed truck had preceded us along our route. When
the truck reached a stretch of sloping ground where the trees were sparser, the
guys riding in the back of the truck started to toss out identical bundles of
supplies at wide-spaced intervals. Each bundle consisted of a two-man tent, a
shovel, and a small battery-operated lantern.


We were paired off for the hike, and when we reached
the first of the bundles, the first pair of guys dropped out to set up camp for
the night—and so forth, until our company was spread out over the landscape,
two by two, far enough apart that you couldn’t see your neighbors in the next
tent.


Our instructions were simple. We had to set up our
tent, dig ourselves a latrine nearby, and spend the night on the hillside. Without
a fire or any other source of heat, by the way, and with only our flashlights
and the lantern for light. We were expected to eat our rations cold, which was
probably the most disgusting part of the experience—although the continued
lousy weather ran it a close second. In the morning, we’d break camp, hook up
again, and hike back to headquarters.


I didn’t see the point of the exercise, unless it was
a psychological test, designed to weed out any recruits who might go stir-crazy
overnight and end up running through the woods shrieking—or, worse, killing
their tent mates.


After that long, cold hike, I actually volunteered to
dig the latrine, because I knew that some physical exercise would help to warm
me up a little. Meanwhile, my partner pitched our tent, and I have to admit
that he did so quickly and efficiently. His name was Marton, and he was a
sturdily built, surly young number, who’d grown up on a farm near Solt. [Translator’s
note: Solt is a small town located south of Hungary.] He’d joined
the army reserves because it gave him a chance to earn some money, to get away
from home every other weekend, and also to experience, he’d hoped, some
excitement.


“Big mistake,” he remarked to me, succinctly, at one
point during the hike, when we’d been making small talk to try to make the time
pass more quickly.


Now, I rejoined him, inside our tent.


“The latrine’s dug,” I reported, as I shed my wet
poncho. “Feel free to piss and shit in it with impunity.”


“In this downpour? Fuck! I’d rather hold it in.”


“All night long?” I asked him, skeptically. “I’d like
to see you try that. You’ll have to piss or take a dump, sooner or later. And
don’t think you’re going to do either, in here!”


“Fuck!” he repeated. “This sucks!”


Next to this unschooled rural lad, I felt quite
worldly and sophisticated.


“Well, we’re stuck here, so we might as well try to
make the best of it,” I told him, philosophically.


“If this is the best of it, I’d hate to see the
worst.”


I couldn’t disagree with him. Our shelter was
undeniably primitive.  


The tent was small. When we placed our sleeping bags
side by side on the ground cloth, they took up virtually all of the floor
space. We had to crouch to avoid hitting our heads on the roof of the tent—and
we had to move slowly and carefully, to keep from colliding with each other.


“I would have to be paired up with you,” Marton
complained.


“What’s wrong with me?” I asked him, rather
belligerently.


“No offense, but you’re so damn big, you’re taking up
more than your half of the tent,” he bitched.


“Sorry. Can’t help it. Maybe you can make good use of
the fact,” I suggested. “If I sleep on this side, between you and the tent
flap, I may be able to block out some of the draft from outside.” The wind was indeed
so strong that it was driving some of the cold, damp air into the tent.


He grunted, in a way that suggested he didn’t think
that was a viable plan.


I removed my muddy boots, and my wet socks. I decided
I’d wait until morning to put on my clean, dry spare pair of socks, and so I
wrapped my bare feet in a fold of the heavy, coarse-textured army blanket I’d
been issued.


Marton apparently thought that was a good idea,
because he followed my example.


In silence, we ate our evening rations, by the feeble
light of the battery-powered lamp. Outside our tent, the weather had worsened,
if anything. The temperature had dropped, and the air was cold. The shrill,
whistling wind sent the heavy, persistent rainfall against the roof and the
sides of the tent, in a noisy rattle.


“I can’t believe we’re not allowed to build a fire,”
Marton said.


“If we did, it’d be outside, where it wouldn’t warm up
the inside of the tent,” I pointed out, “and where this fucking rain would put
it out.”


“We could at least have been given some sort of a heater
for in here,” Marton griped. “Oh, maybe not a real heater. But there are those
little chemical packs you can tuck inside your clothes, you know? You squeeze
them, and that makes the chemicals break down and interact, and it generates
heat. People use them to keep warm outdoors in the wintertime.”


“Yeah. But we’re out of luck, so far as that goes.
We’re going to have to rely on our body heat to keep us warm.”


“Even though we’re going to have to be up at the crack
of dawn, it’s too early to go to bed yet. What are we supposed to do to pass the
time?”


“We could talk,” I suggested.


He looked at me as though I’d suggested something
outlandish. “Talk?”


“Yeah, as in face to face. It’s what people did before
the invention of the cell phone.”


We did chat, a little. At one point in our
conversation, he shivered.


“Damn, it’s cold,” he complained.


“Climb inside your sleeping bag,” I advised him.


“What about you?”


“I may exercise a little before I go to bed.”


“Exercise? In here?”


I laughed. “I flatter myself that I’m as tough as the
next guy, but I’m not going to go outside to do it. Not in this rain.”


“Then how?”


“Watch.” I stripped down to my shorts. As I did so,
Marton gaped at me again, as though he was now convinced I was crazy.


“You’re getting undressed?” he asked. “Aren’t
you going to freeze your balls off?”


“This’ll warm me up.” I began to perform pushups,
using my own sleeping bag as a mat.


My tent mate watched me. “How many of those things are
you going to do?”


“I don’t know,” I told him, with blithe indifference.
“Until I get tired. Then I’ll go to bed. Um, I’m already feeling nice and warm.
And sweaty.”


“You’re like a machine,” he commented. I didn’t know
if he mean it as a compliment, or as a way of saying he considered me a freak.


“Join me, if you want to.”


“Maybe I will.”


He, too, stripped down to his shorts. We did our
pushups side by side in the close quarters. He was in good shape, but I was in
better physical condition, and I wasn’t above showing off a bit.


“Feeling warmer?” I inquired.


“Yeah,” he gasped. “But you’re not even breathing hard.
You’re inhuman.”


“This is nothing,” I boasted. “If I had a barbell and
some weight plates, I’d do some squats. And work my legs, too.”


“Well, don’t let me stop you,” he said, sarcastically.
“Feel free to go out there, fell a tree, and do your squats with the tree trunk
on your shoulders, Hercules.”


I laughed.


I was shameless enough to show off a little more. I
began to lift my hands from the sleeping bag under me and clap them together in
midair under my chest, as part of each pushup. He groaned at the sight, and he
didn’t try to imitate me.


Finally, though, I’d had enough. I slumped down and
rested. Marton quit, too. We lay side by side, perspiring, taking deep breaths
to refill our lungs.


“After that, I’m ready to hit the sack,” Marton said.


“Me, too.”


Using our sleeping bags as mattresses, we stretched
out on top of them and pulled our blankets over our bodies. I reached out and
switched off the lantern.


Losing track of time, I relaxed there in the darkness,
listening to the wind and the rain, and drifting off toward sleep.


I almost thought I was dreaming when I felt a warm hand
moving under my blanket, touching my shoulder, and then sliding down over my
chest.


I assumed this was Marton’s way of checking to see if
I was still awake.


“What?” I mumbled, sleepily. “What do you want?”


“Are you awake?”


“Obviously.”


“Are you horny?”


The question took me by surprise. “Huh?”


“Are you horny?” he repeated.


“Are you?”


“Awfully,” Marton confessed. “I’m aching to get off.”


“So, get off. Jerk yourself.”


“You don’t mind?”


“Not as long as you aim it away from me. Go ahead. Pop
your wad. Get it over with.”


“It might be more fun if we—” His voice trailed away,
uncertainly. But, drowsy though I was, I got the message, loud and clear.


And, just in case I still had any doubts, his hand was
still resting on my bare torso. His fingers explored my pecs, nudging at my
nipples.


“Your chest is fucking huge,” he breathed, sounded
awed. “Huge … and hard. Damn, you have big, hard tits, too.”


“That feels good,” I whispered. “Keep doing it.”


He toyed with my nipples, which stiffened in response.
My cock rose, too, like a tent pole, pushing the blanket up and away from my
groin.


My companion was once again breathing hard, and I
realized he must be every bit as excited as I was.


I sensed that he was somewhat shy, when it came to
sexual matters, and so I prompted him. “What do you want to do?”


“I want you to fuck me,” he confessed, in a breathless
rush. “I’ve only done it a couple of times, but I want you to do it to me. You’re
so handsome—so built. Don’t worry, I’ve got condoms.”


“Condoms? And you brought them along because—?”


“Because I hoped something like this might happen.
When we’re stuck out here in the middle of nowhere on these weekend drills—all
the guys get bored and restless, and horny. It’s easy to talk a guy into
playing around.”


“And some are easier than others.” I was beginning to
suspect that, given a bit of encouragement, Marton wasn’t so shy, after all.


My impression was confirmed when he flung both of our
blankets down toward our feet, exposing our bodies from the knees up. 


“Let’s get these fucking shorts off,” he urged. “Let’s
get naked.”


“I thought you were cold,” I teased him.


“You’ve warmed me up. You’ve gotten me hot. So hot—!”
He wriggled out of his shorts, and I did the same.


By now, my eyes had grown accustomed to the dark, and
in the gloom of the tent’s interior I could make him our fairly clearly. My
cock ached with anticipation when I watched him move, in such close proximity
to me. We were now both nude, and I got a good look at his bare ass. His butt
was tempting, consisting of twin globes of pale flesh, split by a deep cleft
which seemed to invite penetration. When we soldiers had been paired off for
this exercise, I’d certainly lucked out. I was going to plow this farm boy!


At the thought, my cock jutted out from my crotch,
rigid and throbbing, empurpled with lust. It attracted Marton’s attention.


“Shit!” he exclaimed. “I always thought that you
muscle men built up your bodies to compensate for having small dicks.”


“Well, that’s a popular misconception. But a
misconception, nevertheless. As you can see,” I bragged.


“I can see it, all right. Nice cock,” he murmured,
keeping his eyes focused on my pulsating erection.


“You can do more than just look at it,” I said. “Go
ahead and touch it.”


Soon we were playing with each other’s dicks. His cock
was good-sized, too, a satisfactory handful. Grunting, we lay there side by
side, trading hand jobs, priming our phallic pumps.


I was about to suggest that we proceed to some cocksucking,
perhaps a sixty-nine, when Marton broke our tense mutual silence. Evidently, he
was so excited that he wanted to skip anything oral, at least for the time
being, and move on directly to the anal activity he’d mentioned previously.


“Fuck me,” he pleaded, taking his hand off my dick and
moving away from me, but only long enough to search for his discarded clothes.
Popping open the snap button on one of his pockets, he pulled out a strip of
condoms and a tube of lubricant. “I told you I came prepared.”


“So I see.”


“Let’s do it like this,” he suggested. 


As he spoke, he lifted his feet from the sleeping bag
and spread his thighs, pulling his knees back to his chest. The position he was
now in displayed the pale cheeks of his butt. The lightly haired crack between
them was wide open for my inspection.


I knelt between his parted legs and I stared down at
what he was offering me. He smiled up at me, a little nervously, but definitely
in invitation. Then he reached down with one hand and rubbed his butt crack. I
gasped when I watched him rub his fingertips wantonly over his exposed asshole,
teasing himself—and me. The puckered aperture twitched and flexed as he
massaged it.


“I want you in here,” he informed me. “Deep inside
me.”


My eyes almost popped out of their sockets as I stared
at him. What he was doing to himself was incredibly sexy to watch. My cock
ached in response to what I saw. 


He continued to tease me, this time by grabbing the
tube of lubricant and squirting out a blob of the clear gel onto his palm.
Transferring the gel to his ass crack, he smeared it over his anal pucker.


“This ought to do the trick,” he announced, grinning
at me, with a satyr-like glee. “Come on, big guy. Don’t keep me waiting. Put on
a rubber and fuck me.”


Jolted out of my erotic reverie by this blatant
invitation, I almost leaped toward him. I grabbed the strip of condoms which
he’d placed so nonchalantly next to him on the sleeping bag. I tore one open
and rolled it down around my fiercely pulsating cockshaft. Like a heat-seeking
missile, my phallic weapon aimed itself at the puckered target Marton was
offering me.


I felt the trembling circle of his sphincter surrender
to me, surrounding the head of my latex-sheathed cock, stretching to
accommodate my bulk. He was lying back on the sleeping bag, his eyes half closed,
his lips open and quivering.


“In me, stud,” he begged, in a fearful-sounding,
tremulous voice. “Oh, put it in me all the way!”


I thrust, burying my manhood inside the heated
orifice, with the lube easing my way.


“Oh, yeah,” Marton gasped. “Give me that cock. Get in
there and fuck!”


I slid my empurpled ramrod deeper into him, holding
his thighs up against his chest, leaning into him as my fuck tool inexorably disappeared
inside his ass. Finally, my balls were slapping against his slippery butt
crack. My entire cock was enveloped in his steamy anal depths.


“This is so fucking hot,” I managed to grunt out,
staring down at my fellow soldier’s flushed face.


He tried to grin again, but I could detect a tension
in his facial features. His eyes were narrow, his jaw tight, and his lips
quivered. He was stuffed with my cock, and I suspected the sensation wasn’t entirely
comfortable for him. Despite all the whorish abandon he’d displayed a moment
ago, before I’d put it in him, he now groaned and tossed his head, biting his
lip and half-closing his eyes. 


I was just about to ask him whether I was indeed
hurting him, and did he want me to ease up, when he began to wriggle his ass
provocatively around the thick, inflexible shaft of my cock. I let out a gasp
as he milked me with his anal muscles. Then, encouraged by his receptiveness, I
began to fuck him again, not sparing him. He moved right along with me. He
humped himself on my dick, pulling away from me only to shove himself toward me
again, squeezing me with his anal muscles at the same time. He twisted his
butt, too, massaging my aching hard-on as though he had it clasped in a greasy,
slippery fist.


“Oh, big dick, you goddamn muscle stud,” he moaned.
“Oh, big dick shoved up my ass! Fuck me—fuck me!”


“Keep that ass open and take my cock,” I advised him.


Words then failed us. We muttered incoherently, our
eyes half-closed, both of us concentrating on the junction of our bodies, while
his ass rode my cock. He was subjecting me to an exquisite torture with that slow,
steady grinding of his butt. His anus felt like a hot, moist, slippery mouth,
engulfing and sucking my dick!


At last, I could no longer take it. I reared back, and
with my hands still clutching his thighs, I stared down at the lewd sight of my
cock plowing deep into his butthole. I began to fuck him much more
aggressively, pumping in and out of him with fierce, hard thrusts, enjoying the
sight of my dick invading his helpless, willingly surrendered asshole. It gaped
open for my cock, a hungry orifice stuffed full and twitching for more. I fed
him all I had, and he lustfully took it from me. He was grunting and squirming.
Mad with desire, I drilled him even more violently.


But I didn’t want to come. Not yet—not so soon.


I forced myself to pull out, and Marton squealed in
protest. I pacified him by kissing him, and by treating him to a long,
lingering tongue-fuck while our mouths remained glued together. We swapped out
spit.


Our cocks, compressed between our bellies, twitched in
agitation. They seemed to possess minds of their own, and at the moment they
were begging, mutely, for the relief which only ejaculation could provide. But
I’d succeeded in holding off my orgasm, for the moment. My heartbeat slowed back
to something like normal as Marton rubbed my back and buttocks with his hands,
and I did the same to him. His body was smooth and very hard, which excited me.
His very firmness made the yielding opening of his asshole all the more
inviting. I slid two of my fingers in and out of his asshole, exploring it,
while he moaned against my mouth.


“Go ahead. Fuck me some more,” he finally mumbled
against my lips.


“Oh, yeah,” I moaned.


Marton turned in my arms, and then he raised himself a
bit. This time, he crouched on one knee with one foot up, his ass once again
wide open. I leaned back and admired him. In this position, his buttocks
swelled out in perfect roundness, the cheeks plump mounds of creamy white. Big
dimples indented the sides, and the chunky flesh curved outward seductively
from his narrow waist. He had the kind of ass which was made to be fucked, and
I wasn’t the man to resist it.


I reached down and caressed those big twin globes. The
taut muscles were smooth and hot to my touch. My fingers traced their way into
the butt crack and they found the moist, gaping hole. Two of my fingers once
again slid deep inside the anal pucker. Marton moaned and arched his back, his
asshole tightening around my fingers. I pushed them in and out of him, feeling
his anal flesh tense and quiver in response.


“Hot ass,” I complimented him.


Our eyes met as he turned his head and stared back at
me. He had a look of pure lust and physical need written all over his face. He
was mine to fuck, ready to give himself unreservedly to me.


“I have to fuck you again,” I warned him. “I have to
have some more of that ass!” 


I wasn’t exaggerating. My need was acute. I had to be
inside him again!


“Go ahead,” he whimpered. “Take me. Fuck my hole!”


I thrust up with my cock, my fingers still planted
inside him. My cockhead easily slid in beside my fingers. He grunted and he
pushed backward with his hips, arching his back even more. I could hardly
believe how readily his asshole yielded to me. I had both of my fingers inside
his stretched-open anal aperture as I shoved my whole cock into him. He was
totally open for me. His ass flesh parted, surrendering itself willingly to my deep-penetrating
cock. Furthermore, his anal muscles seemed to wrap themselves snugly around my
shaft, holding it within him with a torrid, greedy possessiveness. I wasn’t
sure whether I was using his ass, or he was using my cock. It didn’t really
matter. Either way, we were both receiving intense pleasure.


“Come on, soldier,” he demanded. “Fuck! Fuck that
hole!”


“I am fucking it.”


“Pretend I’m the enemy, and that dick of yours is a
bayonet. Tear me wide open. Rip me apart!”


“Damn right! Die, you bastard! Die!”


“Kill me with that cock!”


I pumped my cock into his ass, burying myself in him
to my balls, withdrawing part of the way, and then plunging back into him. I
could feel my shaft sliding in and out of him between my fingers. It felt
fantastic, but it still wasn’t enough to satisfy me. I wanted more. I used my
other hand to reach around his waist and stroke his torso. I ran my palm up and
down his firm chest and rippled stomach. I pumped his thick cock and I tweaked
his swollen nipples. I massaged his dangling balls, and then I took a firm hold
on them, using them as a handle to pull his butt back around my steadily
driving shaft. I had my cock in him, and my fingers, and at the same time my
fist worked his dick. I was fucking his entire body, hard and fast and
rough.


He took it like a man. He squirmed and moaned nonstop
in response to my unrelenting assault. Outside the tent, the rain still fell
heavily. I could hear it bouncing off the top and the sides of our flimsy
shelter. One thing had changed for the better, though. We were no longer cold.
Our bodies were hot with the heat of sex, dripping perspiration.


We went on fucking, my fingers and my cock reaming out
his willingly surrendered asshole without any letup, while he writhed and
shuddered in my embrace. We were locked together, and we were both racing
toward orgasm. My cock probed his manhole faster—harder—deeper. The friction of
his anal pucker around my prickshaft seemed to madden us. Our movements became
more frenzied. We both cried out incoherently, and then it hit us. We were
coming!


My body wrenched in spasms as my jism rose from my
balls and shot through the core of my cock. I spewed my load deep inside his
guts, the condom wrapped around my ramrod the only thing containing my warm,
wet semen.


His bunghole went into a series of violent convulsions
around me. His dick swelled, and then it suddenly discharged its load, all over
my fingers. I pumped him dry while I held my cock inside him until I was spent
myself. We emptied ourselves of our lust.


Afterward, Marton was the first to stir. He disengaged
himself cautiously from me, easing my cock out of his ass, and turning around
to stroke my sweaty neck and kiss me on the mouth. We settled down on the
sleeping bags and pulled the blankets over us. We lay there together in the
dark in each other’s arms. My cock was getting hard again, and I suspected we
would make love again before we had to get up in the morning. But I forced
myself to ignore my tumescence, for the time being, and try to go to sleep.


Outside, the rain was still drumming down on our tent.
But, snuggled up next to Marton, I was at least warm and dry—to say nothing of
sexually satisfied, for the time being.


I was beginning to think that military life had its
advantages.
















 


Chapter Six: My Porn Debut


I got into porn by accident, giving it a try more or
less for the hell of it. Ironically, I owe my career in the adult video
industry to a guy I didn’t have sex with.


His name was Robert, and he trained at the same gym in
Budapest to which I belonged. He was a good-looking guy with a great body, so
of course I was attracted to him. But he was one of those bodybuilders who seem
to be lost in their own private world while they’re working out. I never saw
him cruise anybody, and he kept to himself. He wasn’t unfriendly, and on
several occasions we exchanged a few words. But I could tell he came to the gym
to work out, not to socialize, and I respected that. I had much the same
philosophy, after all.


One day, though, we both happened to be in the locker
room at the same time, getting dressed after our workouts. I was trying not to
be too obvious as I ogled his body, comparing his muscles to mine—not
without a hint of envy.


“How’d it go today?” Robert asked me, casually.


“Pretty good. I pushed myself a little. I know I’m
going to be sore tomorrow, but it’ll be worth it.”


He grunted. “Same here. Hey, tell me something, will
you?”


“Sure. What?”


“You’re gay, aren’t you?”


I saw no reason to deny it. “Yeah.”


He grunted again. “I thought so. Oh, don’t get me
wrong. You aren’t obvious about it—nothing like that. But I’ve been hit on
often enough to know a gay guy when I see one.”


I wasn’t quite certain what to say. So I just stood
there, smiling at him. I was already anticipating that he was going to
proposition me—in which case, of course, I intended to accept his offer to have
sex with him, gratefully.


I could already imagine us going either to his place,
or mine. Getting naked together in the privacy of a bedroom. Me, exploring his
physique with my hands, my mouth, and my tongue. Sucking on his cock, to get it
good and hard, in preparation for—!


But my fond hopes were soon dashed.


“I’m not queer, myself,” he declared. “But what the
hell? Live and let live, that’s what I always say. Maybe I can do you a favor.
You might be interested in this deal this guy offered me the other day. He was
a foreigner—he spoke English, but he had another guy with him, to translate.
Anyway, I was just walking down the street, minding my own business, when they
came right up to me. And the foreign dude wanted to know if I’d ever done any
modeling. I told him no. Then he asked me if I’d be interested in doing any
modeling—in the nude. Again, I said no. The son of a bitch was awfully goddamn
persistent. Next thing I know, he’s telling me, through the interpreter, that
he’s here in Budapest to make a gay porn movie, and would I be interested in
doing that? I told him, ‘hell, no,’ and I was almost tempted to tell him
to ‘fuck off,’ too, but I caught myself and was polite. He looked so
disappointed that I actually felt sorry for him. So I told him I knew a
guy—namely, you—who works out at the same gym as I do, and who’s probably gay,
and who I know for a fact has done some nude modeling. So he, I mean
you, might be interested.”


“Wow,” I exclaimed, under my breath.


“He got all hot and bothered. Asked me a lot of
questions about you. I didn’t tell him your name, of course. But I did tell him
you’ve won a lot of physique contests, and that you’re a good-looking guy with
a really great build.”


“Thanks.”


“It’s no more than the truth. I may not be gay, but
I’m not blind, either. The upshot was, the foreign dude gave me his card, and I
told him I’d give it to you. I have it here somewhere—” Robert rummaged in his
wallet, and finally pulled out the business card, which he handed to me. “Here
you go. Now, listen,” he warned me. “I don’t know anything about this guy. He
talked big, but he could be on the level, or he could be full of shit. For all
I know, this is some sort of a rip-off. If you decide to call him, and it goes
badly, don’t blame me.”


“I wouldn’t do that,” I promised him, as I took the card.


“Are you going to call him?”


“I don’t know. Maybe I ought to, just to find out what
it’s all about.”


“You’d be willing to appear in a frigging gay porn
video?”


“Why not? Lots of guys do, from what I hear.”


“I’d be too embarrassed. To be in a straight
porn video,” Robert explained. “Let alone one with a bunch of queers.”


“Well, you might be surprised how pleasant it can be
to be surrounded by a bunch of queers, if you’d only give yourself the chance,”
I joked.


He grimaced. The poor guy really was straight!
He had no idea what he was missing.


But he’d planted a seed—a seed which, as things turned
out, bore an extremely profuse and erotic crop of fruit!


I put the business card in my pocket. I finished
getting dressed. I said goodbye to Robert and I left the gym, thinking no more
of it.


Later that evening, though, when I was at home, I took
out the card and inspected it. It had the man’s name on it—I’ll call him Jerry,
here—and the contact information for his studio, which was located in San
Diego, California. He was far from home. There wasn’t anything about the card
which suggested it was a porn studio.


I did a search on the Internet, and I quickly found
the studio’s website. It did indeed offer gay porn videos, either for sale as
DVDs or as downloads. It seemed to be a comparatively small, modest,
unpretentious organization. But it had an extensive inventory, which included a
series of videos called Eurostuds. These videos had been made in
England, France, Germany, Italy, and Czechoslovakia—with, the website promised,
Spain and Hungary still to come.


On the back of the card, a cell phone number was
penciled. Call me, was written below, in English.


My curiosity was getting the better of me. But I slept
on it. The next day happened to be a Saturday. That morning, I took out my
phone and punched in the number.


“Jerry, here,” a pleasant-sounding male voice replied,
in English.


“Ah, you don’t know me, sir,” I said. “My name is
Emeric. You gave my friend Robert your business card, and he gave it to me.”


“Oh, I remember Robert. The big guy, right, with all
the muscles?”


“Yes. We go to the same gym.”


“Are you a bodybuilder, too?”


“I work out,” I said, modestly. 


“Do you think you’d be interested in making a video
for me?”


“Maybe.”


“You do know what kind of videos these are,
don’t you?”


“Robert told me.” I could feel myself blushing.
“They’re explicit, aren’t they?”


“Very.”


“And they’re gay.”


“Extremely,” Jerry said, with a droll inflection.
“Think you’re up to that?”


“I don’t know. I’ve done a lot of nude modeling.”


“Really?”


“Yes.” I probably sounded a bit boastful. But, after
all, I wasn’t exaggerating—I was just stating a fact.


“Can you send me a picture of yourself?”


“Sure.” I was neither more nor less narcissistic than
the average gay guy. But I just happened to have quite an extensive gallery of
photos of myself stored on my phone, including some shots of me taken during
physique contests, and some in which I was nude. I selected a few of my
favorites, which I thought were especially flattering, and I sent them to
Jerry.


There was pause at the other end of our connection.
Then: “Jesus fucking Christ almighty!” the American exclaimed, loudly and
blasphemously.


“Is anything wrong?” I asked, naïvely.


“Wrong? Hell, no, if what I’m seeing is for real. Are
these photos of you?”


“Of course.”


“Have they been photo shopped?”


“Of course not.”


“Is your dick as big when it’s hard as it looks here,
soft?”


I had another, uncharacteristic, attack of modesty.
“Ah—I don’t know. It’s just average, I guess.”


“When can I meet you and see what you look like in
person?”


“Any time you like.”


“How about right now? I’ll treat you to lunch. No
strings attached. We’ll talk. I bet we can do some business together. If not—”
There was almost an audible shrug in the other man’s voice. “What’ve you got to
lose?”


“Nothing, I suppose.”


And so I agreed to meet Jerry at a restaurant
downtown, in an hour.


I walked into the place, not knowing exactly what to
expect. He knew what I looked like, of course, and when he
spotted me, he stood up and waved, inviting me to join him at his table.


He wasn’t alone. He had two other men with him.


Jerry was a very handsome, well-preserved man, with
graying blond hair and very bright, penetrating blue eyes. I later found out
that he was in his fifties, but he looked at least ten years younger than his
actual age. Later on, too, he confided in me that he’d once worked in the adult
film industry himself, performing in both gay and straight movies, and that
he’d also been an escort. Now he was making his money behind the scenes.


He was traveling with his cameraman, Neil—a burly
number in his mid-thirties (I guessed). Neil wasn’t conventionally
good-looking—he had a broken nose, and a scar on his cheek—but he was pleasant,
and for my taste, he looked quite fuckable.


Here in Budapest, the two Americans had hooked up with
a local boy named Anton. Anton, I soon learned, had already appeared in a
couple of sex scenes which Jerry had directed and Neil had shot. But Anton also
served as their interpreter. Neither of the two Americans spoke Hungarian, of
course, except for a few useful phrases (mostly pickup lines) which they’d already
acquired since their arrival.


Anton was a dark-haired twink, barely out of his
teens, with an effervescent personality. He cruised every male with whom he
came within eyeshot, including me and the waiter who came to take our order.


We chatted while we waited for our food to arrive.
These men weren’t at all intimidating, and I soon relaxed and felt at ease in
their company.


“You speak excellent English, Emeric,” Jerry told me.


“Thank you. I always like to have a chance to talk
with native English speakers. If I make a mistake, please correct me,” I urged
him.


“Tell us a little bit about yourself.”


I did so.


“Are you gay, straight, bi, gay for pay, or what?”
This time, it was Neil who asked the question.


I wondered, idly, what the alternative what
might encompass. But I admitted I was gay.


“Oh, thank God,” Neil replied, with great fervor.


Anton laughed. “Neil and Jerry have been disappointed
because so many of the guys they’ve worked with here, so far, have been gay for
pay,” he explained. “I’m an exception—and now so are you.”


“I’m about as gay as they come,” I vowed. “No
ambivalence here! But why the disappointment, as long as the guys perform
satisfactorily? Or don’t they?”


“Don’t get me wrong,” Jerry said. “I’ve got nothing
against a guy who prefers women, or who’s gay for pay. I work with men like
that all the time, back home in the States. Some of them can be very
convincing, having sex with another guy in front of a camera. They really get
into it. But sometimes, too, they can be a little stiff—and not in a good way,”
he joked. “I like to see enthusiasm on the set, whatever a guy’s actual
orientation may be.”


The waiter brought our plates. Digging in, we
continued our conversation.


Jerry explained to me how he made the Eurostuds
series. He had developed a simple, effective system. He and Neil would spend
two or three weeks in each country, presenting themselves to the authorities as
just another couple of tourists, although ones who happened to have some
unusually sophisticated camera equipment packed in their luggage. In each city
on their itinerary, they recruited local guys who were willing to perform for
them, in the videos. Some of these guys had been contacted and signed up ahead
of time. Others were simply approached and picked up on the street, the way
Jerry had accosted Robert. Jerry and Neil checked into fairly luxurious suites
in hotels, and that’s where they filmed, saving themselves the expense of
actual sets. All they really needed, after all, was a bed!


Because the two Americans were discreet, and careful,
the managements of the hotels never suspected what their premises were being used
for. (The maids who had to clean the rooms after Jerry and Neil checked out
were no doubt accustomed to finding evidence of sexual activity left behind.) 


“I like realism,” Jerry declared. “Beautiful men,
really having sex, really getting into it together—not faking it, or putting on
an act. I like to see sweat, to say nothing of all kinds of other body fluids.”


I now felt comfortable enough in Jerry’s presence to
bring up the subject of money. I knew enough about the porn industry to know
that I’d be paid a flat fee, one time only.


“So—how much do you pay the guys, who work for you?” I
asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.


“I’m still getting used to this freaking Hungarian
money of yours,” Jerry said. “The going rate is one hundred thousand forints.
In cash, of course. Cash on the barrelhead, the moment the cum shot is in the
can,” he specified.


“Don’t worry, Emeric,” Anton told me. “You can trust
Jerry. He won’t cheat you.”


“Thanks, kid,” Jerry told Anton. “Now, that’s
what I call an unsolicited testimonial!”


It was a good amount of money, but I wondered whether
it was subject to negotiation. I remembered how excited Jerry had sounded, when
he’d seen the photos I’d sent him from my phone.


“I don’t know,” I said, feigning reluctance. “If I’m
going to suck and fuck on camera, for anybody to see—maybe I ought to hold out
for a little more.”


Jerry was unfazed. “Give me a number,” he suggested.


“One hundred and fifty thousand,” I said.


“I’ll split the difference. One hundred and
twenty-five thousand. And that’s only because I like the way you look. You’re
giving me a hard-on, while I’m sitting here,” he joked.


“One hundred and thirty thousand,” I countered.


“Don’t push your luck. You’re pretty, but you aren’t
the only muscle man in this town.”


“One hundred and thirty thousand, and I’ll put on a
really good show for you,” I promised. “You want enthusiasm? I’ll show you
enthusiasm. There’s nothing gay for pay about me,” I reminded him. “I’m
gay all the way.”


“For that amount of money, you’re going to have to
spread your ass and take another guy’s dick,” Jerry warned me. “Seeing a butch
muscle stud like you getting fucked—that’s the kind of thing the audience
really goes for.”


“No problem. I like to take it up the ass,” I bragged.
“I work my asshole just as hard as I work my other muscles,” I joked.


Jerry grinned. “Goddamn it, how can I refuse? Okay—one
hundred and thirty thousand it is. Deal.” We shook hands.


[Translator’s note: One hundred and thirty thousand
forints is approximately four hundred and sixty United States dollars.
Emeric sold himself cheaply, back in those days. He didn’t acquire delusions
of grandeur until later.]


[Author’s note: Sandor, you are such a bitch!]


“Are you free right now?” Jerry wanted to know.


“You mean, to—?”


“To do the shoot.”


These American entrepreneurs certainly didn’t believe
in procrastination. “Sure.” Ordinarily, I hit the gym on Saturday afternoon.
But to earn some extra cash, I could afford to skip one workout.


“Good. I know exactly who I’d like to pair you with,”
Jerry mused.


“Me!” Anton volunteered.


“Not such a bad idea, kid. I can see Emeric topping
you, pounding your pretty little ass. But first—I’d like to see if Manny’s
available, this afternoon or evening.” Jerry proceeded to pull out his cell
phone and call Manny, whoever he was.


Their conversation, conducted in English, was brief
and to the point:


“Hey, Manny. How’s it hanging?” Jerry asked. “Are you
in the mood to make some more money? Yeah, I thought so. I’ve got a muscle stud
here with a beautiful round ass, for you to fuck. His name’s Emeric Varady. Oh,
you’ve heard of him? You know what he looks like? Small world. You’d like to
fuck him? So much the better. Now’s your chance. Come to our hotel, as soon as
you can. We’ll be there, waiting for you. Yeah, the same deal as before. See
you soon.”


Jerry paid the check, and then we left the restaurant and
went to his hotel, which was within walking distance.


In the bedroom of the suite, the maid had made up the
bed. Neil turned it down, and set up his photographer’s lights on their tripods
on either side of it, while Jerry got busy on his laptop, calling up a contract
which he printed out and had me sign. 


Anton wasn’t really needed, because his services as a
translator weren’t required. But he stuck around and offered moral (or immoral)
support.


I stripped and treated myself to a long, thorough shower.
Then I got dressed again, because Jerry said my costar Manny and I would start the
filming with our clothes on, and what I had on would do just fine. This was
a spontaneous school of filmmaking!


My fellow actor knocked on the door, and Jerry let him
in.


I didn’t know Manny, as he insisted on calling
himself. As things turned out, I learned that he trained in another gym. We’d
never run into each other in any of Budapest’s gay bars, which was surprising.
He was a well-built, well-hung, handsome young bastard, kind of arrogant and
full of himself, but undeniably sexy.


Like a lot of guys who worked in Hungary’s sex
industry, he used a non-Hungarian stage name. He’d chosen Manny, he informed
me, because it sounded “American,” and “like a tough guy.”


There was nothing wrong with this guy’s self-esteem.
He loved to talk about himself. He told me all about his ambition to become a
porn star. He was already pursuing a career as a male prostitute. He bragged
about the rich foreigner who’d paid him for sex the previous weekend—by
coincidence, in another room in this very same hotel. During this monologue, I
barely got a word in edgewise.


Jerry printed out a contract for Manny, as well.


“Do you take it up the ass, like Jerry said?” Manny
asked me, while he busied himself signing copies of the document.


“Every chance I get,” I boasted.


“Good. Then we ought to get along just fine. I like to
fuck,” he said—which turned out to be a considerable understatement. “Do you
like it rough?”


My instinctive caution kicked in. “Define what you
mean by rough.”


“Manny has a certain specialty,” Jerry explained, for
my benefit. “When he’s screwing a guy on camera, he starts out slow and easy.
But then, gradually, before you know it, he’s picked up the pace, and he starts
hammering the other guy with these really fast, hard, rabbit-like pistoning
motions. And he can keep that up for one hell of a long time, before he’s
finally ready to come. A lot of times, the guy who’s getting fucked has trouble
taking it. He acts like he’s being raped, and usually he’s not faking it. He’ll
start telling Manny to stop, and Manny will just say something to him like, ‘shut
up, bitch, you’re here to be plowed, so you might as well just lie there and take
it and love it.’ Which may be Politically Incorrect, but it looks damn hot.”


“Oh, I see,” I said. “Well, I do like to be fucked. My
ass can usually take a lot of punishment. If I start begging for mercy, just
ignore me and go on plowing me.”


Manny smiled. “Looking forward to it.”


“Kid, I think you and Manny are going to get along
just fine,” Jerry said, gleefully.


The hotel’s bed, with the lamps set on those tripods
on either side of it, was waiting for us to occupy it. The strong, even harsh,
lighting killed any shadows, bathing the bed in a pool of even white light.
Neil placed a bottle of gel lubricant and a box of condoms on the nightstand
beside the bed. This was all the set dressing which appeared to be necessary.


Manny had worked for Jerry before, only a few days
previously, and as a result he knew exactly what Jerry required. Manny coached
me before we began shooting, in the most matter of fact way imaginable.


“Okay, dude—we pretend we’ve hooked up somewhere, and
we’ve come here to fuck. We stand here beside the bed, and we undress each
other,” he told me. “Slowly, with lots of huggy kissy. Once we’re naked, we get
on the bed. You suck my cock. I suck yours. You lick my ass. I lick yours. Then
I put on the rubber and I lube up, and we get ready to fuck. First, with you on
your hands and knees on the bed, and me standing beside the bed and giving it
to you from behind. It hurts you a little,” he said, with a hint of wry
self-mockery, “because I’m so fucking big—but you’re so turned on, you take it
anyway, and you really get off on it. Then we’re both on the bed. You sit on my
dick, first facing me, then with your back to me. I shove it up into you from
below, and we do the jackhammer thing, bangety bangety boom bang. You keep
begging for it, and telling me how good it feels up your ass. Then we end up
with you on your back with your legs in the air, and me pounding you some more.
You jerk yourself until shoot your load. I pull out of your butt, I rip off the
rubber, and I shoot all over your face and in your mouth. You love it, because
you’re such a dirty cock-hungry slut. You can’t get enough of it, so you lick
the cum off my cock. Then you can suck it a little more, too. Some guys are
sensitive right after they’ve come, but not me, so suck away. More huggy kissy,
ooh we’re in love, and everybody’s happy. Cut, The End. They lived happily ever
after. Got it?”


“I think so.”


“There’s nothing to it,” he assured me. “You’ll do
fine. Oh, but don’t look at the camera,” he added. “That’s a no-no, unless
Jerry wants you to look at it. Look at me, instead. Like you’re in love
with me, and you’re so fucking hot for my dick you can’t help yourself,” he
suggested. “That’s always good. That’s what they want to see, when they’re at
home jerking off over these videos.”


Manny was no doubt rather cynical, but he undeniably
knew his business. I was lucky to have such an experienced costar to guide me
through my debut.


“Let’s roll,” he told Jerry and Neil, impatiently.
Neil had his camera ready, and he rested it on his shoulder. It was equipped
with a microphone on a little boom, to pick up the sound.


Anton, who like Jerry was observing us from the
sidelines, smiled reassuringly at me and gave me a thumbs-up.


Jerry gave us a final piece of advice. “Don’t hesitate
to talk dirty,” he urged us.


“In English, or in Hungarian?” I asked.


“In Hungarian, if you feel more comfortable doing that.
I don’t bother to subtitle these videos. Don’t worry—the viewers in the US can
usually figure out what you’re saying, from the context. Just do what comes
naturally, guys, and keep it good and hot.”


For all his businesslike manner, Manny was a pretty
good actor. I didn’t flatter myself that he was particularly attracted to me.
But he faked an attraction quite convincingly, and as a result I really enjoyed
the huggy kissy (as he’d put it) part of our foreplay.


Until I got used to having those strong lights beating
down on me, I had to force myself not to blink. I also realized that it was
very warm under the lamps. Even while Manny and I were still slowly, teasingly
shedding our clothes, I began to perspire. If Jerry liked to see sweat, he was
going to get his wish.


Concentrating on these things, I wasn’t at all
nervous, oddly enough. It was almost as though Manny and I had picked
each other up, for recreational sex. Nor did the presence of the other three
men in the room distract or bother me.


Soon Manny and I were naked on the bed. We both had
full hard-ons, which I hoped were suitably photogenic, because they were the
real stars of this show.


I reached out toward Manny, my hand diving between his
legs. My fingers gripped his prick and closed in a fist around his shaft, just
below the glans. He was so thick that his meat filled my fist. Excited by his
size and potency, I felt that familiar itch start to smolder away, deep inside
my anus. I wanted to get fucked! But first, of course, I had to demonstrate my
oral skills for the camera.


Neil the cameraman, in fact, was now kneeling on the
floor beside the bed, so close to us that I could have bumped into him if I
made a too-sudden movement. The camera itself was aimed directly at my face and
Manny’s cock, an inanimate, unblinking voyeur.


Knowing that I was being shot in close-up, I did my
best to put a sexy look on my face, as my lips hovered above Manny’s waiting
dick. There was no reason why I couldn’t enjoy my work while I earned my fee.


Lying back on the bed, Manny spread his legs to give
me more room between them. I repositioned myself between them and I glanced up lustfully
at his face as I continued to draw out the suspense. Smiling, I stroked his
erection with slow, sure movements of my fist, pulling his foreskin back and
forth over his helmet and rubbing it against his piss slit.


“Are you ready to have it sucked?” I asked.


He moaned quietly by way of reply.


By now, I was salivating, so strong was my need to
impale my mouth and throat on his member. I lowered my head and I kissed and
licked the tightly bunched-up skin which surrounded his cock knob. He groaned,
and he spread his legs still wider apart, on either side of me. I pulled the
skin back from his glans, which I licked thoroughly, feeling each shudder of
his response as it passed through his body.


If I may be so immodest, I flatter myself that I
processed to give a good, hot demonstration of cocksucking and deep-throating.
I also have to admit that, when it was Manny’s turn to go down on me, he didn’t
hold back. He was good at it—really good at it, so much so that I had to
fight to prevent myself from coming.


Next, we took turns rimming each other. Many licked my
ass so hungrily that he soon had me hotter to be fucked than ever. It was time
for the main event.


I got into position on my hands and knees, while he
put on a rubber and swiped his latex-coated fuck tool with lube.


I felt his cockhead nestling itself between my butt
cheeks, sliding and slipping around over my pucker. I realized that he was
delaying deliberately, creating some suspense for the camera. But then Manny
positioned himself firmly against his target, and he leaned forward over me. 


“Here I come,” he warned me, in Hungarian, and as he
spoke he pushed his big cock into my asshole. All of the breath seemed to be
squeezed out of my lungs as my body thrilled in response to the abrupt invasion.
His hot, hard dick slid deep into me, filling me, stretching me. There seemed
to be no end to it!


I yelped in pain, and I wasn’t faking it. But I forced
myself to submit to him. We both groaned together when the penetration was
complete.


Manny took my ass with a surprising tenderness and
gentleness, at first. I began to get used to the feel of him, so deep inside
me—and I began to enjoy it. My own cock bobbed about under me, erect, wildly
excited, and frustrated. I longed to touch it, to beat off, but I knew I’d
ejaculate too soon if I did play with myself. I concentrated on having my
butthole reamed out.


We went through the various positions Manny had
suggested. His breathing quickened as he screwed me more roughly, shoving his
cock into me and pulling it out, again and again. I couldn’t decide which
position I liked best. They are all arousing! And that big, hard dick of his
was doing a fantastic job of keeping my slutty ass stimulated.


Our bodies seemed fused together with sexual heat, our
sweat running down our limbs and dripping onto the hotel’s sheets.


I could have let myself get fucked by this stud all
afternoon, but even a guy with Manny’s impressive stamina couldn’t keep up such
nonstop activity indefinitely. He was making muffled groans of pleasure and
satisfaction while he plowed me faster and harder. Each time he thrust into me
and withdrew, I pushed my ass back on his dick with whorish abandon, to achieve
the maximum penetration and pleasure for us both. My anal muscles received a
real workout, flexing frantically around his bulky shaft, squeezing down on
him.


“Oh, man,” Manny moaned, at last. “Get on your back.
I’m going to have to come soon.”


I soon found myself on my back on the bed with my legs
in the air, getting fucked flat out in this new position. My fucker grabbed my
ankles and held on to them, keeping my legs wide open in a V-shape. Manny’s
dick pounded away like a pile driver, drilling deep into me. It was like taking
him for the first time all over again. I squealed like a stuck pig as he
jackhammered me. My anus felt as though it was on fire!


“Fuck me!” I yelled. “Come on, you bastard. Fuck the
hell out of my ass!”


“Bitch,” he growled. “Horny, hot-assed muscle bitch!”


My guts seemed to spasm around his cock, tightening up
in protest and self-defense.


“Open up,” Manny insisted. “Let me have that hole.”


I forced my tortured sphincter to relax. It took every
ounce of my will power to allow me to accommodate him. Once again, he began to
penetrate me with the full, inflexible length of that huge, hard impaler of
his. I was still stunned by his size, potency, and stamina. Damn, my costar was
hung! When he was all the way in me, his cock really filled me up and stretched
me out.


My hands went to his buttocks, grabbing them, guiding
him deeper into me. 


“Fuck me,” I demanded, breathlessly.


He leaned into me, pushing my knees down on my chest.
But he didn’t bend over me, the way most guys would do when they fucked in that
position. Instead, he continued to kneel on the bed, with his torso upright,
working his big cock in and out of me. His hands were on the backs of my
thighs, pushing them down and raising my butt so that it met his thrusts each
time he entered me. I realized that he was taking care to give Neil’s camera a
clear, unobstructed view of the penetration. At the moment, his cock and my
well-fucked ass were the stars of the show. The bodies they were attached to
were coincidental.


The thought that any number of men would obtain the
finished video and see that cock pumping in and out of my ass, that they’d jerk
off while watching me getting fucked—it got me incredibly hot. I moaned loudly
in response to his possession of me. I relished the fullness of his cock inside
me, and how stimulating his strokes were. This muscle man definitely knew how
to use his equipment to make another guy feel good. My own cock was so hard
that it hurt, so I took it in my hand and began to jerk it, slowly, putting on
a show for the camera—but, not so coincidentally, also giving myself the
intense pleasure of feeling my foreskin slide back and forth over my bloated
cockhead.


Manny’s plunges into my anus began to speed up. I watched
how his six-pack tightened and relaxed as he drove himself between my spread
thighs and my whorishly opened butt cheeks. I could feel myself getting closer
to an ejaculation with each thrust he made into me, each contraction of my anal
muscles around his shaft, each pulsation my dick made inside my fist.


Manny suddenly reached down and pulled my hand away
from my prick. Grinning, he took each of my hands in his, and he held them down
on the mattress above my head, while he began to pound my ass even harder. My
cock stayed hard and I enjoyed our rough fuck even more, if that was possible.
But there was just enough pain to keep me from coming. The relief of orgasm
seemed to be just beyond my reach, frustrating me.


His thigh muscles made loud smacking sounds as they
hammered against my ass cheeks. We were both sweating profusely, our skins
flushed red from our exertions. We panted for breath, like two interlocked,
humping dogs. My fingertips dug into his wrists and my hips ground against his
groin as he held me down on the bed and plowed his prick deep into me, again
and again. He now pressed his body against mine tightly, which helped him to
keep me imprisoned under him.


I longed for him to come inside me, but I knew he
wouldn’t. He had to go for the obligatory cum shot.


“I’m coming,” he warned me, and I felt his whole body
contract and quiver as his hot cock got ready to empty itself of its load.


He yanked his dick out of me. He stripped the condom
off his cock. Lunging forward on the bed, he straddled my chest. His
ready-to-erupt cock was gripped in his fist, and he aimed it at my face.


“Open your mouth, bitch,” he growled.


I opened wide, and I stuck out my tongue. He pushed
his penis toward my lips, just as it exploded. He blasted his semen directly
into my mouth, and onto my protruding tongue. Grunting, he came in a torrent,
his fluid spraying onto my face, hot and thick. I thought the flow would never
stop.


But when his discharge did end, he shoved his cock
inside my mouth. I sucked him, and when he withdrew from between his lips, I
used my tongue to lick him clean. I was soaked in the facial he’d given me.


“Now you,” Manny instructed me, heatedly. “Blow your
wad.”


I seized my tormented dick and gave it a soothing
massage. As aroused as I was, it didn’t take long. In less than a minute, I
lost my load. I came almost as copiously as Manny, and I was confident that I’d
given the camera a pretty good money shot.


Manny and I once again did our huggy kissy thing, as
he called it, and when we’d made out, post-coitus, to Jerry’s satisfaction, we
heard him say, “Cut!”


I allowed myself to slump down on the mussed bed,
feeling drained.


Our director seemed genuinely excited. “That was
great, guys!” Jerry told us. “A perfect take.”


Manny was phlegmatic about it all. “I have to get
going,” he said. “I have a date.”


He showered, got dressed, and left—after Jerry paid
him, of course,


Jerry then counted out the money he owed me, and he
gave it to me.


It was the first time I’d been paid for sex. I felt
very grown-up and sophisticated, indeed.


“You could earn some more,” Jerry suggested to me, “if
you’re up to it.”


“How?” I inquired.


“Do you think you can get it up again? And come
again?”


“Sure. Well—not this instant. Maybe in half an hour,
or so.”


“Anton likes you. The little bitch is hot for it. He
wants you to fuck him,” Jerry said, bluntly. “I’d love to do another scene,
with you and him.”


“I’ll screw him,” I declared. “For another hundred and
thirty thousand forints.”


“God damn,” Jerry complained. “You guys here in
Hungary are going to bankrupt me! But you’re worth it. All right. Let’s do it.”


Jerry was no cheapskate. During the half-hour wait, he
had room service send up sandwiches and coffee—and a bottle of mineral water,
for me. Relaxing, I drank the water, to replenish my body fluids, while Jerry
printed out more contracts, for me and Anton to sign.


By now, I was feeling quite unselfconscious in the
other men’s company. I didn’t hesitate to play with myself, right there in
front of them, getting my cock hard and determining that it felt ready for some
more prolonged action.


Watching me stroke myself, Jerry grinned, approvingly.


“Ready?” he asked.


“Let’s roll,” I said.


Anton was quite the male whore. He and I got into it
right there, on the same rumpled bed on which Manny and I had fucked. Anton was
insatiable. He licked my naked body from head to toe, and he paid special
attention to my feet, swabbing my soles with his tongue and darting it into the
spaces between my toes. The fucking whore licked my ass as well, with depraved
abandon. He got me so worked up, in fact, that finally I could endure no more
of his teasing.


“Get on your belly,” I told him. “Spread that fucking
ass of yours for me. Give me that goddamn hole!”


I fucked him, roughly, brutally. Just as Manny had
screwed me, shortly before. That pretty boy was my bitch! I used his asshole
for my pleasure, callously. And the nasty, hot-assed punk loved it. He squirmed
under me, begging me to fuck him, to use his hole. What a cunt!


Jerry definitely got his money’s worth that afternoon.
I pounded Anton’s sweet ass. Neil, hovering in close to us, captured every
nuance of the penetration for posterity.


I got so caught up in the hard, rough fucking I was
delivering that Jerry (as he told me later) began to worry. He was afraid I’d
forget to give him the cum shot. He didn’t want to say anything, which
might get picked up by the microphone attached to Neil’s camera. So he grabbed
a sheet of the hotel’s stationery, printed cum shot! on it in big
letters, and—taking care to remain out of camera range—he got down on the
floor, crawled around the bed, and then he held up the sign where I could see
it.


I got the message. Just in time, I pulled out of
Anton, yanked off the rubber, and bathed his buttocks with my spurting jism.


“Oh, yeah, give me that cum! Give it all to me, Daddy!”
Anton gloated, which nearly cracked me up. I was a little young to be anybody’s
Daddy. Luckily, I was out of breath, so I was able to suppress my urge to burst
out laughing.  


As I’ve said, Jerry was generous. We’d spent the whole
afternoon filming. He took Neil, Anton, and I out for dinner. He was really a
charming man, whom I enjoyed working with.


But the best part of the experience was being paid by
Jerry for a second time, and again in cash, as he had promised.


I wasn’t above gloating a little.


I couldn’t seem to get enough of looking at all of
those beautiful, identical pictures of Ferenc Deàk de Kehida, [Translator’s
note: This is a reference to the nineteenth-century Hungarian statesman,
whose portrait is printed on the twenty thousand forint banknote.] I wanted
to kiss each and every one of them. So far as I was concerned, from now on, he
was my favorite man.


In due course, Jerry sent me copies of the completed
video, in which I appeared. Manny, naturally, was shown on the front cover of
the DVD case, alone—nude, erect, and smirking. I think that kind of “star
billing” was specified in his contract. (He may have been egotistical, but he
wasn’t stupid.) Postage-stamp size photos of Anton and me, and a couple of
other guys, were relegated to the back cover. Still, there I
was—performing, if not yet starring, in a porn film.


And Jerry’s studio sold a lot of copies of that
particular Eurostuds video. To this day, I’ll meet guys for the first
time, and they’ll look at me quizzically—and then they’ll ask, “Hey, didn’t you
make a video for an American studio with that guy named Manny, when he was
first starting out?” (Manny did indeed go on to have a respectable career as a
porn actor.) “He fucked you in a hotel room, as I recall. And then you fucked
some hot little twink, on the same bed.”


“Yeah, that was me,” I admit.


The other guy will usually respond with something
like, “Man! I can’t tell you how many times I’ve jerked off, watching that!”


I should have held out for more money.
















 


Chapter Seven: I Break into the Bigger Time


My experience with Jerry prompted me to try my luck
with other porn studios.


I did some research, checking out the various studios’
websites. Virtually all of them were eager to recruit new talent. Each website
had some sort of a “Want to Work for Us?” feature, with instructions on how to
submit an application online.


I had no illusions about being signed up by one of the
major international studios. It was pleasant to fantasize about being whisked
off by air to, say, London, Paris, Berlin, or Los Angeles, all expenses paid,
and teamed up with one of the current sex gods of the porn scene. I was too
much of a realist, so I aimed lower—but not too low. I had my pride,
after all.


My philosophy was the same one I had as a bodybuilder.
For the time being, it was best to be a big fish in a small pond. That was
preferable to being just another guppy, swimming about within snapping range of
the jaws of a shark. 


And so I applied to one of Hungary’s larger gay porn
studios. I was familiar with their work (translation: I’d jerked off over
several examples of it.) They wanted photos, of course, so I chose some of my
best ones to include as attachments to their online application. When I got to
the part which asked about any prior experience, I listed some of my more
prestigious modeling gigs—and then, with a clear conscious, I was able to claim
that I had already made that one video, for Jerry’s studio.


I was prepared for a long wait, followed by a polite
rejection. So I was dumbfounded when I received a phone call from the studio
only a few days later. When would it be convenient for me to come to their
office (which was located in downtown Budapest) for a face to face interview?


I suggested the following afternoon. I usually hit the
gym after I got off work, but this opportunity was worth skipping one workout
for. I agreed to go to their office directly from my job.


I was nervous, and I had trouble falling asleep
that night. I was sure that, for any number of reasons, they wouldn’t like
me—that I just wasn’t good enough to work in higher-class porn.


But my interview went well. For one thing, this was a
big business, bringing in a lot of money, and the studio took it extremely
seriously. They ran their operation professionally. I don’t know just what I
anticipated—a grubby little office tucked away in some rundown building, maybe,
with the activities conducted furtively, as though they were something to be
ashamed of.


But this office was spacious and elegant, with a
reception area, a conference room—the works. And, far from being ashamed of its
products, the studio had blown-up photos of its stars framed and displayed on
the walls.


I found myself seated at the big table in the
conference room, with no fewer than three men sitting opposite me—all of them
attired in suits and ties. They offered me coffee, which I accepted and drank,
gratefully, because my throat suddenly felt tight and dry.


One of the men, Gregor, did most of the talking. His
official title was Talent Coordinator, but he also produced many of the videos.


Gregor had managed to find a copy of the video I’d
done for Jerry—talk about it being a small world!—and he told me he was
impressed by what he’d seen.


“So you’re versatile,” Gregor suggested. “Neither a
top nor a bottom, necessarily?”


“I like it both ways,” I admitted. “Is that—being
versatile—a bad thing? Do you have to specialize?”


“Not at all. Versatility is good. Especially when
we’re talking about a guy as well-built and as masculine as you. A butch number
who can be both aggressive and submissive—that’s hot.” But then Gregor
hesitated.


“What’s wrong?” I asked. For a moment, I feared they
might be having second thoughts about hiring me. Maybe I photographed better
than I looked in person!


“Oh, there’s absolutely nothing wrong with you,
that’s for sure,” Gregor assured me. “But I always feel obligated to tell
anyone who wants to get into this business—well, we are talking about
sexually explicit videos, which are distributed worldwide. And there’s a stigma
attached to performing in them, in some quarters. You do realize that, once you
start doing porn, there’s really no going back. Going back to anonymity, I
mean. You can retire from the business eventually, and move on to something
else. But the videos will always be out there. Like one of those prehistoric
bugs caught and preserved in amber,” he added, which struck me as an interesting
analogy. “You’re going to have to accept the fact that your grandchildren, if
you ever have any, will know that Grandpa was kind of wild, back in his day.”


“I understand,” I said.


We talked some more, and finally they got around to
making an offer.


“I suppose you’d like to know how much this job pays,”
Gregor remarked.


“Please,” I replied, trying to look and sound as
casual about the matter as possible.


“Well, our standard beginner’s contract—meaning, one
scene in one video, with nothing further guaranteed—is for a flat fee of
two hundred thousand forints.”


I was stunned. I wasn’t certain I’d heard him
correctly. To me, two hundred thousand forints was a small fortune. [Translator’s
note: Approximately nine hundred United States dollars.] I’d made almost
that much working for Jerry, to be sure, but that was for two separate sex
scenes and two cum shots.


“Two hundred thousand forints?” I repeated,
incredulously. “Just for having sex? Just once?”


Gregor smiled. “An experienced actor might say there’s
a little more to it than that. But, yes—that’s the amount we’d be willing to
pay you.”


I didn’t have to think about it. Nor was I about to risk
jeopardizing the deal by trying to haggle. “Where do I sign?” I asked.


I really lucked out on that video. During the next
couple of weeks, as we stayed in touch and finalized the plans for the shoot,
Gregor informed me that I was going to be paired up with an actor whom I’ll
call Tamas. (Connoisseurs of Hungarian gay porn will have no trouble guessing
who he is, from the description that follows.) I was thrilled. Tamas was only a
couple of years older than me, but he already had a lengthy videography to his
credit. He was a genuine sex-industry star.


Like a surprising number of men who become gay icons,
Tamas wasn’t gay, himself. Rather, he was gay for pay. He identified himself as
straight, and he made straight and bisexual videos, for other studios. He was so
straight, in fact, that there was a whole list of things he wouldn’t do in a
video, no matter how much money he was offered. For example, he might put his
arm around another guy’s shoulders and give him a chaste, buddy-buddy sort of a
hug and a peck on the cheek, but he wouldn’t actually kiss another guy on the
mouth. That, Gregor warned me, was strictly off limits. “A guaranteed dick-deflater,
so far as my good friend Tamas is concerned,” was the way Gregor put it, wryly.


Nor would Tamas touch another guy’s dick, not even to
give him a hand job, let alone suck it.


He’d deign to allow a fellow (male) porn actor to
worship his body, licking and sucking him everywhere. (And Tamas had a body
which was well worth the worshipping.) He’d let himself be blown, and rimmed. “He
does like to have his balls sucked,” Gregor informed me, helpfully. Tamas’ gay
porn specialty, though, was fucking his costars up the ass. He had a huge,
indefatigable cock, and he’d use it to pound another guy’s hole with brute
force and unflagging energy. The recipient of this treatment had to be a truly
dedicated, insatiable bottom. Otherwise, he ran the very real risk of having
his anus reamed out so painfully that he’d be out of commission for a while.


I’d seen a couple of Tamas’ videos, and I’d been
impressed—especially by that famous cock of his, and by his equally famous
stamina. When he was erect—which he was ninety-nine per cent of the time while
he was on camera—his fuck tool was not only awesomely long, but possessed of a
circumference equivalent to that of a beer can. There was a sort of gay urban
legend making the rounds, to the effect that more than one guy had actually
fainted from the pain of being hammered by that dick of death, and they’d had
to be revived in order to continue with the scene. I suspected the story was
true.


Tamas got away with having such a limited sexual
repertory because he was so fantastically well built, so well hung, and he was
so damn good-looking. And I have to admit that he wasn’t a wooden performer,
unlike some gay for pay porn actors. No, he really seemed to get into it. He had
classic “bedroom eyes” and an intense, smoldering gaze. Whenever he looked at
the guy with whom he was having sex, or directly at the camera, he projected a
raw, intense sexuality.


He had a large international following. It would be an
interesting scientific experiment to try to calculate the approximate number of
gallons of semen spilled by his fans, while they whacked themselves senseless
watching him in action.


In a fever of anticipation, I hit the weights extra
hard, getting myself well pumped up so I’d look my best. A few days before the
shoot, Gregor sent me to a fancy hair salon, at the studio’s expense, so I
could get “a decent haircut,” as he put it. I flattered myself that I looked
pretty damn hot when I reported for duty.


We’d be filming on location, outside of Budapest—in a
vacation home which belonged to a couple who’d invested money in the studio.
Interestingly enough, they were a straight couple, savvy enough to realize that
there was money to be made in gay porn. (Well, ostensibly, they were straight.
When I met them, I got a certain familiar vibe from the husband, whom I
suspected might be more accurately described as bi.) Using their vacation home
as a set would cut costs and thus increase profits. And they couldn’t wait to
show the completed product to their friends!


And so, with the owners serving as hosts, the film
crew descended upon their property for a weekend. The actors came and went as
they were needed, with the exception of Tamas. Because he’d be appearing in
every scene, he was on the premises for the duration.


I was instructed to report for duty first thing on
Saturday morning. Because they couldn’t predict exactly when they’d shoot my
scene, I was told to expect to spend the night. This was no real inconvenience
for me, and it had one advantage—I ended up being served some excellent,
home-cooked, free meals.


I took a bus to the small town near the house, and
Gregor picked me up and drove me to the location.


The property was located deep in a forest, so there
was certainly no lack of privacy. There was a master bedroom, and two guest
bedrooms. Ironically, with the master bedroom being used as a film set, no one
actually slept in it that weekend. Our hosts camped out in their living room in
sleeping bags, and so did Gregor and most of us actors. Tamas, in recognition
of his star status, had one of the guest bedrooms all to himself, and the
director and a couple of the crew members shared the other one, sharing the bed
or camping out on the floor.


This video didn’t have anything which could be called
a plot. Tamas portrayed the owner of the house, who entertained a steady stream
of tricks. In separate scenes, he had sex in succession with four guys, myself
included, and then, as the grand finale, he joined two other men in a threesome.


I have to admit that I really enjoyed myself. Everyone
involved in this project was thoroughly professional, and yet the mood on the
set was relaxed. The husband and wife both loved to cook, and they prided
themselves on serving us tasty meals.


I discovered that the hardest-working guy on the
premises was not, in fact, one of us actors, but the director’s assistant. His
name was Laszlo, and he was a gung-ho young film student, whose ambition was to
become someday a director of real movies, as he put it. This dude really
had to hustle. In addition to trying to make sure that everyone else stayed
happy, Laszlo was in charge of making up the bed in the master bedroom with
freshly laundered and ironed sheets and pillowcases. This in itself was almost
a full-time job. To create some visual variety, each sex act took place on a
set of differently colored sheets— hot pink, sky blue, bright yellow, and so
forth. (By the time Tamas and I ended up on that bed together, the bed linens
were a vivid lime green.) I didn’t really see the point of the ironing, since
the sheets got rumpled and messed up very quickly once a scene got going. But I
guess that’s all part of the illusion which is filmmaking.


As for Tamas, he was friendly enough, although he
tended to concentrate on the task at hand—and with good reason, I realized. By
my calculations, he was expected to deliver a minimum of five cum shots within
a period of less than forty-eight hours—and more, if he was up to it. As I soon
discovered for myself, there was nothing wrong with either his sexual equipment
or his libido. But he availed himself of a little pharmaceutical assistance in
the form of a little blue pill, which I observed him popping on two separate
occasions.


His girlfriend, Magda, came to visit him on the set
that Saturday. She was pretty, funny, and warm. She seemed to have no problem
whatsoever with the fact that her boyfriend was having sex with men, in a
professional capacity. She and our hostess sat on the sidelines and made girl
talk, chatting about clothes.


At the risk of sounding sexist, I have to admit that
Magda was no glamor girl. To put it bluntly, she was plump. She was overweight
and softly rounded, all over—like one of those fleshy, full-figured women
Rubens liked to paint, in fact. She jiggled, and I imagined that going to bed
with her was—well, not unlike humping a mass of gelatin, fresh from a mold.


Tamas obviously didn’t care. He adored her. For him,
screwing one of us hot, hard-bodied, hung gay studs was purely business, a chore
to be gotten over and done with as quickly and efficiently as possible. Fucking
fat Magda, on the other hand, was sheer delight for him. It was torture for him
that he couldn’t indulge himself with her on this weekend, because he had to
conserve his spunk. There’s no accounting for taste.


Magda had an earthy sense of humor which endeared her
to everyone. I soon felt comfortable enough in her company to ask her a
personal question—namely, how being in a relationship with such a busy porn
star impacted upon her own sex life.


She laughed, and she confirmed my suspicion that,
before and after one of these marathon film shoots, Tamas needed to rest up and
conserve his sexual energy, ahead of time, and recuperate for a day or two,
afterwards.


“But he’s very good with his fingers and his tongue,”
she assured me, which made me blush. “Even when his prick is temporarily out of
action, he manages to keep me happy. And when he’s not busy making a
video—oh, my God, the sex is fantastic! I bet I have the most satisfied pussy
in Hungary.”


As a porn performer, Tamas had another invaluable
attribute, in addition to his huge dick and his staying power. He could come on
cue, like clockwork, every single time.


It may surprise consumers of gay porn to learn that we
performers often do rehearse our scenes, to some extent, before we film
them.


Our scene in the video had a token story line. I was a
naïve young muscle pup, who admired and lusted after Tamas. When he deigned to
pick me up and take me with him to his country house, I was so hot and bothered
that I gladly surrendered myself to him. I let him do whatever he wanted to do
to me—i.e., fuck me silly. My character worshipped the guy.


As in a “real” film, the scenes weren’t shot in
sequence. The studio’s priority was to get the sex scenes done first. Tamas and
I would fuck for the camera. Then, later—probably after the dinner break—we’d
get around to shooting the additional, brief bits in which, fully clothed, I’d
arrive at the house, where Tamas would show me around and entertain me. The two
of us would drink some wine and exchange some sexually suggestive banter before
we retired to the bedroom. There, we’d shed our clothes … but, by that stage in
the proceedings, our actual sex would presumably already be safely “in the can.”


“Don’t be nervous, Emeric,” our director, an energetic
man named Endre, told me. “But if you are, it’s in character, so just go with
the flow. Remember, you’re supposed to be this innocent little muscle virgin
who can’t believe he’s been picked up by his idol, who’s going to fuck him. You’re
so hot for this stud to pop your cherry that you’re practically on fire. You’re
smoking. Finally, your fantasies come true, and you give the guy your
ass. Let me hear a lot of verbalization during the sex, Emeric. Tell Tamas how
big his cock is and how much it hurts for you to take it up your ass, and how
much you like it. All that sort of shit.”


Now that I’d seen Tamas’ prick in all its erect,
virile glory, and in three dimensions rather than in just two, I was beginning
to worry that I might not have to fake my pain.


We did a dry run of our scene, so to speak. Stripped
down to our underwear, we went through the basic motions on the bed, so that
the lighting and the camera angles could be checked and fine-tuned. Tamas
taught me a few tricks of the trade, such as how we could arrange our bodies
during an act of anal intercourse to ensure that our limbs didn’t block the
camera’s view of the penetration. The challenge, he explained, was to make
these adjustments look spontaneous.


Pretending
to have sex like that, oddly enough, made me feel self-conscious, in a way that
doing the actual take did not.


Tamas was reassuring. “It’ll be fine,” he told me, as
we got ready to do our scene for real. “I’ve worked with a lot of guys who were
new to the business. I’m no prima donna, if I do say so myself. I want us both
to look good. Now, listen,” he went on, briskly. “When I’m ready to come, I’ll
tap you with my finger, somewhere on your body that’s outside of camera range
at the moment. Like this, one … two … three. I’ll pull out on three, and I can
usually start shooting on four. On five, at the most. So be ready to take my
load—on your face, on your chest—or wherever. Oh, and I usually come a lot, and
wet,” he warned me, which turned out to be no exaggeration. “Then, after I’m
done coming, you jerk off, until you shoot. Take your time doing it, if you
have to. I’ll wait, and so will the camera,” he promised, not without some
humor. “What the hell? None of us is going anywhere, until it’s a wrap.”


“If you want to, Emeric, take some of Tamas’ cum and
use it to lube your cock while you jerk off,” Endre suggested, helpfully. “That
always looks hot.”


“Okay, will do,” I mumbled.


We started. Shedding out underwear, we got onto the
bed, on those lime green sheets.


Somewhat to my relief, I got over my nervousness fast.
It was as though, once my hands, my lips, and tongue made their first contact
with Tamas’ gorgeous nude body, the feel, the smell, and the taste of him put
everything else out of my mind. I was able to concentrate on pleasing him. I
had no trouble at all getting into a body worship scene with him—and God knew
he had a body worthy of being idolized.


I did what countless consumers of gay porn no doubt
wished that they could do. I licked Tamas everywhere. I tongued his armpits,
his nipples, his testicles, and his asshole. I even made oral love to his big
bare feet, licking his soles, inserting my tongue between his toes, and sucking
on them.


He seemed to get genuinely excited. “Quit fucking
around. What you’re doing to me feels pretty damn good, but I want my cock
sucked. Get your fucking mouth on my hot, dirty dick,” he demanded, gruffly.
“Suck me, you goddamn muscle tease! Suck my cock!”


I sucked him. He was quite a mouthful. I had to
struggle to repress my gag reflex as I worked on the full length of his thick
dick. Wildly aroused, I became a total oral whore, hot and hungry for that
cock. I wasn’t acting.


Oh, Magda, you lucky bitch!
I couldn’t help thinking, as I deep-throated the prick which pounded her pussy.
Perversely, the realization that I was sucking the dick which made love to her
only seemed to inflame me, spurring me on to greater feats of cocksucking. Fuck!
I wanted to moan. Fuck, your lover is hung! Yeah, big thick straight stud
cock in my mouth—in my throat. Damn, it’s good!


After Tamas fucked my face for a long time, we
switched positions, and he sat on my face. I rimmed him again, just as passionately
as I had blown him, while I used my fist to stimulate my own cock, keeping it
hard. It did feel a little strange to be making love to a man who never once touched
my own genitals.


Once again, I didn’t have to fake anything. I was
genuinely aroused by the time we got around to the anal intercourse. My hole
was frantic to be fucked!


I’d racked up my share of sexual experience by that
point in my life. Still, being fucked by Tamas was something on an entirely new
level. He actually had difficulty getting his cock into me at first,
and—cursing in frustration, which looked and sounded extremely hot in the
finished video—he had to apply more lube, both to himself and to my asshole. 


“Give me that cherry,” he insisted. “This time, I’m
going in! You’d better be ready to be fucked, you goddamn tease!”


We tried the insertion again, and this time we
succeeded. To put it more accurately, I gritted my teeth and I did my utmost to
relax my sphincter while he forced his big cock through it, inch by solid inch.
For me, it was like losing my anal virginity all over again. The character I
was playing supposedly still had his cherry. When Tamas penetrated me like
that, I felt as though my own cherry had somehow, miraculously, grown back
again. Only to be popped, instantly and decisively! Christ, that motherfucker
was hung!


“Fucking hell!” I yelled. “Could that goddamn dick of
yours be any bigger, dude!”


“Take it,” Tamas told me, brusquely. “Take it and love
it, muscle boy.”


Once he was lodged deep inside my cringing anus, Tamas
performed his specialty. He fucked the hell out of me, pumping away more like
some sort of a phallic machine set on “high” than a human being.


Oh, that cock of his! That big, hard, inflexible,
tireless cock! I can’t describe how hot it felt, jammed up my ass, reaming me
out. Words fail me. I was in sheer anal ecstasy, but at the same time I began
to have a genuine fear to the effect that this video might be my last. Surely
my asshole was being battered beyond repair? I was stretched out so far that my
rectum would never retract to its previous dimensions. I was ruined, anally,
for life!


But I’d committed myself. I’d signed a contract. I
wasn’t going to let the studio down. I’d wanted to be a porn actor. I’d made my
bed, so to speak, and now I was being screwed on it!


I lay there and I let Tamas fuck me. All the while our
bodies remained locked tightly together like that, with his cock pummeling away
back and forth inside my ass, we both emitted a steady stream of
bestial-sounding sex noises, punctuated by regular outbursts of dirty talk. We
sweated so profusely that drops of our perspiration escaped from our pores,
flew through the air, and rained down onto those lime-green sheets.


After what felt like an eternity, I felt Tamas’
fingertip poking my ass cheek. One … two … three. I braced myself, and on the
count of three, just as he’d promised, he yanked his dick out of my ass, which
recoiled and cringed in mute protest. On the silent count of “four,” Tamas
ripped the condom off his cock and flung it aside with melodramatic flair, and
on “five,” he straddled my chest, aimed his dick at my face, and began to
unload. He came like a faucet suddenly turned on full blast, spraying his hot,
wet semen all over my face. I was covered in the slimy stuff, which got into my
eyes, momentarily blinding me. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, and
Tamas deposited the rest of his thick load directly onto my lips and tongue. I
thought he would never stop coming!


The man wasn’t human. He was a sex machine!


I remembered to follow Endre’s suggestion, I ran my
palm over my face, swiping up a slimy handful of the cum, which I used to
lubricate my own prick. I gave myself a savage whacking. I’d been afraid I
might not be able to come within a reasonable amount of time. I’d had visions
of flailing away desperately on my dick, unable to coax an ejaculation out of
it, while the disgusted film crew lost patience with me and wondered who in the
hell had hired this loser.


But, in the event, there was no problem. I blew my wad
quickly and copiously. With a broad grin of approval on his handsome, sweaty
face, Tamas leaned over me. For a moment, I thought he might actually break his
own rule and kiss me. But instead, he confined himself to giving me a comradely
little caress with his hand, on my bare shoulder and chest.


“Good boy,” he told me. “Yeah, that’s a good boy.”


The cameraman moved in close, to get a final shot of
my cum-covered torso and face. Then he pulled back, to get both of our bodies
in the frame.


Finally, Endre called out, “Cut!”


Tamas and I wiped ourselves on towels, handed to us by
the ever-efficient Laszlo. Tamas deigned to tell me, “You did okay, kid. See? I
told you it’d go all right.” Then he turned to Endre and inquired, “When do we
eat? I’m starved.”


I realized that I was hungry, too. Sex certainly
burned off the calories!
















 


Chapter Eight: Bodybuilders by the Dozen


I’d done well. When the executives at the studio saw
my scene with Tamas as the finished product, they immediately offered me a
contract to appear in three more videos. I was still a beginner in the porn
industry, but I’d already set a goal for myself. One day, I promised myself,
I’d earn enough clout that I’d have an entire video built around me. I’d
be a star, just like Tamas. I’d get top billing, and my photo would be
displayed on the front cover of the DVD box.


On the first of these three videos, I was directed by
Endre again. This time, though, I was paired with another well-known porn
actor, Zsolt. Refreshingly, Zsolt was the opposite of gay for pay. He was
openly and unapologetically gay, and he was also a dirty sex pig whose strong
libido and complete lack of inhibition made me feel downright repressed, by
contrast. 


We did our shoot this time in Budapest, in a loft
space which had been converted into an apartment. Once again, someone’s home
had been pressed into service as our set. And once again, I had the luxury of
being able to hang out on the premises before and after my actual scene. This
gave me an opportunity to observe Endre, the crew, and the other actors, at
work and learn from them.


Zsolt had one personal quirk which seemed strange to
encounter in a porn star. He was physically quite modest. He had a great body,
but he kept it covered whenever the cameras weren’t rolling. This was in
contrast to the other actors, who thought nothing of parading around the set
either virtually or wholly naked. But Zsolt had an old, well-worn
blue-and-white striped cotton bathrobe in which he wrapped himself. The
bathrobe didn’t come off until the moment a scene was about to begin; and, as
soon as Endre called, “Cut!” Zsolt would put the bathrobe back on, once again
covering up his assets.


The irony was that, while he was actually performing,
Zsolt was the least inhibited man I’d ever seen having sex. I was in awe of his
ability to suck and deep-throat the biggest cocks, without the slightest hint
of difficulty or discomfort. And his anus seemed to be every bit as elastic as
his throat. Double penetration—taking two dicks up his ass at once—was among
his specialties. Most of his videos included this stunt, which was his
trademark.


Coming once only seemed to reenergize Zsolt, and make
him ready for more. I watched in real awe while he and his two costars did the
double penetration scene. Zsolt took those two big cocks up his ass, and the
whole time, he begged for more. The moment the guys were done—in an explosive
triple outpouring of semen—Zsolt wrapped himself in that ratty old bathrobe of
his, and he went into the bathroom to freshen up. 


A few minutes later, he emerged from the bathrobe,
still covered up by his robe—and raring to go again.


“Well, I’m ready. Let’s do it, Emeric,”
he urged me, brightly.


I stripped.


Zsolt and the other two guys had carried out their
double fuck on the bed, which was quite a mess as a result. However, Endre had
already decided that Zsolt and I would do our scene in the loft’s living room,
for the sake of providing some visual variety.


In the center of the living room there was a
deep-piled, multicolored Oriental rug underfoot, and, arranged upon it, a long
sofa upholstered in chestnut-colored leather flanked by two roomy matching
armchairs, plus a coffee table with a thick glass top. Endre encouraged Zsolt
and me to move freely from one piece of furniture to another during our sex.
But he was especially keen that we utilize the coffee table at some point,
while we fucked. Endre wanted the cameraman to get down on the rug, slide under
the table, and aim his camera up, through the glass table top, to capture a
close-up of us fucking from below. Luckily, the cameraman was not only agile,
but a good sport, who was accustomed to maneuvering himself into uncomfortable
positions for the sake of his craft.


Endre had already tested the coffee table by having
not two, but three guys sit on it, to make sure the glass could take the weight
without breaking—a bit of foresight on his part for which Zsolt and I were
profoundly grateful. Neither of us was keen about the possibility of having a
splinter of glass suddenly pierce his butt!


I immediately started to worry, though, about the very
real possibility of us getting cum stains on the furniture or the rug, or both.
But I was soon reassured. Once again, that hard-working assistant, Laszlo, was
on duty. At the moment he was hovering just outside of camera range, armed with
a large damp sponge in one hand, a bottle of spray cleaner in the other, and a
roll of paper towels tucked under one arm. He was prepared, the instant Endre
said “Cut,” to swoop down and mop up any semen we spilled on any surface other
than each other’s skin. I found the situation slightly comical, and my
amusement helped me relax and avoid stage fright.


Zsolt and I began by fooling around together on the
sofa, which was quite comfortable. After some sexy deep kissing, I twisted my
body around on top of him, positioning my face above his groin and taking his
cock in my hand. 


My lips pressed a continuous kiss all over the hard
head of his penis, before I licked his piss slit and savored the liquid which
was seeping out of it. When I inserted my tongue-tip into the tiny slot to coax
out more of that sweet-tasting pre-cum, Zsolt’s body shuddered—and he gave me
what I wanted, more drops of his fluid, a preview of what would be coming soon.


I made love to that smooth, round cockhead, first nuzzling
it with my lips, then easing it inside my mouth, and finally letting it slip
down into my throat. That sizzling sex flesh made my every nerve ending tingle,
as though with electrical charges. I sucked more of his shaft between my lips,
taking all of him, and I let his cock stay there, half choking me. My nostrils
flared with excitement as I deeply inhaled his manly body odor. I massaged his
strong leg muscles. Moan after moan of appreciative delight escaped from his
lips.


“I’m going to fuck your mouth like a cunt,” Zsolt
promised me, and he was as good as his word.


I relaxed my throat muscles just in time, before he
thrust himself deep into me. I didn’t choke on his meat, somewhat to my
surprise. After forcing me to suck him for a long time, Zsolt finally pulled
his saliva-dripping penis back out of my mouth.


I looked up at his handsome face. It was livid with
lust. Leering at me, satyr-like, he proclaimed, “Your ass is mine now, muscle
boy!”


He grabbed a rubber and put it on. He pressed his body
against mine, with my buttocks jammed tightly into his groin. He started to
shove his dick into me. I shuddered with sheer bliss in response to the
overpowering sensation of his fuck tool sliding up into my hole.


“Goddamn,” he muttered. “I love fucking that hot,
tight muscle ass of yours.”


“Fuck the living hell out of my hole,” I invited him.


He fucked me for what seemed like an eternity,
plunging monotonously in and out of me, while the camera captured every moment
of the anal abuse to which I was being subjected. I held on and enjoyed the
ride, forgetting that we were being filmed, aware of nothing except the heat
and pleasure of having that big dick pummeling in and out of my asshole.


Zsolt gripped my shoulders, hard, digging his
fingertips into my flesh. His entire body tensed. 


“Shit!” he bellowed. “You son of a bitch! You’re
sucking the hot cum right out of my dick. Hell, yes. I’m going to come!”


His cock spasmed madly inside the tight clasp of my
anus, coming precariously close to depositing its load into the condom, out of
sight. But Zsolt was too much of a pro not to deliver the cum shot as required.
At the last possible moment, he yanked his prick out of me, ripped off the
rubber, and began to blast an awesome quantity of jism all over my back and
buttocks. I thought he would never stop coming, and in fact he was still
spurting when I, too, started to ejaculate. My body shook wildly and my asshole
kept clenching and unclenching as though Zsolt’s cock was still inside me.
Moaning, I lost my wad—which Zsolt immediately claimed, swabbing up every drop
of my scattered semen with his tongue.


“Oh, sweet stud cum,” he moaned, as he licked up my
discharge, not missing a drop of it.


I kept waiting for Endre to say “Cut,” but he didn’t.
The cameraman went on rolling. I later learned that they were used to working
with Zsolt, and they knew he could usually be relied upon to come more than
once in the course of a single scene.


Without so much as pausing for breath, Zsolt next
attacked my just-fucked ass, rimming me hungrily. At last he reached for a
fresh condom, to put on his still-hard cock.


“Again,” he panted. “I’m going to have to fuck that
hot ass of yours again.”


I was more than ready and willing. “Get that
motherfucking dick of yours in me!” I demanded.


Incredibly, the fuck was even rougher, even hotter—and
even better—the second time. Laszlo had plenty of spilled and splattered jism
to wipe up, afterward.


I was making steady progress. For the next video in
which I appeared, the studio decided upon a bodybuilding theme. The cast
consisted entirely of muscle men, some of whom I was already acquainted with.
There’d be guys working out and getting it on together in the gym; guys
relaxing and sweating before getting it on in the steam room; guys having sex
in the locker room; and so forth. 


The exciting thing, for me, was that I’d participate in
two scenes of this video. I’d be one of the two guys making out in the
locker room. But then, even better, I’d be in the climactic scene. For this
episode, Endre envisioned a gangbang, with me as the guy being banged. 


“The whole sequence will be built around you, Emeric,”
he promised. “We’ve decided you deserve to be showcased. You’re the hot new
addition to our lineup, the viewers are curious about you, and we’re going to
take advantage of this. Now, the whole point of this scene is going to be you
having sex, sex, and more sex. Nonstop sucking, nonstop fucking. You’ll have a
cock in your mouth and up your ass the whole time. If you’re up to it,
of course.”


Oh, I was up to it, all right! What Endre was
proposing sounded just fine to me.


I was a bit disconcerted, though, when I found out
exactly what kind of a setting Endre had in mind for this scene. He was
determined to shoot it as though it was the aftermath of a bodybuilding
contest. He wanted us actors, the “contestants,” oiled up and stripped down to
posing trunks, doing a typical pose down onstage. Then the winner would be
announced, and he’d be handed his trophy, while photographers took pictures. 


The winner would be me. Backstage after the contest,
the other bodybuilders would decide to celebrate my victory by ganging up on me
and fucking me shitless.


“You see, you big muscle studs are all so horny as a
result of the testosterone and the adrenalin, and from being out there
practically naked in front of an audience, posing and flexing, that you just
have to have some relief,” Endre explained. “You can’t wait. You have to have
sex. So you rip off your posing trunks and get right down to it backstage, like
animals.”


I felt obligated to protest to Endre that a scenario
like this was highly unlikely to take place in real life. I couldn’t speak for
other bodybuilders, but I knew that, after a contest, I was usually so
physically exhausted that the last thing on my mind was sex. All I wanted to do
was shower, change into my street clothes, get something to eat to replenish my
diminished energy, and go home and fall into bed—alone—to get some rest.


Endre was undeterred. “We aren’t selling real life
here, Emeric,” he told me. “We’re selling fantasy.” Words to live by, I
guessed, given the business we were in.


With typical resourcefulness, the studio found an
actual auditorium which they could rent, for this all-important climactic
scene. It was a small space, but it was fully equipped with a stage, a
proscenium arch, a curtain, and all of the usual stage lights and other
necessities.


I got into the spirit of the thing, and I supplied a
vital prop—the trophy. For maximum visual impact, I selected the largest one
I’d won to date.


We got the locker room scene “in the can” without
incident, and a few days later we assembled in the rented auditorium. This
shoot took place late at night, because that was when everybody was available.


We actors stripped, and helped one another to oil up,
just as we would for an actual physique contest. 


We got to work. First, we posed for a number of still
photos, which could be used as publicity pictures—in advertising, and possibly
on the box of the completed video. (In general, as I believe I’ve said before, the
big stars were depicted on the box front. A newcomer and a bit player such as
myself would be shown in a thumbnail image on the back of the box—if he
was lucky.) I was an old hand at posing for photographers, of course, not only
stripped down to minimal workout attire or just a pair of posing trunks, but
occasionally completely nude. By now, too, I’d worked with Endre and the crew
enough to think of them not only as coworkers, but as old friends. I felt
completely at ease.


We then filmed the pose down and the trophy
presentation, all of which seemed rather surreal because of the absence of an
audience. All of the seats out there in the auditorium were empty. (In the
finished video, the sounds of applause and cheers were added to the soundtrack,
quite convincingly.)


The gangbang would take place backstage, where several
heavy-duty exercise mats had been arranged together on the floor to form one
large padded surface. As porn sets go, this was a stark, unadorned one; but
Endre wanted the emphasis to be on “all of your big naked bodies squirming and
heaving together,” as he put it.


We successfully shot the little episode during which
the idea of the gangbang was suggested—and my character, after a token display
of reluctance, agreed to it.


Then Endre gave us our final instructions. “I want to
see muscle, and I want to see cock!” he declared. “And for the
cum shot, I want to see some real muscle bukkake. I want all of you guys to
come all over Emeric. I want you to slather him in your cum!”


No problem.


With the camera once again rolling, we bodybuilders
wriggled out of our posing trunks, and we stepped onto the mats. (I should
mention that there no fewer than twelve guys—a round dozen—in addition to
myself. Thirteen is supposedly an unlucky number, but it was anything but that
for me, on this memorable occasion!)


I got down on my knees on the mats and we soon had an
assembly line going, with me sucking on one muscle man’s cock after another.
And some of those horny bastards came back for seconds!


What an orgy that was! All of that cocksucking was
stimulating enough. But it was only the beginning of what developed into a real
oral and anal ordeal for me—a marathon of sex.


After I’d serviced each of my fellow actors at least
once with my mouth, they pushed me down onto the mats. They swarmed around me,
our naked, oiled bodies forming a sea of muscle. My costars conspired to arouse
me even more thoroughly. One guy, positioned at my feet, used both of his hands
on me, toying with my swollen nuts with the fingers of one hand while he used
two greased fingers of the other hand to probe far up inside my anus. He began
finger-fucking me. I groaned, and my dick pulsated hotly in my fist, its tip
dribbling pre-cum all over my busily working fingers.


My nipples were being pinched and tugged on, in just
the way I liked it; and one of the muscle studs offered his fingers to my
mouth. I turned my head toward him and I sucked his fingers inside my mouth. I
licked and slurped on them, feverishly, while another disembodied palm caressed
my flat stomach, smearing the light coasting of oil around over my abs.


Christ, I was hot! So hot for sex that I would’ve done
anything, if only it held the promise of an eventual ejaculation!


I got fucked—by one hard, hot dick after another. It
was another assembly line, and this time it was my asshole which was being
punched repeatedly, like a machine part being drilled. My well-plugged
sphincter throbbed hotly, and it felt as though it was on fire. My balls ached
with their heavy load. I wanted to ejaculate so badly that it hurt.


Endre had instructed me to hold off on my orgasm for
as long as possible, though. As a result, when I did come, the violence
of my ejaculation took everybody on the set by surprise—including me. 


Cum flew everywhere. On my face. On my chest. All over
the guys who were playing with various parts of my naked, writhing body. And
the amazing thing was that ejaculating scarcely seemed to abate my lust. I
still felt horny! So I just kept on masturbating, without so much as a pause
for breath, using my own slippery jism to lubricate my dick as I fucked my fist
with it, and the cameras kept rolling.


Each of the other muscle men had screwed me, at least
once. Now it was time for the big bukkake climax. Gathering around me, those
horny, well-hung motherfuckers worked their dicks, which they aimed at me like
so many firearms. One after the other, they came, all over me. I ended up
slathered, all right, just as Endre had wanted me to be. I’d been given a cum
bath, from head to foot. I looked and felt like some sort of a newborn insect,
its beslimed body emerging from a chrysalis.


I jerked on my still-stiff prick the whole time the
other men unloaded on me.


Incredibly, I could feel it building up slowly but
inexorably in my loins—a second orgasm, throbbing hotly in my balls, surging
through the core of my cock as I stroked it again and again, my powerful arm
muscles flexing and pumping away. During those final few minutes of delirious
pleasure, I forgot where I was, what I was doing … I forgot that I was being
filmed, that other men were there in the room with me. I simply luxuriated in
the lewd sensations of those hands on and inside my body, in the lust boiling
up in my balls, and in the ache in my biceps as I fisted my dick savagely.
Suddenly, I succeeded in coaxing a second thick of jism from my guts. I came,
splattering myself with my own cum in creamy white puddles—and then I
collapsed, groaning, exhausted, while those warm hands rubbed my semen over my
skin, adding it to the jism in which I’d already been soaked.


I was so fucked out, so drained by my two orgasms in a
row, that I didn’t even hear Endre say, “Cut!” All that really registered in my
sex-befuddled mind was a sense of relief when those familiar hot lights were
suddenly shut off, and they no longer blinded me. The big gangbang scene was, as
they say in the movie industry, “a wrap.” I’d done the job, and I’d
accomplished it in the course of a single long, incredibly erotic take. More to
the point, I’d apparently survived the experience, without having sustained any
permanent anal damage!


And I had to admit that, now that the ordeal was over,
I’d enjoyed myself—immensely. So much so, in fact, that the moment Endre leaned
over me to offer me a towel and a bottle of water, I asked him whether he
thought there was any possibility of me portraying the willing object of a
gangbang again, in my next video.


“Listen, baby cakes,” Endre told me, laughing, “If I
have anything to say about it, you’re going to become a big name in this
industry. And I have every intention of coming along for the ride.”


The truth was that Endre had developed a soft spot for
me. He thought I had the potential to become more than just another young stud
in the studio’s stable. He became my mentor, and it was he who soon persuaded
the studio heads to offer me a long-term contract, with terms which were more
advantageous to me. No porn actor ever had a better colleague or friend.
















 


Chapter Nine: Muscle for Rent


Moving to Budapest turned out to be a mixed
blessing—as I’d anticipated. I may have been a provincial, but I wasn’t
entirely naïve.


Compared to Debrecen, of course, Budapest was a
metropolis. During the first months after I moved there, I experienced an
inevitable degree of cultural shock. Everything in Budapest seemed bigger,
faster-paced, more cosmopolitan, and more sophisticated than what I was used to
back home.


At first I felt like a rube, out of my element. But
the excitement of urban living soon got to me, and it provided ample
compensation. There was always something to see, something to do. The city’s
nightlife was tempting, but I sampled it cautiously. I was in the habit of
getting plenty of sleep, to allow my body to recuperate after my workouts.


I had a nine-to-five job
in an office. It wasn’t all that intellectually stimulating, but it paid a
decent wage, and I was able to afford a bare-bones studio apartment. Later, I
began earning enough income from bodybuilding contests and product
endorsements, from modeling, from escorting, and as a personal trainer, that I
no longer had to work a full-time job. But at first I was habitually strapped
for cash, and I had to economize. Independence, I learned the hard way, didn’t
come cheap!


I was well aware that
Budapest was home to a thriving male prostitution industry. There were certain
spots where the street hustlers hung out, trolling for tricks. There were gay
bars which had the reputation of being “hustlers’ bars,” which the male whores
patronized. But, of course, any really good-looking, smart guy who wanted to
peddle his mouth, dick, and ass, either worked for an escort agency, or he
free-lanced, via a website of his own.


I had no moral qualms
about exchanging sex for money. My attitude was that it was a business, like
any other. And, accordingly, it should be conducted in a professional manner.


I was promiscuous by
nature. I was openly and unashamedly gay, and I really enjoyed having sex. I
was perfectly willing to hook up with some total stranger for a few hours of
mutual pleasure. Why shouldn’t I get reimbursed for doing so?


And I needed the money.
Back in those days, that was the overriding consideration.


Having made the decision to prostitute myself, I also decided
to work for an agency, as opposed to freelancing. This had several advantages.
The agency collected the money, upfront, before you even met the client, and
you received your cut afterward—direct deposited into your bank account. It was
all very open and above-bound. To avoid problems with the law, it was clearly
stated on the agency’s website that the customers were paying for
“companionship” only. Any sexual activity was subject to negotiation between
the client and the escort. And, if the client chose to give the escort a cash
tip at the end of their interaction, that was a matter between the two of them.


The men who made use of the escort agencies tended to
be more upscale, with more disposable income, than the johns who made a habit
of picking up street hustlers. The agencies’ clientele had more to lose,
because they were often closeted, and as a result they were more cautious and
discreet.


At first, I told the agency that I’d do out calls
only. I was nervous about letting johns know where I lived—in addition to the
fact that my apartment was neither located in a “good” neighborhood, nor was it
attractively furnished. The truth was, I’d be ashamed to entertain a paying
customer there. (The men I hooked up with free tended to be unfussy about the
décor.) Later on, when I moved into a bigger and better place, I did start
accepting in calls.


I had to post a “profile”
of myself on the agency’s website. I offered myself for sale there as a
serious, hardcore bodybuilder who was also a total muscle slut who would do
just about anything for money. As a result, I was extremely popular, if I do
say so myself. I made it a firm personal policy that I would turn only one
trick per day—almost always in the evening, of course, when I had an hour or
two of free time at my disposal. Anything more than that would be too tiring,
and it might interfere with my day job, my gym training schedule, and my need
for rest. But there were times when the agency made me an offer which I
couldn’t refuse, and I ended up servicing two clients, one after the other, on
the same night.


My work as an escort was
mostly routine. The johns wanted me to strip for them and pose for them, naked,
flexing. They’d admire my body. They’d worship it with their hands, lips, and
tongues. I’d be expected to spring a boner. They’d suck me off. No problem! I’d
get hard, stay hard, and come on cue. I’d collect my tip, and I’d leave.


I had no trouble
performing for these johns. I had a high sex drive, and—somewhat to my
surprise—I usually enjoyed the sex, as opposed to thinking of it as a task
which I had to complete to my partner’s satisfaction.


But there were times when
I really enjoyed my work. I suppose I was naïve, but for quite some time
I was astonished by how attractive many of the johns were. I didn’t understand
why they had to pay for sex. Of course, these men didn’t have to pay for
it—they chose to hire escorts. They did so because they were married, or
closeted, or simply as a convenience, an alternation to going out cruising and
taking a chance on being disappointed, or worse. Some guys just got off on
having sex with a male whore. They could be less polite and reserved with him
that they could be with most gay guys who were giving it away for free.


A guy named Elemer was
usually on duty, manning the agency’s phone line, when I was on call.
Ironically enough, Elemer was straight, although he sure knew how to talk to
gay men over the phone and put them at their ease. He told me, laughing, that
the clients often wanted to book him, after talking to him.


I’d received enthusiastic reviews from my johns (the
agency did keep track of such things), and as a result Elemer soon sent an
especially important piece of business my way. This client, whom Elemer
referred to as “Adam the Austrian,” was a wealthy Viennese whose business
brought him to Budapest several times each year. Each such visit lasted two or
three days, during which Adam was involved in a nonstop round of business
meetings and conferences. Even his breakfasts, lunches, and dinners tended to
be taken with his associates, and so these meals became business meetings as well.
By the time his last evening in Budapest rolled around, Adam was always
desperately in need of some recreation.


He was always careful to
keep this evening free, so he could enjoy himself before returning to Vienna in
the morning. He booked an escort well ahead of time, for an all-nighter.


It was, Elemer explained
to me, a prestigious gig, one which the other escorts coveted. You were taken
out to dinner in a fine restaurant, and maybe you’d go to the theater
afterward, or make the rounds of a couple of nightclubs. Eventually, of course,
Adam would take you back to his hotel, where the two of you would fuck like
rabbits, on and off, all night long. Adam, Elemer assured me, was handsome,
sexy, and possessed of remarkable stamina. 


“He likes to do everything
in bed, and he expects the guys he hires to be every bit as versatile,” Elemer
warned me.


“I think I’m up to it,” I
said.


“He often asks me for a
recommendation, and he’s always curious about any new guy we hire. I’ll send
him your photo.”


Adam obviously liked what
he saw, because he booked me for his next visit.


By now, I’d acquired a
more extensive wardrobe, and I could dress up when required. Looking quite
smart, if I do say so myself, I went to Adam’s hotel room.


I was impressed by my
first sight of him. He was in his forties. Unlike some men, he looked, dressed,
and acted his age, making no attempt to come across as much younger. For
example, his dark blond hair was beginning to gray, but he didn’t color it. He
was also lively, and a good conversationalist. He put me at ease at once.


We went out to dinner. I
noticed that he wore a wedding ring. But he didn’t seem to want to talk about
either his family, or his work. (In this respect, he was the opposite of many
johns, who want to talk about nothing else.)


After the restaurant, we
went to the theater. Adam had obtained tickets to a performance by an all-male
Italian modern dance company, which was in town as part of a tour. I didn’t
know much about dance, but I enjoyed the sight of the toned bodies moving about
onstage. And I envied their agility. 


Back at Adam’s hotel, he
ordered room service to send up drinks and snacks. 


“Why don’t we get
comfortable?” Adam suggested, after the things were delivered.


We got undressed, and we slipped on the pristine white
terrycloth bathrobes provided by the hotel. We ate and drank. So far, this was
more like a date than a job assignment. Eventually, though, Adam reminded me
that it was time for me to get down to work.


“Let’s get started, shall
we?” Adam suggested, after finishing his drink.


“Yes, let’s. Is there
anything in particular you’d like us to do?” I asked.


“When I’m in bed with a good-looking guy like you, I
like us to forget we’re both gentlemen. It’s more fun if we act dirty and
nasty. Can you get into that?”


“You bet I can.”


He grinned, or rather
leered, at me. “Elemer told me I wouldn’t be disappointed. And now I’m sure I
won’t be. Let’s get it on, stud. You show me a good time, and there’ll be a
little extra money in it for you.” 


We shed our bathrobes,
and then we made good use of the waiting bed.


We progressed rapidly from kissing to cocksucking,
including some sixty-nine, before we moved on to rimming.


“I want that muscle ass of yours,” a sweaty, red-faced
Adam announced, breathlessly, after he’d eaten the muscle ass in question. “I
want to fuck you.”


“Please do,” I invited him.


He got himself ready with a rubber and some lube, and
I moved into position, lying on my back with one of the pillows shoved under my
head to raise it, and another pillow tucked under my butt to cushion it. I drew
my knees back to my chest. Reaching down and grabbing my ass cheeks, I spread
them wide.


“How’s this?” I asked.


Adam groaned. “Oh, that’s perfect.” On his knees on
the mattress, he moved forward to aim his cock at my lewdly exposed butt crack.
“Perfect,” he repeated. “The only problem is that I may come, just from the
sight of that butch ass of yours.” 


“Don’t come yet. Fuck me first.”


“I intend to. Get ready for a long, hard fuck, you goddamn
muscle whore,” he told me.


He penetrated. Once he was inside me, he let out a
gasp.


“What an ass!” he exclaimed. “It’s like a little
boy’s. So hot. So tight.”


“It’s as well-developed as my other muscles,” I told
him. “How does this feel, for example?” As I spoke, I flexed my sphincter,
hard, tightening it around the circumference of his cockshaft. Adam gasped
again, louder, as though in shock.


“Fuck,” he moaned. “It’s like a fist squeezing my
dick!”


“You haven’t felt anything yet,” I promised him. I
worked my anal muscles, using them to milk his erection. “You can start fucking
me now,” I invited him. “Help yourself, Adam. Use that hole of mine.”


“I intend to. I can’t wait—!”


 He raised himself on his arms, his cock sliding almost
all the way out of me, and then he plunged himself back in again, filling me. I
moaned with unfeigned delight when I felt him press hard against my prostate.


“Yeah. Just like that. You’ve hit it. Now pound it!” I
cried. 


“Oh, you’re dripping cum already,” he observed,
excitedly. “You like it, don’t you? You like having another guy’s cock up your
ass?”


“I love it,” I admitted, without shame. “I love to get
fucked.”


“But the agency said you were versatile.”


“I am. Very,” I bragged.


“Then you’re going to fuck me, too,
aren’t you, stud? Deep and hard?”


“Any time you want, and any way you want,” I vowed.


“Soon,” he groaned. “I’m going to want you to
screw me, soon. But right now—I’m not finished, yet. I’m not done
plowing your ass.”


He resumed his steady pounding of me. I was hotly aroused.
I could feel the sperm pressure building up in my cock and balls, which felt
grossly, obscenely swollen, and very sensitive. Being so turned on was almost
painful. Adam’s face and chest glistened with sweat as he raised and lowered
his sexy body over mine, his thick, heavy cock sliding back and forth within
the tight grip of my anus. I knew I wouldn’t be able to postpone my orgasm indefinitely.
He was hitting my prostate with each thrust he made deep into me. My hole
seethed and spasmed around his shaft. I could feel my semen coming to a boil
inside me.


“Harder,” I demanded. “Fuck me harder.” I shuddered as
he pressed my legs even farther back, his cockhead grinding against my
prostate. “Oh, fuck, yeah—that’s how to do it. That’s how to fuck my ass!”


“If only I could take you back to Vienna with me,” he
lamented. “I’d fuck you like this every night. And then I’d let you have my
ass, too. My wife not might appreciate that, though,” he added, with wry humor.


“Well, this isn’t Vienna, and your wife isn’t here.
You may as well make good use of me, while you have the chance,” I suggested.


“Yes … hell, yes!”


I wrapped my hand around my tormented prick, applying
a stimulation to it which was almost more than I could bear. Furiously, I
stroked myself, in time to Adam’s thrusting. I could feel my body tensing, my
nuts swelling larger and thicker, and my anal muscles clenching themselves desperately
around his cock. Adam stared down at me, lost in his own intense pleasure,
although he was fully aware of mine.


“Are you getting there?” he asked.


“I sure am. And fast. You’re doing it to me. You’re
driving me wild.”


“Let it happen,” he coaxed me, breathlessly. “Let
yourself come. I want to see you shoot.”


He fucked me more roughly, driving me insane with
lust. My rigid cock fucked my fist.


“I’m going to come,” I gasped.


“Do it!”


Our labored breathing filled my ears as Adam slammed
away, going in hard and deep, pulverizing my prostate. My ass clamped down
around his thick, hot cock. I jerked myself savagely, my sweaty hand sliding up
slick and tight over my pulsating prickhead. I shouted as my body convulsed in
orgasm. My dick began spurting, emptying itself in long, slow, draining spasms,
which felt as though they were emptying not only my balls of my jism, but my
entire body of its internal fluids.


Adam had stopped thrusting. He kept his cock inside
me, though, feeling my anal muscles spasm around his shaft. When I was done
ejaculating, Adam withdrew—slowly, panting for breath as he regained his
composure.


“Now you fuck me,” he panted.


“You bet.”


“Do it with your cock, if you can. If not—I’ve got a
big dildo in my luggage.”


“I don’t think we’re going to need the dildo.”


“No? Can you get it hard again, so soon?”


“Try me,” I bragged. But then I had second thoughts.
“Let me lick your ass, first,” I suggested, lewdly. “To get your hole ready for
my cock.” I knew that rimming him would get me excited again. My cock had lost
some of its rigidity, but it was already reviving.


“I’m not going to be able to last long before I blow
my wad,” Adam advised me.


“That’s okay.”


He rolled over onto his back and he pulled his knees
up and back to touch his chest, and as he did so, his rock-hard dick arched up
over his belly. He was in the same position I’d been in while he’d screwed me.


“Don’t touch my cock,” he warned me, as I buried my
face in his butt crack. “I’m too damn close.” 


Then he groaned loudly as I stuck my tongue between
his open ass cheeks and I began licking his sweet, tight sphincter ring. He was
hot and damp with sweat all over now, his groin emitting a tantalizing musky
scent. I bent him farther back, opening his hole to my probing tongue. He
wriggled and gasped, heat radiating out of the interior of his body, while I
licked the rim of his anal aperture. Kissing his ass more firmly, I forced my stiffened
tongue in deeper, at the same time spreading his buttocks wide apart with my
hands. I dug in and enjoyed the feast. His sphincter relaxed and my lips
pressed themselves lewdly against his pucker, creating a firm seal. I kissed
his ass, and I rimmed him hungrily.


“Oh, your tongue feels so good in there,” he assured
me. He was squirming beneath me, his bunghole grinding restlessly against my
face. “Suck my ass! Rim it, muscle boy. Rim it, and rim it deep and hard!” 


As he spoke, he grabbed my hair in a firm grip, and,
grunting, he pushed his ass up toward me and forced me to go on kissing his
ass. Not that I was the least bit reluctant to lick and suck that tasty manhole.
I worked on it until I was sure he was ready to be fucked. More than once, his
fingers strayed to his quivering dick, giving it a timid stroke. Each time,
though, he pulled away again. It was obvious that he was already dangerously
close to ejaculating, and that any real pressure applied to his erection would
set it off.


After a few more licks of my tongue against his ass,
he confirmed my suspicion.


“I can’t hold off for much longer,” he warned me. “My
balls are aching. I’m going to have to come soon. Fuck me, Emeric. Don’t make
me beg for it. Fuck me—please!”


I still felt so depleted after my climax that I wasn’t
sure I could rise to the occasion again so soon. But watching Adam so out of
control kept me hard while I humped the mattress. I pulled on a rubber and I
began lubing us both up, applying the lubricant to the latex covering my cock,
and then to Adam’s asshole. I stretched his pucker open with my slippery fingers
while I used my other hand to rub and tease his hypersensitive ball sac.


“Feels like you’re ready for me,” I gloated. Massaging
his testicles, handling them as gently as I would a pair of close-to-bursting
seed pods, I worked his asshole open the rest of the way. The tip of his dick
dripped jism. “Your balls must be ready to explode,” I taunted him.


He groaned in assent. “I can’t take much more of
this,” he complained. “It’s torture. Sexy torture! Have mercy on me.” He
shuddered, gasping and arching up as I lightly tickled my finger tip around the
perimeter of his rapidly flexing manhole. “Stop teasing me. Come on, get your
cock in there. I want to come while you’re fucking me. Oh, I need to be fucked
so badly!”


I relented. His cock was seeping pre-cum in a steady
trickle. His face was flushed red with lust and frustration. He cried out in a
way that sounded both agonized and relieved when I started to enter him, the
head of my fiercely throbbing fuck tool slowly forcing his sphincter to stretch
around its bulk.


“Fucked,” I panted. “You want to get fucked? You’re
going to get fucked!”


“About time. In me—yeah—put it all the way in me,” he
begged.


He lifted his butt toward me, bearing down, accepting
the penetration, encouraging it. His breath caught in his throat with a rasp as
I slid up into him. 


“Ah!” he shouted. “Big fucking cock! Big fucking cock,
shoved up my ass! Jesus! You’re all man, you goddamn muscle whore. You’re
really filling me up. Oh, it hurts. It hurts, but it hurts so good! So hot!
Fuck me. Don’t hold anything back, you bastard. Fuck me with everything you’ve
got! Take my ass! I want to be sore, when you’re done.”


We settled down for a long, slow, hot fuck. I gave him
what he wanted, pressing our bodies tightly together, timing my strokes in and
out of his anus to coincide with the jerking motions which his fist was now
making on his blood-engorged cock.


“Hot ass,” I praised him.


“Oh, big, hard cock,” he responded, whimpering. “I
still can’t believe it. I thought that a guy with all those big muscles must be
compensating for having a small dick.”


“Guess you were mistaken,” I quipped, blithely. “I’ve
got nothing I need to compensate for.”


“You can say that again. Don’t stop. Go on reaming me
out. I can’t get enough of that cock of yours. Damn! Elemer told me you were
good. I didn’t think you could possibly be this good, though!”


Well, I now had a reputation to uphold. I was
determined to do my best to satisfy this man. I was going to give new meaning
to the concept of Complete Customer Service!


I pulled almost all the way out of him, and then I
eased myself back in as slowly as I could. Adam writhed and yelped, his hot
asshole clamping down around my dick. His whole body quivered. His sphincter
seemed to nip at the base of my buried shaft, and I jumped in surprise as my
cock tensed in anticipation of coming.


“Shoot for me,” I urged him, forcing myself to hold
back. “I want us to shoot together.”


Adam was such a hot fuck, I could no longer trust
myself to maintain any degree of self-control. I wanted to prolong the fuck,
but I’d build up too insistent a load. I had to come! I humped him more violently,
and that did the trick. A moment later, he yelled, hoarsely and incoherently,
and his dick spurted wildly within his fist. His semen flew up between our
bodies as he convulsed beneath me, and then my own overexcited cock began to
empty its load into the rubber I was wearing.


I earned every forint of my fee that night. Adam and I
slept for a few hours, but in the middle of the night, he woke me, and he used
his lips and tongue and his hands to get me hard again. I fucked him for a
second time. Then, in morning, when we woke up, he wanted sex again. I
obliged him. Finally, reluctantly, we hauled our weary asses out of the hotel’s
bed, which was a morass of rumpled, semen-soaked sheets. We showered together,
and we fooled around some more in the shower as the warm water rained down over
us. 


We got dressed and had breakfast in the hotel’s dining
room. Adam gave me a generous tip. Better yet, he asked for my services again,
the next time his business brought him to Budapest. He became one of my regular
johns. He really was a delightful man, and I enjoyed every moment I spent in
his company, whether in or out of bed.
















 


Chapter Ten: My Muscle Virgin


Despite all of my other activities, which consumed a
great deal of my time and energy, I didn’t neglect my weight training. My
workouts at the gym always came first.


It wasn’t long after I moved to Budapest that I passed
an important milestone. I obtained my pro card. Now, I was no longer just
another ambitious, star-struck amateur bodybuilder. I could compete against
other pros, in the big time.


Shortly after that, I participated in a major physique
contest, which was held in an auditorium downtown.


I trained extra hard for weeks in anticipation of this
competition, and I was rewarded when I placed second in my weight class.


No one likes losing, but
I had to admit that the guy who beat me out for first prize in our class deserved
to win. His physique was just better honed than mine, and he was a better
poser. I’ll say one thing for myself—I was a good sport, and a good loser. I
was angry at myself for having not taken the first prize, of course, but my resentment
was directed at my own shortcomings, not at my successful rival. The better man
had won. I was going to have to work even harder. Less slacking off, more reps.
Less sex (alas!), heavier weights.


Backstage, after a physique contest, the contestants
fall into two categories—the winners, and the losers. The winners, of course,
are ebullient. The losers—who make up the majority—can be divided into two
subcategories. Those who are good sports, or at least good actors, congratulate
the winners. The poor losers sulk, or are visibly angry, and they want to
shower, dress, and escape from the locker room as quickly as possible, so that
they can lick their wounds in private, and bad-mouth the winners to anyone who
will listen.


I made a point of congratulating the guy who’d beaten
me, and then I treated myself to a long, hot shower—a necessity, to get all of
the oil out of my pores.


Showering next to me was a young blond number with
whom I’d made small talk before the contest. His name was Konrad, and he was a
middle weight. His impressive physique was topped by an incongruously boyish,
indeed cherubic, face. He had pretty blue eyes. I was rather taken with him, on
a purely aesthetic level. He seemed to be a sweet boy.


Konrad was rather shy, and I could tell he was
star-struck. He was still in that phase in which a bodybuilder looks up to the older,
more experienced bodybuilders and wants to become just like them. (Some guys,
in fact, never get beyond this phase.)


We chatted some more while we got dressed.


Having kept to a strict diet in preparation for this
contest, I was now having vivid, obsessive fantasies about food. Furthermore, I
was dehydrated, as a result of my efforts to reduce my body fat and water
retention down to a minimum, and posing and flexing onstage under the hot stage
lights hadn’t helped. I felt light-headed, which was quite common after a
competition.


Some bodybuilders, immediately after a contest, made a
point of going out and gorging themselves on their food addiction of choice. I
couldn’t blame them. I was fantasizing about fast, filling food—about ordering
two or three large pizzas with all the toppings, and devouring them one by one,
with a whole chicken coop’s worth of chicken wings as a chaser. But I forced
myself to be more sensible. I’d eat, of course, but in a way that wouldn’t bloat
me and undo all the hard work I’d put myself through.


“Are you hungry?” I asked Konrad.


“Starving!” he blurted out.


I smiled. “So am I. I don’t trust myself to make it
home without passing out. I’m going to stop on the way and get something to
eat. Would you like to join me?”


He accepted. I took him to a café which I often
patronized. As a regular customer, I’d befriended the owners, the waiters, and
the kitchen staff. I was treated well whenever I went there. The cooks were
happy to modify the items on the menu in order to accommodate me when I was
dieting, or to make something special just for me.


I surprised Konrad by ordering, first, a pitcher of
ice water, with some lemon slices immersed in it.


“I’m dehydrated,” I pointed out to him, “and I imagine
you must be, too. So the worst thing we could do right now is drink alcohol, or
even coffee or tea. All of those act as diuretics, you know.”


And so we began drinking glassfuls of the water.


I’d already assured Konrad that he didn’t have to
stick to the printed menu. “My buddy Bela”—who, I’d learned, was the cook who
was running the kitchen that night—“will make us anything we want, within
reason, no matter how bizarre it might seem to the average diner.”


Accordingly, Konrad ordered a typical bodybuilder’s
feast—a large green salad with balsamic vinegar on the side, a steak without
sauce, a baked potato without butter, sour cream, or salt, and an order of al
dente pasta, served plain, without any kind of topping.


I told our waiter that I’d have a salad, too. “And ask
Bela if he can whip up my steak tartare for me,” I added.


When our food arrived, Konrad dug in right away. He
had taken several mouthfuls before he got a good look at my main course.
“What’s that?” he asked.


“Steak tartare. It’s raw beef, chopped up fine, with a
little onion and Dijon mustard and a raw egg mixed in.”


Konrad was aghast. “Aren’t you afraid to eat raw meat
and raw eggs?”


“I do it all the time, at home. I wouldn’t order it
out just anywhere. But here it’s safe. I trust Bela.”


“What does it taste like?”


“Try a bite.”


He helped himself to a spoonful, gingerly. “Why, it’s
good!” he exclaimed.


“It’ll make a man out of you,” I joked. “Eat enough of
it, in fact, and you may revert to caveman status.”


“I wonder whether the cavemen lifted weights.”


“Stone weights, no doubt. But not for
recreational purposes. To hurl at their enemies.” 


As we ate, Konrad told me a little more about himself.
He admitted to me that he still lived at home with his parents, in one of
Budapest’s suburbs.


“I hate the thought of that long bus ride,” he said.
“I’ll be lucky if I don’t fall asleep and miss my stop.”


“Well, how’d you like to spend the night here in town,
at my place?” I suggested.


Now, believe it or not, I wasn’t thinking about
seducing this lad. For one thing, I wasn’t getting much of a gay vibe from him,
so I assumed he was straight. For another, I believe I’ve mentioned in a
previous chapter that, after a contest, I was usually too tired to be in the
mood for sex. This evening was no exception. Still, it’s surprising how being
in the presence of an attractive guy can have a reinvigorating effect on one. I
was genuinely enjoying Konrad’s company, and I wouldn’t have minded continuing
our conversation.


And I remembered how grateful I’d been when older, more
experienced bodybuilders had gone out of their way to encourage me, to advise
me, or simply to say a few kind words to me. I could tell that Konrad looked up
to me, the way I’d looked up to those guys. Now it was my chance to be nice to
a beginner.


Konrad seemed excited by the casual invitation I’d
extended to him. “Could I?” he asked.


“Of course.”


“My parents always insist on waiting up for me. I’m
going to have to call them to tell them I won’t be home tonight,” he explained.


“Go right ahead.”


“It’s so lame—having to check in with my Mom
and Dad,” he said. “You must think I’m so nerdy.”


“Nonsense,” I assured him. “Believe me, I’ve been
there, and I’ve done that. I understand.”


“What should I tell them? I mean, I’m going to have to
tell them something. I need to come up with some excuse, for not coming
home tonight.”


“Tell them the truth,” I suggested. “More or less.
That’s always best. That you met me, we went out and had a bite to eat together
after the contest, and then I invited you to crash at my place. On the couch,”
I specified, suppressing a smirk. “So much more sensible than heading home at
this time of night. Give them my name and phone number, I don’t mind. That
ought to put their minds at ease.”


Konrad made the call. When we were finished cleaning
our plates, I paid our bill. Then I took him to my place, where we got
comfortable on the broken-down, second-hand couch. Now that the risk of
dehydration was past, we did treat ourselves to some cheap red wine.


I didn’t bother to straight-proof my living quarters.
In addition to the bodybuilding and fitness magazines set out on the coffee
table, there was a periodical on display of a decidedly more sexually explicit
nature—namely, a magazine titled Hardcore Hungarian Muscle Fuckers. 


Konrad picked this publication up and leafed through
it. “Wow,” he breathed, as he stared at the photos of naked muscle men engaging
in just about every sex act imaginable. I thought his sexy blue eyes would pop
out of his head.


I leaned back languidly against the couch and sipped
my wine. “Do you like what you see?”


“These pictures are kind of wild. Do you do
things like this?”


“Um … my repertory includes most of that stuff, I
guess. Some of those positions do look a little uncomfortable, though.”


“Do you have a lot of lovers?” Konrad demanded,
curiously.


“Enough, I guess. I don’t keep count. And you?”


“Me?”


“How many girlfriends have you had?”


He actually blushed, his already pink cheeks
darkening. “None.”


“None? What about boyfriends?”


“None of those, either. I’m still a virgin.”


“No kidding?”


“No kidding. I know it’s disgusting.”


“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Everybody’s a
virgin, at first.” And some of us, I couldn’t help thinking, have been known to
make the transition from virgin to slut in record time!


“Well, I can’t wait to lose my virginity.”


“With the right girl,” I suggested.


“Or the right guy. Or any guy,” Konrad
retorted, with a boldness I hadn’t thought him capable of. “But it’s going to
be hard. With me still living at home, and my parents keeping track of all my
comings and goings. I can’t wait until I can move out and be on my own. Then,
the first thing I’m going to do is find myself a boyfriend. He wouldn’t have to
be a bodybuilder, or even all that good-looking. Just horny, and interested in
having sex with me. That’s how desperate I am.”


Our conversation was taking an interesting turn. “Have
some more wine,” I invited him. “Now, come on. Let’s talk this through. You’re
too attractive to have to settle for just anybody. Tell me. You must have a preference.
Who would be your ideal sex partner?”


Konrad took a gulp of wine before he answered.
“Somebody like you,” he blurted out.


Well! As the English slang expression goes, the cat
was out of the bag. Hell, the cat was not only out of the bag, he was prowling
restlessly around my living room, obviously in heat.


Konrad and I talked some more. He was sure he was gay,
he told me. He always thought about bodybuilders and other muscular men when he
masturbated. A few guys had hit on him, of course, but he’d always been too shy
and nervous to respond to their advances. He was seething with frustration.


“I need sex. I really want to find out what it’s like.
I’m sure a guy like you could teach me everything I need to know,” Konrad said.


“Well, I’m not exactly a walking, talking encyclopedia
of sexual knowledge,” I joked. “But I do know a few things.”


“Then show me, Emeric. Please. Be a pal. Don’t make me
sleep here, on the couch. I’ll go crazy, lying here thinking about you in your
bedroom, so close to me. I’ll have to beat off, all the while wishing I could
be with you. Let me sleep with you.”


“If you’re sure about this—?”


“Oh, I’m sure!”


“Then we might as well go into the bedroom.”


Soon, Konrad and I were naked on my bed.


He was quite wild. Our open-mouthed kissing was almost
enough to make him come. I did my best to try to slow things down a bit,
caressing his muscles, urging him to stroke and rub and squeeze mine, ignoring
our genitals for the time being.


Soon, though, Konrad’s pent-up lust got the better of
him again.


He twisted himself around so that he was pressed
against me in a sixty-nine position. His rigid dick jabbed at my face. He
jerked my cock, and I jerked his. He parted his lips, stuck out his tongue, and
licked my prickhead. I retaliated by lapping away at his exposed glans, wetting
it thoroughly with my saliva, and guiding the tip of my tongue underneath the
flap of his foreskin. Squirming about restlessly, he became even bolder. He
sucked on my cockhead while his fist stroked my shaft. Feverishly, I did the
same to him.


We were sucking each other, quite energetically. For a
novice cocksucker, he was a fast learner, and doing a good job of pleasing me.
His mouth made such passionate love to me that I soon felt my cum churning away
in my nuts. Gaining confidence, he sucked my bloated prick all the way down.
Once again, I did the same to him, showing him how it was done. He gagged once
or twice, but manfully he held on, refusing to relinquish my dick.


At last, however, as though by mutual, unspoken
consent, we broke away from each other, perspiring wetly and panting for
breath. After a moment, I slid my arm around his waist and I tried to draw him
back against me, so we could resume our sixty-nine.


“Wait,” Konrad pleaded, suddenly, pulling away from
me. “I want us to do something different.”


He rolled over onto his belly. He turned his head and
looked at me over his shoulder. His pretty blue eyes were like the bluish
flames of twin gas jets.


“Fuck me, Emeric. Fuck me with that big dick.”


“I thought you told me you’re a virgin.”


“Well, I was, until a little while ago,” he
retorted, with a wry humor. “Now that we’ve started fooling around together,
I’m finally having sex, aren’t I?”


“I’d say you’re off to a good start,” I conceded. “But
are you sure you’re ready to try taking it up the ass?”


“I never had a dick in there before,” he admitted.
“But I want to try it now. I want you to be the first guy to fuck me. I like to
finger my asshole when I jack off. I like the way that feels. I really get off
on it.”


He seemed hell-bent upon losing his cherry, and I was
more than willing to pop it for him. Looking at Konrad’s smooth, round ass
cheeks, with the blond fuzz lining the crack between them and surrounding the
tiny pink puckered aperture which resembled a rosebud, I found myself becoming
very aroused indeed.


“Come on, Emeric,” he coaxed me. “Be a pal. Do it for
me. Help me find out what it feels like.”


“You’d better be careful what you wish for,” I
cautioned him. “This might hurt.”


“I don’t care. I want it. I want your cock in my ass.
I want to get fucked!”


He’d succeeded in talking me into it. My drooling dick
was raring to go.


Spurred on by pure, mindless lust, I climbed on top of
the young blond bodybuilder’s broad back. I rubbed my oozing prick back and forth
in the deep cleft between his glutes, and he squirmed with barely contained
excitement beneath me.


“Don’t fuck me raw,” he begged. “Get a rubber on that
big thing of yours. And plenty of lube.”


“Coming right up.” I prepared myself, quickly, and
then I resumed my former position on top of him.


“Stick it up my ass,” Konrad invited me. “Come on,
stud, shove that big dick into me. I want to feel you inside me.”


I was afraid I might hurt him, because his hole looked
so tiny and my bloated prick looked monstrous beside it. But I was thinking
with my dick. I pressed my mushroom crown through his tight, resisting anal
opening.


“Wait,” he gasped. “Your dick feels like a baseball
bat.”


Too late! My horny member had already slid all the way
up his anal tunnel, filling him.


“God damn. It’s going to kill me!” he cried.


“Want me to take it out? I don’t want to hurt you.”


“No, keep it in me. I just have to get used to it,
that’s all. Oh, you’re so big.”


Recklessly, he backed up onto my shaft, which his
asshole swallowed just as his throat had. My pubes pressed against his
split-open butt cheeks.


“How’s that feel?” I asked him.


“So good,” he moaned. “Oh, do it, you muscle stud.
Take me. Fuck me. Fuck me in my ass. I think I can take it.”


I began to plow him. I exulted in the way my thick,
throbbing dick slid in and out of his wide stretched, flexing hole. He was the
best fuck I’d had in some time.


“Pound me. Let me have it,” he told me, his voice
shaky and hoarse. “Oh, let me have that cock!”


Supporting myself on my hands and knees above him, I
plowed his pliant butthole. He moaned in a way more suggestive of pain than
pleasure, but he didn’t ask me to go easier on him, let alone stop. Instead, he
pushed his behind up into my groin and ground his hips like an experienced
bottom slut, making sure my fuck tool stayed jammed fully inside him. I sped up
my pace and I really jackhammered him. He took it without complaint. My
cum-heavy balls slapped repeatedly against his ass cheeks.


“That’s right, tear up my ass,” he cried. “Don’t hold
back, really slam it to me. I fucking love it!”


“You’re so sweet,” I told him.


“And you’re so hot. You’re such a stud. So this is
what getting fucked feels like. Oh, my God—I can’t believe how good this is! Am
I doing it right? Is my asshole turning you on?”


“Oh, you’re doing just fine,” I assured him.


“Keep fucking me. Don’t stop.”


I never wanted to stop! I wanted to go on fucking this
boy all night. I tried to prolong the act, but my cum was boiling up from deep
within me, about to overflow.


“I’m just about to come,” I warned him.


“No, don’t. Not yet. I want to try it in a different
position.”


“Jesus!” I exclaimed.


He was writhing under me, trying to pull himself off
my cock. Grimacing with frustration at this unexpected delay, I wrenched my
dick out of his hole. The sudden evacuation made him grunt in real discomfort,
which served him right for being such a goddamned pricktease.


Before I knew it, we had changed our positions. I lay
on my back, and he straddled my body and lowered himself onto me, impaling
himself on my upthrust prick. He sat down hard, and all the way, not sparing
himself. Gasping as though in shock at the way I now filled him again, he began
to bob up and down, fucking himself on my tortured manhood.


While he rode my dick, he grabbed his own erection. He
jacked off in a blur of hand and wrist motion while I thrust up into him.


“Oh, hell! This is even better!” he cried.


“Ah, that’s a hot ass,” I crooned, praising him. “You’re
such a good fuck.”


This time there could be no holding back. I had to
shoot, and he seemed to realize how rapidly my climax was approaching.


“Yeah, do it,” he urged. “Fire off that motherfucker
inside me. Cream yourself in my fucking ass.” 


“You’re going to get it,” I swore. It was no idle
threat. I tensed my thighs and I held my breath. My cock exploded deep inside
his quaking asshole. “Fuck!” I bellowed. “Ah, fuck!”


Grunting, he beat his meat savagely, until his thick,
creamy drops of semen splashed all over my belly and chest. His butthole
convulsed around my cock. I was drenched in his cum, which ran off my torso and
soaked into the sheets.


After a moment, he raised himself a bit, allowing my
softening cock to escape from his ass. I removed the sperm-filled rubber, and
we lay in a loose, sweaty embrace, both of us breathing hard.


“How was that?” I asked him.


“Oh, that was terrific, Emeric! It was everything I
thought it would be.”


“I’m glad.”


“I guess I’m not a virgin any more, am I?”


“I think we can now state with some certainty that
you’ve become sexually active.”


“You’ve made a man out of me,” he gloated.


“One of my specialties.”


“Can we do it again?”


“In the morning,” I insisted, firmly. “Right now, we
need our rest. Go to sleep, and I’ll fuck you again in the morning.”


“Do you promise?”


“Oh, I promise you, I’m going to want to fuck you
again. Don’t you worry about that. I solemnly swear!”


And I kept that vow.
















 


Author’s Afterword


I was riding high, back in those days.


I was living in Budapest, an exciting city where
adventure seemed to wait around each corner. I was earning my living at my
regular job, and I was supplementing my income by modeling, escorting, and
performing in porn. I was beginning to realize my ambitions as a bodybuilder. I
wasn’t exactly a household name, but I had my admirers. Some were bodybuilding
fans who liked my physique. Others were connoisseurs of gay porn who enjoyed
seeing me in action in my videos. (To some extent, of course, these two
categories overlapped.) To other men, I was just another attractive, well-built
young number with whom they wouldn’t find having sex. These guys were usually
delighted when they found out that I could be had—and no always for a price,
but for free.


It had not yet occurred to me to try my hand at
writing. That experiment was still a couple of years in the future.


I had my friends and my fuck buddies—along with a
steady succession of casual tricks. More of the latter than I could handle, in
fact. Even my sex drive had its limits. There were only so many hours in
the day. I hated it when I met an attractive guy and I had to turn him down,
because I just didn’t have the time or the energy to hook up with him at the
moment. Sex is great, but it isn’t everything there is in life. (Wow—I can’t believe
that I, of all people, just typed that! Nevertheless, it’s true.)


The one thing missing from my life was a real, steady
lover—a man I could feel truly passionate about. But you can’t make romance
happen by wanting it, nor can you order it from a catalogue or have it made to
measure. I told myself that, if I bided my time and went about my day to day
routine, love would come my way eventually.


And so it did. Maybe I’ll share that story with
you in another book.
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