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Author’s Introduction: The Secretive Fraternity of
Iron Men


 


Musclebros!


They exist in every large city, but they can be found
in small towns and in remote, isolated rural communities, as well.


They’re the guys who are obsessed with weightlifting
and bodybuilding. They’d rather pump iron and force their muscles to grow
bigger than eat, sleep, or fuck. Well—let’s not get too carried away!
Most of these men wouldn’t really pass up on an opportunity for sex, should it
come their way. And especially not if the party of the second part is an
appreciative muscle admirer and worshipper, who’s ready and willing to pay
homage to a hard-earned, impressively well-developed physique.


There’s no doubt about it—muscle sex is the best gay
sex. Maybe I’m prejudiced, but that’s my opinion.


And, as I trust, this decidedly brawny narrative makes
a persuasive argument for that point of view. Once again, one of my muscular
young acquaintances has shared stories of his sexual adventures with me, and
he’s encouraged me to publish them, in slightly fictionalized form.


“Whatever you do, just don’t use my real name,
Emeric,” the hulking lad upon whom my protagonist is based begged me. “God,
I’ve been such a slut! I’d never live it down if you told the truth about me.”


Point taken. Been there, done that, my young friend! I
have my own sordid secrets to conceal. And as a result I’m well aware of the
value of discretion.


I’ve rebaptized my young friend as “Markus.” I’ve
changed the names of his various partners in sex crimes, too. But everything
else in his sexy story is accurate, and true to life. My friend is hardly
unique. He has many counterparts, not only in Budapest, but in any large city.


As I often say—you can’t make this stuff up. The lewd,
naked luridness of fact is indeed often truer than the most feverishly
imaginative erotic fiction!


This is a rather lengthy narrative. Markus has racked
up quite a few erotic adventures, and I’ve left none of them out, describing
them all in uncensored detail. As a result, I’ve divided this manuscript into three
“Books,” for the reader’s convenience, as can be seen in the table of contents,
above. Sometimes, in the course of one-handed reading, a guy needs to take a
break, and the division into books may help the reader to find his place. The
individual chapters, however, are numbered consecutively, throughout.
















 


Book One: Large and In Charge


 


In which we meet our muscular young
protagonist, Markus, and we learn something of his easygoing approach to life
and lust. We also make the acquaintance of some of his musclebros.


 


Chapter One: A New Guy at the Gym


 


Markus didn’t really have a swelled head, to go along
with his bulgingly muscled, pumped-up physique below his chin. He was well
aware that his impressive weight-trained body elicited admiring—or, in some
cases, incredulous and disapproving—stares when he went out in public. But he
was narcissistic enough to enjoy being looked at. That, after all, was the
whole point of bodybuilding—to become big and hard, to stand out in a crowd, to
be the object of people’s attention.


Well—come to think of it, there was being a sex
object, too, as a by no means unimportant secondary consideration!


Markus was accustomed to checking out guys, sizing
them up, cruising them, and flirting with them, at the gym in downtown Budapest
where he trained. Often, he was used to hooking up sexually with these fellow
iron pumpers, as well. That was all part of the chase, of the game.


At the end of his work day, he’d gone, as usual, to
the gym to which he belonged.


During his long, taxing workout, he noticed a young
guy about his own age, whom he’d never seen before. Either he was a new member,
or if he was a regular, then he must be working out at a different time than
usual today.


The newcomer was a boyish-looking blue-eyed blond,
with a nice, amateur bodybuilder’s physique, which rivalled Markus’s own
impressive build. A little more bulk and definition, and the blond could be a
contender for that coveted unofficial title, namely, as one of the half dozen
or so hottest members of the gym! Out of the corner of his eye, Markus observed
him grunting and sweating his way through his weightlifting routine. The guy
didn’t spare himself, and Markus respected that.


The blond muscle man was still going at it when Markus
headed to the locker room to strip out of his sweat-soaked workout clothes and
hit the shower. Dressed, Markus left the gym and sauntered out onto the street.


A couple of blocks away from the gym there was a
coffee shop which he often patronized.


Markus was seated at one of the shop’s small tables,
enjoying his caffeine rush, when, through the windows, he saw the blond guy
approaching. Glancing inside the shop, the blond saw Markus, and he did a
double take. After a moment’s hesitation, he entered and went to the counter to
place his order.


When he turned around again, with cup and saucer in
hand, Markus caught his eye and gestured to him.


“Why don’t you join me?” Markus called out.


“Thanks. I will.”


Like Markus, the stranger had his gym bag within him,
toting it in one hand.


He’d changed into his street clothes—shorts and a tank
top, with a short-sleeved shirt over the tank top, unbuttoned all the way down
the front and with its tails not tucked into the shorts, so the garment swung
freely around his torso. His footwear was leather slip-on shoes, worn without
socks, and he had a baseball cap on his head.


He seated himself at the table, opposite Markus,
placing his gym bag next to Markus’s on the floor.


“I couldn’t help noticing you, back there, hitting the
weights,” Markus said.


“I noticed you, too.”


“Hope I wasn’t being rude. You know, by staring.”


“Oh, that’s all right. I guess I did some looking,
too.”


Markus smiled. “That’s typical when you see a new member
working out. You want to size him up. Decide how much competition he might be.”


“Competition?”


“For the title of biggest guy in the gym. It may be an
unofficial title, but guys fight over it.”


“Yeah, now I know what you mean. I think that happens
at every gym. You don’t seem to have anything to worry about, dude. You’re huge.”


“Thanks. Still room for improvement, though. My name’s
Markus, by the way.”


“Gusztav.”


They shook hands across the tabletop, taking care not
to spill their coffee.


“I am new to this gym,” Gusztav confirmed.
“Just signed up last week. I used to go to a fitness club in the suburbs. But
I’ve moved from there into the city, so this place is more convenient. And
already, I like it better. The guys seem a little more serious about their
training. Seeing another dude busting his ass inspires me to push myself
harder, too.”


“Same here,” Markus agreed.


They’d finished their coffee, but they lingered at the
table, over the empty cups.


“Well—it’s been nice, talking to you,” Gusztav said.
He didn’t seem to be in a hurry to leave.


“I guess we’ll be seeing each other at the gym—if not
before,” Markus added, significantly, with a broad, ingratiating grin.


“Before?”


“I don’t need to rush off anywhere right now. Do you?”


“No. Ah—um,” Gusztav mumbled, obviously at a loss for
words for a moment. Then he seemed to summon his nerve. “I don’t want you to
think I’m too easy—”


Markus gave his new acquaintance a reassuring smile.
“What’s wrong with being easy?”


“Nothing, I guess.”


“I’m easy,” Markus volunteered.


Gusztav visibly relaxed. “Well—that’s good to hear.”


“In fact, I’m so damn accommodating that I’ll say it
for you. What I think you’re trying to get out. How’d you like to fuck around
with me for a while? Go have sex,” Markus specified. “Just in case that isn’t
clear.”


Gusztav looked relieved. And excited. “I’d like that.
A lot!”


“Your place or mine?”


They compared their living locations. Gusztav resided
in the Angyalföld district of the city. Markus lived in a working-class
district called Kelenfold.


“I’m closer,” Markus said. “Let’s go.”


Soon the two young men were in Markus’s apartment.


“Nice place,” Gusztav commented.


“It’s polite of you to say so, but it’s small. All
right for one person. And I’m a lousy housekeeper. I apologize for the mess.”


“No need to. Provided there’s a bed?”


“There is. It’s unmade, though.”


Gusztav grinned. “That saves time. Lead me to it, why
don’t you?”


“I like the way you think. Come on, it’s this way.”


In the bedroom, they both got naked, and for a moment
they stood facing each other, wildly aroused.


“Wait,” Markus said. He went over to the windows. He
had two sets of drapes on them. One set was heavy, amounting to blackout
curtains. The other, between the heavy drapes and the windowpanes, were sheer
white panels, which, when Markus drew them, still let in lots of the
late-afternoon sunlight, albeit diffused. He left the heavier drapes open. “I
like to see what I’m doing,” he told Gusztav, smiling. “Or rather, whom
I’m doing! This’ll give us privacy. The people in the building across the
street won’t be able to see in. But I’ll be able to see you.”


“Likewise,” Gusztav agreed, as Markus moved back
toward him.


“This is what I wanted to do when I saw you, working
up such sweat in the weight room,” Markus confessed. “I wished we could get it
on, right there.”


“I felt the same way. Just in case that wasn’t
obvious. And there in the café—I hope I wasn’t too slutty,” Gusztav murmured.


“Oh, you were just slutty enough,” Markus assured him.
Stepping forward, he closed the distance between them, so that their chests and
thighs collided.


Gusztav embraced the other man. His legs opened,
allowing Markus’s cock to slip in between them. Markus’s dick slipped downward
over the other bodybuilder’s penis, gliding over Gusztav’s balls.


“Fuck me, Markus,” Gusztav begged, pulling Markus with
him as he staggered toward the waiting bed and fell down heavily on it, lying
on his back with Markus on top of him, with Markus’s prick still wedged between
his thighs. “Fuck me!” Gusztav spread his legs wide and raised them, hooking
his ankles over the backs of Markus’s thighs. His fingers held tightly onto
Markus’s ass cheeks.


“Don’t you want the preliminaries?” Markus inquired.


“Ordinarily, yeah, I would. Trade hand jobs, suck,
sixty-nine, finger-fuck, rim—! I’d like to do everything with you, big guy.
But—sorry—you’ve just gotten me too damn hot. I need my ass fucked, in the
worst way. If that’s what you want us to do,” Gusztav added, the look on his
face and the tension in his voice betraying the fact that he’d be bitterly
disappointed if Markus didn’t want to screw him.


Luckily for him, Markus was nothing if not versatile
in bed. Markus slid open the drawer of the nightstand next to his bed, and from
the items stowed away in it, he selected a large tube of gel lubricant.


“We’ll need this,” he said. “It’s really slippery, and
it doesn’t dry out too fast. Long lasting lube. Designed for fucking.”


Gusztav groaned, his need very apparent. “Do it,” he
begged. “Let’s put it to the test. Because I want you to fuck me for a long
time!”


“Great minds think alike,” Markus moaned. The sight of
the blond stud’s upturned, vulnerable, and obviously quite willing ass was
driving him mad with desire. Gusztav’s glutes were covered by a smooth layer of
creamy, flawless, virtually hairless skin. It was the kind of boyish-looking
behind which just begged to be fucked, or otherwise abused. “I’d like to spank
those rosy butt cheeks of yours,” Markus confessed.


His new sex partner giggled. “Don’t you dare! I’m not
into that sadomasochistic shit.”


“Aren’t you? Too bad. Stick around with me, and you
might develop a taste for it.” Markus suggested. “Meanwhile—”


“Meanwhile, just fuck me, man. Let’s confine ourselves
to the basics, for now.”


Gusztav was too turned on to resist the penetration,
even had he wanted to. Despite its swollen dimensions, the thorough, efficient
lubrication enabled Markus’s cock to slip inside his anus quite easily. Gusztav’s
anal muscles yielded and stretched, adjusting themselves to the stabbing
pressure of the other muscle man’s long, thick erection. 


“Oh, yeah,” Gusztav gloated. “This is the way to unwind
after a good, hard work day! With a good, hard fuck! Cock in my ass—yeah,
that’s one hell of a big cock I’ve got in my ass, man! And you sure know how to
use that thing. Uh, shit, work it in around inside my ass! Don’t be shy. Don’t
worry about hurting me. I can take it, whatever you want to do to me in there!
I love it. Just love being fucked!”


“I can tell you do,” Markus remarked, breathlessly.


“Pound that hole,” Gusztav begged. “Oh, give it a good
hard pounding!”


Manfully, generously, Markus strove to comply with the
other guy’s request, to satisfy his wildly responsive ass. Not that Markus
wasn’t enjoying himself, too! Gusztav was just the kind of eager, uninhibited
sex partner that Markus always liked to divert himself with.


“That’s a really tight ass you’ve got there,” Markus
declared.


“My shitter’s just like any other muscle,” Gusztav
replied, crudely. “The more I work it, the stronger it gets.”


As out of breath as he was, Markus had to laugh. “If
that was really the case, then that thing between your butt cheeks would be
swollen to the size of a tire. And so would mine.”


“You like to take it up the ass too, do you?”


“I love it.”


“I assumed you were a top.”


“I don’t bother with such labels. I like sex. All
kinds of sex. Well, all kinds, provided it’s sex with another man. Or with more
than one other man. Anyway, to clarify beyond any doubt—I like to get fucked,
too. Want to screw me, next time?”


Gusztav groaned. “Just the thought is making me even
more horny! But you’re really good at dishing it out. Oh, shit, that muscle
cock of yours is really doing a number on my ass.”


“It’s a hot muscle ass you’ve got there,” Markus said.
“I’m glad we hooked up.”


“Me, too. Oh, fuck, dude! Me, too! Fuck me!
Yeah, fuck me! Hard!”


Markus went on jackhammering his prick in and out of
Gusztav’s manhole. But the sex act was too exciting, too stimulating, to be
kept up indefinitely. Markus could feel the all-too-familiar early warning signs
of impending ejaculation, as his lust rose to a peak deep within his loins.


“You’re too damn sexy, too fucking hot,” he told
Gusztav, regretfully. “I think I’m going to have to come!”


“Go ahead! Do it! Fuck, yeah! Come in my ass, man. Let
me feel that hot cum shooting up into my butt! Breed and seed me, you goddamn
muscle stud! Breed and seed my hole for me! Cum—I want your cum! In
me—filling me up!”


That was all the encouragement Markus, in his
overwrought state, needed. It was time for him to unload! And he did so,
freely, fully, forcefully. With an unintentional generosity, he gave his sex
partner all that he had to give, an awesome outpouring of sperm.


Gusztav felt the splashing wetness of the sticky cum
as it inundated his ass. He knew that the hot, potent tide was filling his
butthole and bathing his twitching prostate in a sensuous, soothing warmth.


“Ah, hot cum! Fuck, you bastard,” he grunted. “Fuck my
ass, you goddamn stud! Uh, yeah, shove it all the way up my hole. Shoot it full
of that fucking stud jizz of yours, empty that big dick in my hot, horny ass!
Uh, your stuff is scalding hot, dude! How I love it, how I love to feel another
man’s hot cum squirting into my ass!”


“You’re wild, man! Fucking wild!” Markus declared.
“Dirty—yeah, you’re almost as goddamn dirty and nasty as I am. Which is saying
a hell of a lot!”


“Fuck me! Come in me!” Gusztav yelled.


Gusztav’s sturdy body shuddered in a succession of
wrenching and writhing motions, physical proof that the combination of Markus’s
own humping and the exploding sperm inside his ass had indeed set off Gusztav’s
own climax. His prick jettisoned its load, which had until that moment barely
been contained within his painfully swollen and aching balls. The deluge of
fresh semen poured out of his throbbing, sputtering cockhead and it streaked
both men’s chiseled bellies and massive, protruding chests with thick globules
and sticky white ribbons of Gusztav’s rich male cream.


Even after he stopped ejaculated, Markus went on
pounding away back and forth inside his new sex partner’s manhole, until, at
last, his erotic frenzy slowed and stopped.


“Jesus,” Gusztav gasped, when at last both men had
calmed down. “That was intense.”


“Very,” Markus agreed. Pulling his cock out of
Gusztav’s ass, he lay down beside him, hugging him, pressing his lips to his
sweaty pecs and licking his stiff nipples. “I didn’t know I had it in me, to be
able to exert myself like this, after working all day and then hitting the
weights at the gym.”


Gusztav grinned. “Well, I sure as hell knew I had
it in me! You really reamed out my ass,” he gloated.


“Well, you see,” Markus joked, “I’m sort of the
unofficial welcome wagon, down there at the gym. I take it upon myself to fuck
all the new members. If they’re good-looking, and they have hot bodies.
I try them on for size, break them in. See if they’ve got what it takes to fit
it. To be my musclebros.”


“Did I pass the test? Did I make the grade?”


“With a hot ass and with flying colors, musclebro.
Welcome to the club!”


Gusztav chortled. “That’s very generous, very
good-hearted of you. But then—big muscles, big cock, big heart. I guess they go
together!”
















 


Chapter Two: A Muscle Man’s Mentor


 


In between work and his regular visits to the gym, Markus
managed to lead a fairly active social life. One afternoon, he received a phone
call from one of his good friends, a man named Jozsef.


“It’s been almost a week since the last time I saw
you,” Jozsef said. “Six days, to be exact.”


“I know,” Markus replied. “Do you keep track?”


“I do. I keep a diary on my laptop. I make note of
every time we get together.”


“That’s flattering. Including all the details of our
get-togethers?”


“All of them.”


Markus laughed. “That must be interesting reading.
It’s probably downright pornographic.”


“Come now, be serious for a moment, Markus. Can I see
you this evening?” Jozsef asked, plaintively.


“Of course.”


“You say that so casually!” Jozsef complained.


“Why shouldn’t I be casual about it? What’s wrong?”
Markus asked.


“You’re cruel,” Jozsef accused him. “You torment me.
You tease me, stringing me along. While I know you’re screwing around with
other guys—much younger guys than me. Whom you like better than me.”


“This shit again? How many times must I tell you—?
Fuck! Must you be so paranoid? And am I so bad? Come, now, I’ll make it up to
you, tonight,” Markus coaxed. “I’ll spend the whole night with you, if you
want.”


“Will you?”


“Sure.”


“That’s right, throw me a crumb. Bad,” Jozsef
sputtered. “You’re just bad, a very bad boy.”


“I thought you liked that about me,” Markus said,
suggestively.


“Well—yes—I admit it. I do! Have dinner with me. Then
we can go to my place. Will you really spend the night? Sleep with me?”


“Sure. But I’ve got to warn you. I’m feeling very
randy. Don’t expect to get much sleep.”


“Oh, you tease!”


“Shall I meet you for dinner? Where?”


“At Le Salon d’Or, if you like. At eight? I’ll make a
reservation for us.”


“Fine. See you then. Until then—try to be more mellow,
Jozsef, for God’s sake. Chill.”


Markus was used to Jozsef’s moods. At the moment,
Jozsef was in one of his melancholy moods, involving a good amount of
self-dramatizing. When he was in this frame of mind, he fancied himself the
victim of unrequited love. Jozsef was an attractive, interesting man.
Ordinarily self-possessed and very much in control of his life, Jozsef’s one
weakness seemed to be Markus, for whom he definitely had “a thing.”


Jozsef Somogyi was a professional bodybuilder. Now in
his early forties, he still competed occasionally. He was a well-known,
respected figure on the Hungarian bodybuilding scene. 


He was also a quite shrewd businessman. He made his money
in a variety of ways. He owned two gyms in Budapest, one of them the one to
which Markus belonged. That was how Markus had met Jozsef, after following his
career as a fan. Jozsef did some personal training, specializing in an upscale
clientele. He brought in some extra money with product endorsements and fitness
modeling, although the latter was really a young man’s game. Still, Jozsef’s
mature looks and still impressive physique appealed to a niche advertising
market.


Jozsef had always turned down offers to do gay porn.
But, ever since he was Markus’s age, he’d hustled. He’d had a succession of
generous “sponsors” who helped him to pay his bills, in exchange for sexual
services. He’d started escorting back then, and now, interestingly enough, he
was just in demand as a stud-for-hire than ever. No doubt this was because he
was exceptionally well-preserved for his age, and of course still extremely
muscular. And because he possessed a large cock, a talented mouth, and an
insatiable ass, as well as great stamina.


There was nothing “gay for pay” about Jozsef. Openly,
proudly, and promiscuously gay, he really liked sex. Naturally, he had a
preference for fellow bodybuilders, when he bedded other guys for free. But his
strong sex drive enabled him to work himself into an erotic frenzy even when he
was being paid for sex by a man who was elderly, out of shape, or ugly—or all
three.


He’d once boasted to Markus, “Even if a guy is
downright repulsive, I can get it up for him, keep it up for him, and come for
him. Maybe I have to do some fantasizing, and maybe I have to think about the
money—which usually does the trick for me, I’m ashamed to admit. It’s amazing,
what an aphrodisiac a wad of cold, hard, tax-free cash can be.”


Once they became friends, Jozsef encouraged Markus to
acquire “sponsors” and to do some discreet hustling, himself. Jozsef had the
younger man sign up with the same escort agency he worked for. The agency, of
course, took its cut, a hefty one, but operating through it had its advantages.
The money was paid by the client up front, before the escort showed up at his
place, or he had the john come to his dwelling. 


With the client’s name and his credit or debit card
information on file, the odds of hooking up with a weirdo, or getting into an
actually dangerous situation, were much reduced. Tipping was expected, and
because they were given to the male prostitute in cash at the end of the sex
session, they were his to pocket. On the whole, working through a good agency
was preferable to free-lancing.


Sometimes, though, a regular customer chose to bypass
the agency, and start dealing with the hustler directly. That was virtually
impossible for the agency to discover or regulate, and as a result it was the
agency’s tough luck.


Mentoring Markus, Jozsef taught him about these and
other useful things, giving him the benefit of his own extensive experience.
Under Jozsef’s tutelage, Markus became a popular escort, who was much in
demand.


But Jozsef and Markus had a sexual relationship, themselves,
as well. 


Jozsef wasn’t exactly one of Markus’s “sponsors.” But
the older man was generous toward his younger protégé. For example, he always
insisted on paying Markus’s way whenever they went out together, for dinner or
to entertain themselves. Jozsef steered many of his own johns Markus’s way, and
whenever a client of Jozsef’s wanted to arrange a threesome, Jozsef always
recommended Markus as the third participant. Jozsef liked to give Markus nice
gifts, and not just at Christmas, or on his birthday.


Over the years, too, Jozsef had acquired innumerable
gay friends and business contacts, not only in Hungary but abroad, many of whom
were wealthy. He introduced Markus to these men, which vastly widened Markus’s
own circle of casual flings, more serious lovers, paying johns, and
influential, useful acquaintances. 


What Jozsef asked in return was, of course, sex with
Markus, on a fairly regular schedule. He and Markus had an unspoken, unwritten
agreement to the effect that they’d get together for sex approximately once a
week. No wonder Jozsef consulted the calendar and kept track of their trysts!


Well aware that he had a good thing going with Jozsef,
Markus did everything he could to keep the man happy. Sex with Jozsef was
hardly a chore, after all. The guy was hot, and Markus was getting for free
what other men were willing to pay for.


If Jozsef got a little needy, clingy, and possessive
at times, then that was a small price to pay for enjoying the benefits of his
patronage.


A young muscle man in Budapest could do much worse
than Jozsef, when it came to encouraging an older bodybuilder to take an
interest in him. Jozsef was sexy as hell!


Vain about his physique, and deservedly so, Jozsef
didn’t make the mistake of going to extremes to try to look younger than his
age, above his neck. He didn’t color his hair to remove the gray strands with
had begun to streak its rich brown hue. He’d recently grown a neatly trimmed
mustache and a Van Dyke beard, both also streaked with gray, which looked good
on him. 


The facial hair emphasized his maturity and made him,
Markus thought, even sexier. Jozsef took good care of his skin, moisturizing it
regularly, but he accepted the little laugh lines which had developed at the
corners of his eyes and mouth. For him, skin-tightening cosmetic surgery was
still a long way off, even assuming that he’d ever consider it.


He could have his pick of younger gay men, and Markus
was flattered and grateful to be one of his favorites.


Le Salon d’Or was one of downtown Budapest’s finest
restaurants. It didn’t have a dress code, because it wanted to attract as wide
a spectrum as possible of locals and tourists, but its interior was as elegant
as a diner could wish. The subdued lighting, with low-wattage candlelight bulbs
in virtually all of the fixtures, shed a warm golden glow upon the premises. The
walls were hung with mirrors, alternating with old architectural prints, both
in heavy gilt frames. The tables, draped in rich cloths, were set with the
finest quality china and glassware, with a bouquet of fresh flowers set in a
small vase on each table. 


The maître d, the sommelier, and the waiters were all
hired on the basis not only of their professionalism, but because they were
attractive, mostly young, men. As a result, Budapest’s gay men, and gay
tourists and visitors who found themselves in the city, often made a point of
dining at Le Salon d’Or.


Markus, knowing that Jozsef would probably show up at
the restaurant well dressed, made an effort to look his best, too. Getting
ready for his date, he showered, and then he searched his wardrobe, looking for
clothes which were casual, but of good quality.


He first put on what he thought of as his “good”
underwear, briefs and a tank top made from a very soft, luxuriant, expensive
white cotton. Next came a pair of socks—alpaca socks, from Peru, with vibrant rows
of multicolored horizontal stripes.


His slacks were khaki, pleated in front.


His shoes matched his belt—brown alligator.


Over the tank top, Markus pulled a sweater, also
alpaca and from Peru, a subtle weave of multicolored geometrics.


The sweater and the socks were gifts from Jozsef. So
was the gold chain which Markus slung around his thick, sturdy neck, and the
matching gold bracelet he fastened around his right wrist. His Breguet
wristwatch, which he now buckled around his left wrist, was also a gift from
Jozsef. Markus knew which side his bread was buttered on! He was careful to
make sure than his benefactor knew how much he appreciated his generosity.


A spray of cologne, and a swipe of his comb through
his hair, and Markus was good to good. He grabbed a soft brown leather jacket,
and he left his apartment. He was feeling eager to enjoy a good dinner—and,
inevitably, after the meal, to enjoy equally good sex!


Jozsef had arrived at Le Salon d’Or ahead of time. He,
too, was “casually” attired to all outward appearances, although in fact he was
wearing quite a few million forints, the equivalent of thousands of US dollars,
on his back.


“See? Here I am,” Markus said, as he approached
Jozsef’s table. “And on time. I’m glad to see you. I’ve missed you. Very much.”


Jozsef, instantly mollified, accepted this schmoozing,
and he was happy.


“Sit,” he urged Markus. “You’re beautiful, as always.”


“Don’t embarrass me.”


“I’m being sincere. You think I don’t remember what it
was like, to be young and magnificent, admired and desired by everybody?”


“Your memory must be faulty,” Markus insisted,
“because you’re still magnificent and admired and desired by everybody.”


“But I’m no longer young.”


“So what? Who cares?”


“It’s a consideration, in some quarters.” Jozsef said,
enigmatically. “But never mind. What wine shall we have?”


“What are we going to have to eat?” Markus asked. He’d
sat down and picked up his menu, which he studied.


The restaurant offered a full menu of traditional
Hungarian dishes, but it also prided itself on its nightly specials, which
tended to be international recipes, and often adventurous and innovative. They
were listed separately, on printouts tucked into the menus.


“There’re some specials tonight which sound
intriguing. The ‘crispy pork chops with buttered radishes,’ for example. I
think I’ll have that,” Jozsef said.


“And I may have the ‘lemon chicken cutlets with
garlic, red pepper flakes, and capers.’ That sounds good.”


“A white wine would be appropriate, then. A harslevélu,
maybe?”


“Perfect,” Markus agreed. He was no oenophile. He
liked his wine, especially when it accompanied a good meal, but the truth was,
he’d drink about anything.


They gave their orders to the waiter, and their wine
selection to the sommelier. With filled wineglasses set in front of them, they
relaxed.


“We’re the two best-built men in this place,” Jozsef
observed, with satisfaction.


“Yes,” Markus agreed, “although that’s not saying so
much, given the quality of the competition. Most of these men show all the
signs of soft living. They’d benefit from a few hard workouts at the gym.”


“So, tell me,” Jozsef said. “Do I have a rival yet?”


“Huh? A rival? What are you talking about?”


“Have you fallen in love with anybody? This week?”


“Oh, that.” Markus scoffed. “Not likely. You know me,
Jozsef. I like to have fun. I like to play the field. I don’t want to be tied
down.”


“Maybe you love me, though, just a little,”
Jozsef coaxed him, plaintively.


“You know damn well I do. You and I—we have real
feelings for each other, don’t we? Maybe not in a silly, starry-eyed way. What
are we, a couple of dumb young club-hopping twinks? I think not. Jesus, Jozsef,
I wish you weren’t so insecure, sometimes. It makes me feel as though I’m
disappointing you. Letting you down, somehow.”


“No, I wouldn’t want you to change,” Jozsef insisted.
“It’s just that, when a man gets to be my age, he starts thinking about certain
things. Taking his relationships more seriously.”


“You’re hardly old. You’re in your prime. Not quite
there yet, actually.”


“Nice of you to say so.”


“I mean it.”


“You’re sweet, Markus. To the extent that a big,
muscle-bound, muscle-headed young guy like you can be sweet,” Jozsef teased
him.


Markus laughed. “Thanks a lot.”


Jozsef’s mood, Markus noticed, had lightened, and when
their meal arrived they enjoyed it, while carrying on a lively conversation
about other matters.


Afterward, they took a cab to Jozsef’s apartment
building.


He lived rather well, off of his occasionally
ill-gotten gains. In this, as in other things, Jozsef served as a role model
for Markus, who aspired to a similar lifestyle—eventually. All in good time!


Without being pissy or ostentatious, Jozsef’s
apartment was nicely furnished. He wasn’t a man who’d sacrifice comfort to
style, though. The overstuffed sofa and the matching armchairs in his living
room were meant to be not only sat on, but sunk down into and lazed about in. There
were ottomans, on which to put your feet up.


Jozsef wouldn’t have been human if one area of the
living room wasn’t devoted to a display of mementos of his bodybuilding career.
And, because that career was still ongoing, the display was constantly being
updated. The wall was hung with photos of Jozsef, either in competition or
posing for photographers in their studios. Other photos, many of them
autographed, showed him with other pro bodybuilders. His many trophies were
arranged in rows on the shelves of a bookcase placed amidst the wall display.


“Shall we have a nightcap?” Jozsef asked. 


“No, thanks. None for me. I think I had enough of that
good wine.”


“Want to fuck?”


“Yeah.”


Jozsef grinned. “Good man. I like a dude who isn’t shy
about what he wants. Come on, then.” 


Jozsef’s bedroom suggested the same sort of slightly
shabby chic as the rest of his place. He had an old, large brass bed,
comfortably equipped with pillows, sheets, pillowcases, a blanket, and a quilt.
The floors were broad bare wooden boards, lightly varnished, darkened by age,
with worn old area rugs on top of them here and there. 


The other pieces of furniture in the room—an armoire,
a chest of drawers, a desk, a chair, a free-standing screen—were painted wood,
with stylized floral patterns stenciled on them. They were the kind of
old-fashioned Hungarian rustic furniture which people inherited as family
heirlooms, and which they either sold at a loss or kept stored away to gather
dust in attics or basements. Jozsef, however, used them. He was sentimental,
and a traditionalist, in some respects.


Jozsef turned on a shaded lamp on the nightstand
beside the bed.


“Light on, as usual?” he inquired.


“Sure,” Markus agreed. “You know I like to see what
I’m doing, when I have sex,” he added, with his customary frankness.


“So do I. Especially when I’ve got a guy like you in
here with me.”


Both men stripped.


“Goddamn it, you’re pretty,” Jozsef breathed, gazing
at Markus’s nude body in the lamplight, as though he couldn’t quite believe the
other man was there in his bedroom, naked and available. “You seem to get
better looking, all the time.”


“You’re so damn hot, too,” Markus responded,
sincerely. “You have such a nice body.”


“Improving with age, am I? Like certain wines and
cheeses? It’s good of you to say so,”

 Jozsef said, humorously. “Come here, boy!” he demanded, suddenly looking and
sounding much more urgent. “I want you!”


“Then you can have me!” Markus vowed, throwing himself
into the older man’s strong arms.


Markus moaned with raw desire, and he writhed against
the older bodybuilder’s sturdy frame as he eagerly let him have his will with
his own body. While Jozsef kissed him with increasing urgency, Markus guided
the man’s fingers down between their bodies, where their already overexcited
dicks dueled, rubbing restlessly against each other, hot and hard, potent and
prepared to be put to lustful use.


“Touch me. My cock. Grab hold of it. Play with my bare
naked prick,” Markus whispered. “Oh, stroke that fucking thing. Make me feel my
goddamn pre-cum dripping out of it. Get me so hot, so fucking turned on. You
know how to do it, how to push my buttons.”


“It’s so hot when you talk dirty to me like that,”
Jozsef replied. “Say some more.”


“Then take my hot, dirty, horny cock in your hand and
rub it, until you can feel the jizz start to drip out of the slit in the tip,”
Markus instructed him, explicitly, the verbal vulgarity exciting him as much as
it did his virile sex partner.


“You’re a big-dicked motherfucker, aren’t you, muscle boy?”
Jozsef commented, admiringly.


“Yeah. Just like you’re a big-dicked grizzled old
gray-haired muscle daddy! Just because there’s snow on the roof, though, dude,
that doesn’t mean there still isn’t fire in the furnace!”


Jozsef had the grace to laugh. He fondled Markus’s
prick in his warm, sweaty hand, which was calloused from years of gripping the
knurled metal of barbells and dumbbells, and he used his free hand to explore Markus’s
bare torso, rubbing his pecs and abs. After kissing Markus again, he bent his
head and he sucked one stiff nipple between his lips. Groaning, Markus pressed
the other man’s head against his chest.


“Yeah, go on, suck on them. suck on my nips, Jozsef.
Lick them. Bite them! Get me hot and ready for you to fuck, ready for your
cock!”


Jozsef did as Markus asked, his lips and tongue doing
a real number on Markus’s nipples. Reaching down between their bodies, Markus
grasped and manipulated the older guy’s prick, which jerked so violently in
response that Markus almost lost his grip on it.


“Uh, that’s a big fat cock! Still one of the best ones
in Budapest. Let me suck on it for just a minute,” Markus begged. “And then you
can shove it up my ass.”


As he spoke, Markus got down on his knees on the bedroom
floor and he stuffed Jozsef’s cock into his mouth. He sucked it lustily, not
touching the other man’s body anywhere with his hands just yet, working his
lips back and forth around the shaft of the stiff, throbbing penis. It was one
of the most satisfying pieces of meat that Markus ever had sucked on, and, joyously
reacquainting himself with its bulk and potency, he attacked it with real
relish, slurping and licking, easing the fat head of the prick down into his
throat and half choking himself on its sheer bulk.


After a few minutes of sucking, though, he decided
that they’d better move on to the main event. His anus seemed to be on fire,
smoldering within its depths with a burning, insistent need.


“Fuck me,” he gasped, breaking the oral-genital
contact and standing up again. “Get it in me, quick. I want to feel all of it
going into my asshole,” he told Jozsef, shamelessly.


Jozsef grasped him around the waist and manhandled him
onto the bed, where Markus got on his hands and knees. Jozsef climbed up onto
the mattress behind him and mounted him, his turgid dick clutched in one sweaty
fist.


“No lube, this time,” Markus said. “Don’t bother to
grease it up. Just my spit on your dick—!” 


Jozsef grunted in assent as he gave himself a few hand
strokes to make sure his cock was fully hard. Markus licked his lips in wanton
anticipation. The delay, the erotic suspense, was agonizing! But he didn’t have
long to wait. Jozsef drove the empurpled head of his dick deep into the younger
man’s delicate-looking asshole, grunting again while a few quick thrusts buried
his prick completely up Markus’s ass.


“Ah, yeah, go ahead, man, own that ass of mine!”
Markus cried. “Take it! Fill it! Fuck it! You stud—oh, you stud!” he moaned,
ecstatically. “I love it when you use my hole!”


Then Jozsef collapsed on top of Markus, enjoying the
sensation of having his horny prick surrounded, compressed, and massaged by
Markus’s well-trained and highly responsive anal muscles.


Markus let out a stifled cry of joy. He pushed his
behind back into Jozsef’s crotch and he began to hump himself on the stud’s
cock, getting a good, steady fucking rhythm established. Jozsef’s cock slammed
ruthlessly in and out of Markus’s bunghole. Moaning, Markus grabbed two fistfuls
of the bedsheets and he held on to them, trying to brace himself against the
repeated impact of his fucker’s body against his own butt, afraid that the sex
act would be over much too quickly, with his fellow muscle man’s fuck tool
spurting inside him, before he could reach a climax himself.


“Uh, damn, you pretty, hot-assed muscle boy,” Jozsef
gloated. “That’s a nice hot ass! Feels tighter than usual tonight, for some
reason.”


“Loosen it up. Split that fucking hole wide open,”
Markus invited him, recklessly. “Pound that cock in there hard. Make me know
I’m really getting fucked!”


 Without lifting a single weight, the two bodybuilders
still managed to put in a good, hard, sweat-inducing workout together. Jozsef
was like a sex machine, his dick piledriving into Markus’s seething anus with a
piston-like monotony. But even his impressive staying power had its limits.
With his cock continuously stroked and stimulated by Markus’s highly responsive
anal muscles, the bearded stud eventually found himself being drawn past the
point of ejaculatory inevitability.


“Christ—you sexy motherfucker—can’t hold it back—!” he
bellowed. “Bitch!” Jozsef screamed. “Dirty young muscle bitch, sucking the cum
right out of me—!”


And then Jozsef did ejaculate into Markus, abruptly, copiously.
But then, to Markus’s infinite relief, the guy’s prick remained quite hard, his
lust seemed unabated, and he went right on screwing Markus, with tireless
energy and admirable stamina.


Soon, Markus too came, his asshole clenching and
unclenching like a huge warm fist gripping his fucker’s prick and milking it
hard in order to drain it of all its cum, all over again!


“Aw, hell, this feels so good,” Markus bleated in
ecstasy, as he felt Jozsef fucking him even more passionately than before.


Markus’s cum was showering down upon the bedclothes,
saturating them. He reveled in the sex which he and Jozsef were enjoying
together, in the sound of the two men’s obscene gasps and groans of pleasure as
they balled so furiously.


With a loud, if choked, cry, Markus ejaculated for the
last time, just as Jozsef got ready to pump a second thick load of semen into
his guts, his long hard cockshaft jerking and shuddering within Markus’s body
as he shot.


“Knew I wasn’t done with you yet,” was Jozsef’s
laconic comment, as he unloaded.


Whimpering, Markus took the unexpected second deposit
of sperm, feeling the fronts of Jozsef’s sturdy thighs banging against his
buttocks with such force that Markus was sure he’d end up bruised. Not that he
cared. It would be a very small price to pay for such intense pleasure.


“Don’t think I have any more to give you, boy,” Jozsef
said, sounding almost apologetic, which was hardly necessary after his heroic
performance. “You’ve got it all, all I’ve got to give.”


Then it was over. Jozsef had pumped his last drops of
cum in Markus’s ass. Quaking, gasping for breath, both men went limp and they tried
to regain their composure, as well as their breath, after their impetuous,
prolonged coupling. Markus reached for Jozsef and kissed him on the lips, with
tenderness rather than lust. He felt completely satisfied, his hot desires
quenched for the time being, his body satiated with sex. His hard-fucked anus
tingled with pleasure, and he could feel his fuck buddy’s warm, creamy semen
inside him.


“Nice fuck,” Jozsef concluded, with a verbal economy which
was the result of temporary, but extreme, shortness of breath.


“Yeah,” the equally fucked-out Markus agreed. “See? We
always have a good time, whenever we do get together.”


 


 


 
















 


Chapter Three: On the Rebound


 


Inevitably, a lot of cruising went on down at the gym.
Markus was guilty of doing his fair share of it. Or more than his fair share! He
enjoyed the game of flirtation, which sometimes went no further than that, but
which on many other occasions resulted in him hooking up with another
well-built member.


One of the gym regulars with whom Markus had a slight
acquaintance was a guy named Arpad. Like Markus, Arpad was serious bodybuilder.
With that in common, their casual, fleeting conversations at the gym tended to
center around their training routines and diets.


Markus had a couple of favorite gay bars which he
patronized, and occasionally he ran into guys from the gym, including Arpad,
there. Arpad was always cordial, but he gave Markus no indication that he might
be interested in a sexual relationship. Not with Markus, anyway!


Gym gossip said that Arpad had a lover, an older man
who might be his sugar daddy. Oddly enough, the lover never came to the gym. He
was a bit of a mystery man.


Markus made it a policy not to poach on other men’s
territory. As a result, even though he was definitely attracted to Arpad, he
didn’t think of him as a potential sex partner. Supposedly, the guy was already
taken, after all. Markus was willing to keep his distance, and not intrude.


But there was no law against fantasizing.


Arpad was a black-haired, brown-eyed guy with
saturnine, brooding good looks. He had a rather dark complexion, with an olive
tone to his skin. Markus though he was sexy as hell, and his seeming
unavailability only added to his allure.


Accordingly, the unsuspecting Arpad supplied Markus
with vivid raw material for masturbation fantasies. Markus lay in his bed one
night. Earlier that evening, he’d gone to the gym, where he’d chatted briefly
with Arpad when they took breaks during their workouts. 


Markus felt restless, unable to fall asleep right
away, and he had sprung a hard-on which, although he tried to ignore it,
stubbornly refused to go down. His aggressive, insistent boner was like a tent
pole, holding up the sheet which was all that was covering Markus’s body on
this warm night. His penis was making increasingly urgent demands for immediate
manual attention, twitching like a divining rod pointing the way to underground
water, except that it was aiming upward, toward the ceiling. The fucking thing
throbbed like mad between Markus’s belly and the sheet he’d pulled up to his
chest.


Shit—I’m so goddamn hard—I need relief.
Any kind of relief, Markus realized. Even my own frigging,
fucking hand, on my dick, stroking it, pumping out my load—!


Kid stuff. Jerking myself, like a dumb
horny young kid! When I could have another muscle stud here in bed with me. Aw,
fuck!


Giving in at last, Markus flipped the sheet aside,
baring his groin. He reached down, took his cock in his hand, and fondled it,
absentmindedly, stroking it into full and demanding erection, while he thought
about Arpad. He tried to imagine what the other young man would look like
naked, and how large his cock would be when it, like Markus’s, was wholly
engorged. Markus examined the smooth surface of his fuck tool with his
fingertips, rubbing its shaft lightly, using the sweating flat of his palm to
massage and tease himself. It felt good, to play with himself like that.


He was leading such a promiscuous sex life, with a
variety of partners, either for fun or profit, that he rarely had to resort to
masturbation to relieve himself. Now, though, he lost himself in his
self-pleasuring.


In a matter of minutes, Markus had worked up his cock
to its full rigidity and he had begun a slow but effective hydraulic pumping of
the looser flesh surrounding the hard core of his shaft. He visualized Arpad
again, pretending that it was he who was giving him the hand job. Uh, what a
looker that stud was! How hot he’d probably be in bed, if only Markus could
have a chance at him!


Fucker, you big-dicked, sexy fucker!
he thought, feverishly. I bet that thick cock of yours which you’re always
showing off in the locker room and the showers would feel good in my mouth—down
my throat—up my ass! Yeah, that’s a big, fat, meaty uncut prick—and it has a
nice flap of foreskin, for me to get my tongue inside! Yeah, man, give me a
chance to get you in bed with me, just once. I’ll show you such a good time
that you’ll think you’ve never had real sex before. You’ll start coming back to
me for more! Begging me for sex!


As for your boyfriend, the mystery man—he
can go fuck himself!


Markus’s climax came sluggishly, but very intensely,
his sperm erupting like thick hot white lava over the flat, hard muscles of his
torso, wetting him down, dripping in slimy rivulets down the creases of his
solidly-muscled body. Markus grunted with satisfaction as his fist squeezed his
dick dry, and then he wiped himself off with the towel which he always kept
handy in the nightstand next to his bed, in anticipation of just such cleanups.



He drew the sheet back over himself, and, relaxing on
the bed which was warmed by his naked body, he stopped thinking about Arpad or
anything else, as he sank quickly into a dreamless and restorative sleep.


By coincidence, the next evening Markus received a
phone call from none other than Arpad.


“I didn’t see you at the gym tonight,” Arpad said.


“No, it’s my day off, to recuperate. I put in an extra
heavy leg day, yesterday.”


“Are you started to feel rested, by now?”


“Yeah, a little. Thanks for asking.”


“Oh, I have an ulterior motive. Remember that night we
met in the bar, about a month ago?” Arpad asked.


“Ah—you’re going to have to refresh my memory,” Markus
said. “Which bar?”


“Club HK.” The HK was an abbreviation for hatvankilenc,
or sixty-nine. “You were kind of drunk, Markus.”


“Which is probably why I’m having trouble
remembering.”


“You told me if I ever broke up with my boyfriend,
then you’d like to go to bed with me.”


“Uh—okay, that does sound like something I’d
say, especially when I was wasted.”


“Did you mean it, or was it just the booze talking?”


“Oh, I meant it.”


“Good, because the son of a bitch and I have parted
ways. So I’m available, of you want me. I’m in the mood for some rebound sex.
How about you? Care to take advantage of me?”


“I’ve always thought you were hot,” Markus confessed.
“If you want to get together—sure.”


“No strings,” Arpad insisted. “Just a hookup. Just
down and dirty, casual, recreational sex.”


“Fine.”


“I’ve got to warn you, I’m in a foul mood,” Arpad
said. “Although I must say, it’s also a damn horny mood. I’ve got to vent it all
on somebody. I hope you’re up to it. I want us to fuck like animals.”


“Sounds good to me. My place, or yours?”


“What’s your address?” Arpad asked.


Markus told him.


“I’ll come to you,” Arpad declared, decisively.
“Because I can be there in twenty minutes. I’ll try not to pop my wad before
then.”


“I’ll try to restrain myself, too, until you get here.
All this sexy talk is getting me hot.”


“Good. Put it on ‘hold.’ See you soon.”


Arpad arrived at Markus’s place in fifteen minutes.


“I guess I sounded a little crude on the phone,” Arpad
suggested.


“Oh, don’t apologize,” Markus told him. “There’s no
need. I understand where you’re coming from. I’ve had my own disappointments in
love.”


He gave Arpad a peck on the cheek.


“What kind of a kiss is that?” Arpad asked.


“Well—come to think of it, that was the first time
we’ve kissed,” Markus pointed out. “Before now, I didn’t think I’d ever have
the chance. I kiss my friends, of course. Even some of the ones I don’t
have sex with. That’s just a bro thing. But you and I—we’ve always been sort
of, you know, macho. Never that intimate. Until now.”


“Maybe we should start making up for lost time. How
about doing it again, for real?”


“Sure.”


This time, the osculation wasn’t casual. It became
quite impassioned, the two pairs of lips pressed firmly together, tongues
entering into play, the kiss creating a shortness of breath in both
participants.


“Whew,” Markus gasped. “Now, that’s more like it!”


Arpad smiled. “I know I promised to attack you, the
moment I got here. But maybe we can slow down a little. I wouldn’t mind having
a drink, first.”


“Of course.”


Over beer, they talked gym gossip.


“You seem to have calmed down a bit,” Markus observed.


“Outwardly, yeah. I guess I was kind of pumped up,
before. Inwardly, though, my intentions haven’t changed. I still want us to
fuck. Okay?” Arpad inquired, brazenly.


Markus returned the other guy’s smile. “Okay.”


“Then I’m ready for you to have your way with me, or vice
versa. I assume this place has a bedroom?”


Markus grinned. “It does indeed. Complete with a bed. Come
on.”


In Markus’s bedroom, both guys quickly shed all their
clothes.


“Look at you,” Arpad remarked, gazing at Markus’s nude
body. “You’re so big and ripped, like some of a freaking Greek god. I feel
puny, next to you.”


“Don’t be so modest. You’ve got a hot fucking body,
and you damn well know it.”


“We like each other, do we?” Arpad asked, humorously.
“Then let’s do something about it. Look at us,” he went on, salaciously. “We’ve
both got big hard boners.”


“Must be a side effect of all that sexy talk on the
phone, earlier,” Markus suggested, facetiously. “Or just plain mutual horniness,
here at the present time.”


“That, too,” Arpad agreed. “Well—now that I’m here—!”


He seemed a bit awkward, which, coming from such an
ordinarily self-confident stud, Markus found amusing, and endearing.


But then Arpad seemed to recover his usual composure.
He stepped closer to where Markus stood beside the bed, and he placed his hands
on Markus’s shoulders. A moment later, he was kissing Markus on the mouth.
After a second’s token resistance, just to tease the other muscle man, Markus
happily gave in and he let Arpad push his tongue between his lips. He moaned
with delight while Arpad’s warm, wet tongue explored the interior of his mouth,
searching for Markus’s own tongue and sucking on it.


Aggressively, Markus returned the embrace and the
kiss, invading Arpad’s mouth with his own tongue, and running his hands down
the other guy’s naked body to pull it against his own bare flesh. Grabbing a
double handful of Arpad’s butt cheeks and pressing their groins together
brought their stiff dicks into close, potent contact, the rigid prongs rubbing
against each other in a way which ratcheted up the two young men’s mutual
excitement.


Markus pressed down on Arpad’s shoulders, urging him
to get down on his knees.


“Blow me!” he told Arpad, impatiently, thrusting a
fistful of solid prick at the other young stud’s lips. “If you’re so goddamn
horny, if you want sex so bad, then prove it. Get busy with that mouth of
yours.”
















 


Chapter Four: Another Kind of Workout


 


“Yeah, get rough with me, if you want,” Arpad moaned.
“That’s what I’m in the mood for! Don’t take shit from me. Treat me like your
bitch.”


As Arpad eagerly swallowed his fuck tool, Markus
realized that he was so aroused by the other guy, so erotically agitated, that
he might not be able to keep himself from coming prematurely. And that would be
a damn shame, because he wanted his first sex encounter with Arpad to be a good
one, a memorable one, for them both—one which would make Arpad want to repeat
the experience, soon and often. 


But Markus, for his own part, was already having
trouble pacing himself, holding the pent-up floodtide of his semen in check.
Especially with Arpad’s expert cocksucking coaxing the hot sperm out of his
prick! The other stud was as masculine-looking and as masculine-acting as
anyone could wish—but with Markus’s cock in his mouth and throat, he was
behaving in a wanton way which would put some of the hottest man whores in
Budapest to shame!


But Markus was nothing if not self-aware, and honest
with himself. He felt as whorish as his new sex partner, every bit as depraved
and abandoned. And, at the moment, with Arpad’s busy lips and tongue
stimulating him, driving him mad with desire, he certainly felt every bit as
potent, too!


He simply couldn’t hold back his cum. No exertion of
will power could have done so. His lust was too impetuous, too irresistible.
His ejaculation came in a hot wet foaming rush, taking both him and his
cocksucker by surprise. Markus’s first explosion of semen supplied Arpad’s
passionately suctioning mouth with a veritable deluge of thick, rich jism,
which surged out of Markus’s cock in such foamy, salty abundance that Markus
feared he was already done for the night—that he wouldn’t be able to get it up
again for Arpad, let alone come again.


“Sorry,” he gasped, as Arpad’s warm lips kept up their
pressure and friction, sucking him dry. “I didn’t mean to come so soon. Or to
shoot off in your mouth like that, without warning you.”


Releasing Markus’s spent cock from between his lips, Arpad
groaned. “Don’t be silly. I wanted to swallow your load. Fuck, that tasted
good!”


“You like the taste of cum, huh?”


“I love it,” Arpad avowed, without shame. “I can never
get enough of it.”


They snuggled together for a moment.


“Mind if I say something?” Arpad murmured.


“No, I don’t mind—what?”


“I know I said this was supposed to be just rebound
sex,” Arpad reminded Markus. “You know, impersonal?”


“Right.”


“But I do like you, man,” Arpad vowed, fervently. “Maybe—if
we agree to take it slow— you’ll want to see me again.”


“Yeah. I’d like that. I’d like to see you again, soon,
and as often as possible,” Markus agreed. “As often you want, that is.
What kind of a stuck-up bitch do you think I am? The kind of guy who’s only
interested in a one-night stand?”


“No. I hope not.”


“Well, I’m not like that. So relax. We can have fun.”


“Thank God you feel that way,” Arpad breathed.


“I don’t know why a guy like you is so insecure.”


“Ordinarily, with other men, I’m not. It’s just that—Markus,
you’re so fucking beautiful. So fucking hot! I can’t believe my luck.”


Markus chuckled. “Flatterer! You’re not exactly a
slouch, yourself. Come here. Hold me. Kiss me. Maybe that’ll convince you, how
much I like you—!”


They writhed together, the hot, sweaty contact of
their naked bodies re-arousing them both.


“Shit,” Markus moaned. “I’m getting hard, all over
again. Your fault. Guess I’m not done yet.”


“Neither am I. I’m hard, too.”


“Yeah, I can feel it.”


“What’re we going to do about it?” Arpad asked.


“I can think of something.” Markus boldly took the
other guy’s hard-on in his hand and he stroked it, making Arpad suck in his
breath and whimper with pleasure. “Nice,” Markus declared. “I bet this thing
would feel good in my mouth.”


“One way to find out,” Arpad responded, heatedly.


Markus was torn, indecisive. He wouldn’t have minded
sucking Arpad’s dick. Not at all!


But Markus also wanted to have his butt plugged. Desperately!
That insistent urge prevailed, deciding the matter for him. He raised his ass
from the cushion formed by Arpad’s upper thighs. He kept Arpad’s cock aimed
upward, and he slid forward until he estimated that the hard dick in his fist
was positioned approximately where he wanted—directly under his ass crack and
pointing up at it, like a phallic weapon ready to be discharged.


When he again lowered his butt, Markus felt the head
of the penis slip into the cleft between his two sculptured buttocks, and then
the glans nuzzled against the pucker of his sphincter rim, deep within that
crevice.


“Fuck me,” Markus urged, in a throaty whisper. “Fuck
me, Arpad!”


He sat more of his weight down on the other guy’s
swollen shaft. His sphincter stretched, slipping like a hungry mouth over the
massive cockhead of the other hard-muscled stud. Markus applied more leverage,
letting his own body weight impale him on the spike of unyielding phallic
flesh, aware of the width of the cockhead as it entered him—and then the
following inches of solid, thick shaft began their slide up into his rectum
from below.


Arpad groaned. “I thought you were going to suck me,”
he protested.


“Disappointed?”


“Hardly!”


“I’ll blow you any time you want,” Markus vowed.
“Maybe you don’t like my ass,” he teased Arpad. “Maybe it doesn’t stimulate
you—?”


“Are you kidding? It’s incredible.”


“Then I’ll give you a rain check on the suck job. Go
ahead and screw me, stud.”


 “I’m going to! You’ve gotten me so worked up, I don’t
think I could stop now if I wanted to! It’s just that I’m hung pretty big, if I
do say so myself, and your asshole feels really tight. Which is good for me, of
course! But are you sure you can take me without greasing my cock up first?”


“I’m really hot for it, man, probably because I’m been
thinking about this, looking forward to it, for so long,” Markus said. “Don’t
worry about me, buddy. My asshole can suck your dick for you just as well as my
mouth can!” 


And Markus went on to prove his point, by flexing
everything he had under his conscious control—his sphincter muscles, his
buttocks, the anal muscles he used to relieve himself—the works! Arpad groaned
with lust when his cock was gripped and stroked and caressed by the steady
pressure, and Markus’s anus squirmed around his shaft like a huge, hot tongue
writhing around the other guy’s fuck pole.


“Yeah! Oh, yeah! Fuck yourself on my frigging cock!” Arpad
grunted.


“Uh, I just knew, the very first time we met,” Markus
gasped, lewdly, “that’d you know how to throw a really good, hard fuck into
another guy!”


“You like it? Then take it, stud!” Arpad growled.


He pressed his head back into the mattress, closed his
eyes, and opened his mouth to pant out his pleasure. His chest worked up and
down like a bellows from his labored breathing. His mane of tousled hair fell
over his forehead and to either side of his face on the bed. His fingers roamed
blindly over Markus’s body, finding and grasping the other man’s uprisen cock,
which sprang up from Markus’s crotch like an extension of the long, thick
phallic mass which his fucker was pumping in and out of his butt.


Arpad wrapped his fingers around Markus’s sexual
ramrod, offering it a fist to fuck, just as his own cock was screwing Markus’s
asshole. Markus’s prick felt full and heavy in Arpad’s fist, its head and shaft
still slippery with Markus’s recently lost sperm. Arpad held tightly onto it,
timing his hand strokes to coincide excitingly with the bouncing of Markus’s
tight manhole up and down around his own swollen meat.


“Fuck me, dude!” Markus demanded. Recklessly, he
corkscrewed his asshole around the prick inside him, the ferocious action
milking the other young man’s cock of more of its pre-ejaculatory fluids, which
helped to lubricate and soothe Markus’s fuck-irritated anal lining. “Uh, hell, Arpad—fuck
me raw!”


“I like to fuck you, Markus. I like a guy who can take
it, and beg for more,” Arpad spat out. He basked in the pleasure of fucking the
other stud, finding it hard to believe that such an attractive, ordinarily
well-manned young man could become such a slutty sex pig in bed.


“It feels so damn good!” Markus cried, continuing to
fuck himself energetically on the full length of Arpad’s ramrod.


“I’m close,” Arpad warned, like Markus wishing it
could go on forever, but actually surprised that he hadn’t already lost his
load to Markus’s demanding ass long before.


“That’s all right! Go ahead. Come in me! Let your cock
shoot off in my ass!”


“Then take it, man—I’m coming!” Arpad roared.


His hand went wild in its steady friction, back and
forth, on Markus’s firm cockshaft. His own prick blasted out its first thick
wad of hot cum, while Markus’s anus was in the process of gliding in an upward
stroke around it, until only the head of Arpad’s dick was still inside him,
still stretching his sphincter rim wide open.


Feeling the wetness of the sperm against his asshole’s
puckered opening, hearing the groans of orgasmic pleasure from the beautiful
young muscle stud on whom he was impaled, and aware of his own impending
eruption, Markus quickly drove his buttocks down hard again, all the way. He
shuddered deliciously as his ass spasmed frantically against the bulk of the
prickshaft which was going off deep inside him like a stick of phallic
dynamite. His insides turned wet and slippery, coated generously with the steady
outpouring of Arpad’s gushing sperm, telling Markus how thoroughly he was being
bred.


Then Markus’s own balls let go. Even while the last
spurts of Arpad’s manly cream were pouring into him, albeit less forcefully
than the first discharge, Markus’s masturbated cock released a torrent of
white, potent liquid. His cum splattered onto Arpad’s chest, the white streaks
of semen slashing across his sweaty skin before they began to melt and drip
downward. The semen also wet Arpad’s fingers, which continued to pump on Markus’s
exploding cock.


The two men came together like that, both of them
shaking and spurting their way through their mutual lustful release, locked in
a sexual wrestling bout. Neither of them felt any significant ebbing of the
fierce erotic forces at work within them. If anything, their orgasms seemed to
make them hotter, hornier, more desperate to enjoy each other’s bodies and
cocks.


And so it proved, as they made love at intervals, with
periods of rest in between, throughout the night.


Markus concluded that Arpad’s lover was a damn fool,
to have let a guy like Arpad get away from him. But his loss was Markus’s gain.
















 


Chapter Five: A Muscular Masseur


 


Markus received a phone call from Lajos, a young guy
who manned the computer and the phone at the escort agency, arranging the
appointments. Lajos was a good-looking number with an alert manner and a suave,
seductive-sounding phone voice, which no doubt was an asset on his job.


Markus had once asked him why he didn’t hustle.


Lajos had just laughed. “Not after some of the horror
stories I’ve heard from you guys about your dealings with certain clients!
Anyway, when I’m involved with a guy, I prefer us to be faithful to each other.
No screwing around on the side, not even for money. An old-fashioned concept, I
know, but there you have it.”


Markus supposed he was fortunate in that—so far!—he
didn’t really have any horror stories to tell about unpleasant customers. 


He’d told the agency that he’d be available for work
that evening. And, sure enough, Lajos had a gig for him.


“I’ve got a guy from out of town,” Lajos told Markus.
“He’s staying at the Aria.” That was one of Budapest’s more prestigious hotels.
“He’s here on business. I guess he comes here regularly. He’s a foreigner, a
German. Speaks pretty decent Hungarian, but also English, and since you’re very
good in English, I figured the two of you ought to be able to communicate well
enough—outside of bed. The only thing is, he’s specifically requesting
‘a muscular masseur.’ I know you’ve got the muscles, Markus, to spare. But we
haven’t ever promoted you as a masseur. He’s seen your photos, and he likes
your looks. But I stalled—told him I’d doublecheck to make you’re available. Can
you be a masseur, for one night, big guy?”


“I can fake it,” Markus assured him. “I’ll do my best
to give the dude a convincing rubdown. And then I’ll help him to rub one out,
if that’s what he wants. Which I assume is the whole idea.”


“No doubt! Good. I’ll call the guy back and tell him
to expect you. His name’s Dietrich, by the way. He told me he has everything
you’ll need for the massage—towels, of course, the hotel provides those—and the
kind of oil he likes. ‘All I need is the stud,’ was the way he put it. He
sounded okay. You know, eager, but not weird in any way? Oh, and he wants to
meet you in the hotel’s bar. So you can have a drink with him, first. He knows
what you look like, so he’ll approach you.”


“Fine.”


Lajos gave Markus the details, of the tryst.


So that he’d look as though he belonged in such an
upscale establishment, Markus changed his clothes, putting on an outfit which
was casual, but still nice.


Arriving at the hotel, ten minutes before he was
expected, Markus strolled into the elegantly decorated bar. He did his best to
suggest that he belonged in such an ambience, and that he was perfectly at home
in it. He glanced around, but none of the drinkers made eye contact with him.
He seated himself at a table. 


“I’m expecting a gentleman to join me,” he said, when
the waiter approached.


“Very good, sir.”


Markus didn’t have to wait long. A man in an expensive-looking
suit, carrying a briefcase, came into the room. When he saw Markus, he smiled
at him and walked to his table. Markus rose.


“Markus?” the man inquired.


“Yes.”


“I’m Dietrich. I know you from your photos, of
course.”


“Nice to meet you.” 


They shook hands, and sat down.


“I hope I haven’t kept you waiting,” Dietrich said.


“Not, not at all.”


“Good. I was afraid I’d be late. I just got out of my
last meeting for the day. But of course, the people I’m doing business with
wanted to chit-chat, so I couldn’t get away immediately. Now I can relax.”


During this conversation, which the two men carried on
in English, Markus had an opportunity to size up his john. He was pleasantly
surprised. Dietrich spoke in an animated manner, and he seemed quite relaxed
already, showing no signs of self-consciousness. That was always a good sign,
at the start of a rendezvous with an unfamiliar client. Sometimes there was an
initial awkwardness which had to be overcome. But Dietrich was entirely at
ease. Markus suspected that he was accustomed to hiring escorts.


Which was surprising, because the German was a young
man, probably only a year or two over thirty, handsome, and—the most pleasant
surprise—extremely well built. His well-tailored suit didn’t conceal the fact
that he had an impressively muscled physique in his own right. Dietrich was a
redhead, with a stylish haircut and an immaculately trimmed pencil mustache
adorning his upper lip. He had a ruddy complexion. He wore diamond studs in his
pierced earlobes.


Had they met by chance in a gay bar, Markus would have
been willing to hook up with him and have sex with him for free! The escort had
a feeling he was going to enjoy this assignment.


The waiter, seeing Dietrich join Markus, returned to
take their drink order.


“I’ll have a garden sour,” Dietrich said.


“What’s that?” Markus asked.


“Rhubarb liqueur, mezcal, lemon juice, celery bitters.
Want to try it?”


The concoction sounded not only exotic, but vaguely
disgusting. However, Markus was game. “Yes, I’ll have the same.”


“I like to get to know the other man a little, first,”
Dietrich remarked, frankly, after the waiter walked away. “Don’t you look fine!
You haven’t been neglecting the weights, I see.”


“Nor have you,” Markus responded, sincerely.


“I belong to a very good gym in Munich—that’s where I
live—with excellent personal trainers. They’re bodybuilders, of course. Big,
hardcore fuckers. I need to be kept focused and encouraged and pushed, when I
work out. Otherwise, my natural laziness would take over. Tell me about the
gyms here in Budapest.”


Markus mentioned that he belonged to one of the gyms
owned by Jozsef Somogyi. Dietrich knew who Jozsef was, and he was impressed.


“You know him personally?” the German asked.


“Oh, yes.” 


“He’s on the agency’s website, too, I saw. He’s a very
hot man. Doesn’t look his age. I imagine he must be very much in demand.” Dietrich
flashed Markus a broad grin. “But I like you better.”


“It’s nice of you to say so.”


The waiter brought the cocktails, which were a
visually striking reddish-orange color. Markus took a first, cautious sip of
his. To his relief, it wasn’t bad.


“That boy—Lajos—whom I talked to on the phone. I
suppose he told you what I have in mind?” Dietrich inquired.


“A massage, he said.”


“It needn’t be the kind of massage that a real massage
therapist might give.” Dietrich smiled. It was almost as though he guessed that
Markus’s experience as a masseur might be limited and informal, at best, and
that he was indicating it didn’t matter. “I just like to be rubbed with the oil
I have, rather vigorously, all over. That’s always a good way to unwind, after
a day spent in business meetings, with no break except for a business lunch.
And then—if you’ll pardon my crudeness—I like to suck cock and have mine
sucked, and I like to be fucked.”


“I appreciate your frankness. I always like to give a
gentleman what he wants,” Markus said.


Dietrich’s smile broadened. “Maybe we needn’t be so
polite with each other,” he suggested. “I like dirty talk, and I don’t mind it
if the sex gets a little rough. Let’s have another couple of these excellent
garden sours, and then I should be in the mood for some play.” He signaled to
the waiter.


Over the next round of drinks, Dietrich continued to
chat. He had business dealings not only in Budapest, but in other Eastern
European cities—Vienna, Warsaw, and Prague—visiting them regularly. He freely
admitted that, on his business trips, his idea of recreation in his free time
was hiring an escort to come to his hotel room.


Ten minutes later, Dietrich let Markus into his room.


“This is a good hotel,” Dietrich commented, as he set
down his briefcase. “Very quiet. Very comfortable. The bed’s very large, as you
can see, with the extra firm mattress I requested when I made my reservation. I
like to sleep on a firm mattress. And have sex on that kind, too. Just like I
prefer my men to be firm, too. Firm and hard. Everywhere! You look as though
you’re just as you were advertised. Let’s get undressed, so I can get a really
good look at you.”


As they undressed, and when they were both nude,
Dietrich displayed the same lack of self-consciousness, as though he and Markus
were old fuck buddies, for whom physical intimacy was no novelty.


“Beautiful,” the redhaired German murmured, taking
Markus in his arms, kissing him, and running his hands from the Hungarian’s
shoulders down over his arms, and then caressing his pecs. “You’re a big
man—with a big cock.”


“You’ve got a nice body, yourself,” Markus replied.
“And your penis isn’t exactly small, either.”


Dietrich chuckled. “So, we like each other, huh? We’re
well matched? Come, help me with this, will you?”


Dietrich removed the bedspread, blanket, and top sheet
from the immaculately made-up bed. Then, to Markus’s surprise, he took the
pillows and tossed them onto a nearby chair. Dietrich had a suitcase lying on a
free-standing, folding luggage rack provided by the hotel for that purpose.
Opening the suitcase, he pulled out a large square piece of gray vinyl. When he
began to unfold the vinyl, Markus saw that it was in fact a fitted bottom
sheet.


“I don’t like to leave a mess for the maids to clean
up,” Dietrich explained. “They’re probably used to dealing with various body
fluids, but it’s not fair to leave them sheets and a mattress soaked in oil.”


Markus helped Dietrich to fit the vinyl sheet on top
of the fitted sheet which was already on the mattress.


Next, Dietrich took from the suitcase a glass bottle
of massage oil, and the kind of small desktop warmer which could be used to
heat a mug of coffee or a cup of soup. He placed the warmer on the nightstand,
plugged it into the wall outlet, switched it on, and set the bottle on top of
the warmer’s pad.


“We’ll give that a chance to warm up,” he said.


“Ingenious,” Markus commented.


Dietrich went into the bathroom, returning with two
fresh towels, which he tossed onto the bed. He dimmed the room’s lights.


He surveyed the room with satisfaction. “I believe
we’re ready,” he declared. He jumped onto the bed, rolling over on it until he
lay in the middle, and he beckoned to Markus. “Come here, big guy,” he urged,
with a devilish glint in his eyes. 


Genuinely aroused, Markus joined his john on the bed.
The vinyl sheet felt cool, and it had a slightly slippery texture, against his
bare skin.


The two men enjoyed some more kissing, accompanied by
mutual groping. They toyed with other’s rigid cocks. But Markus was aware that
he was expected to provide at least a token massage—and, he remembered, a
“vigorous” one.


Accordingly, Markus urged Dietrich to lie face down on
the vinyl-sheathed mattress, which was large enough to hold comfortably two guys
with physiques as bulky as their, with plenty of room to spare. When Dietrich
was stretched out, already looking quite relaxed except for his erection, on
the bed, Markus began to anoint his body with the warmed oil, which had a
strong herbal scent, rubbing it into every muscle of his legs and thighs, every
crevice of his back, and between his buttocks—the latter, of course, a task
which Markus especially enjoyed. The German stud had a very nice ass indeed.


“Shit, that feels good,” Dietrich moaned.


“I like touching you—rubbing you,” Markus murmured.


“Well, don’t be shy, my muscular friend! Do it! Rub me
everywhere,” Dietrich invited him. “Damn, you’re getting off on this, aren’t
you?” he accused the hustler, smugly.


“A little,” Markus confessed, by way of considerable understatement.


“A lot, I think! What the fuck? I don’t mind. There’s
no reason why you can’t enjoy your work.”


“Damn,” Markus breathed. “You’re very sexy, you know.”


He resumed the oiling, and the full-body massage. When
he was satisfied with the job he’d done so far, he said, “All right, you’re
done on that side. You’re thoroughly basted, like a chicken on a spit! Roll
over. Let me work on the rest of you.”


Dietrich flipped over onto his back, and whorishly,
with a complete lack of inhibition, Markus began again to stimulate him,
starting with his toes and the soles of his feet, working his way up his
muscular, shapely calves and past his knees to his bulging thighs, rubbing the
oil tenderly up over Dietrich’s hard, flat belly and his impressively broad,
deep chest. Then, with Dietrich’s body properly anointed, Markus slid his mouth
into place around the other guy’s penis and he began massaging him in a
different and far more exciting way.


“Oh, yeah—suck me, you muscle stud,” Dietrich moaned.
“Yeah—just like that! Oh, this massage is going to have a happy ending, all
right!”


Once again, Markus used his mouth, unselfishly, enthusiastically,
to make love to his handsome, well-built customer. Sucking a cock like
Dietrich’s, especially when it was attached to a man like Dietrich, had long
ago become one of his great joys in life. With most of his sex partners, though,
whether they were johns or freebie hookups, fellatio had tended to be foreplay.
With a guy like Dietrich, Markus enjoyed sucking cock entirely on its own
merits. While he sucked his German john, he fought his urge to masturbate,
because having Dietrich’s thick sausage-like prick in his mouth was so exciting
that Markus knew that the slightest direct stimulation applied to own cock
would make him spurt. He didn’t want to come, not just yet. He wanted Dietrich
to shoot—to feed him his hot load! Passionately, Markus strove toward that
goal.


When the blow job had come to its inevitable
conclusion and Markus had swallowed a mouthful of the other man’s sperm, Dietrich
had a surprise in store for him. Far from seeming physically depleted or even
momentarily tired out by his orgasm, Dietrich behaved as though he was more
aroused than ever!


“My turn,” he insisted. “Now I’m going to give you
a massage. And I’m not even going to charge you for my services,” he joked.


He pushed Markus down on the bed. Reaching for the
oil, he imitated what Markus had just done to him, in every detail. But when Dietrich
followed the massage with fellatio, before he could bring Markus off, Markus
held his head in his hands and gasped, “No, wait! Don’t make me come. I’m
enjoying this too much. I want to try to make it last, for as long as we can.
Please?”


Dietrich smiled, and sighed with pleasure. “My
thought, exactly.”


“What else would you like us to do?”


“Fuck me. Use the oil for lube.”


Dietrich lay on his belly on the mattress. Markus
massaged his erotically overwhelming buttocks again, rubbing in more of the
slippery, scented oil. Carefully, exercising a restraint which he rarely showed
with his other sex partners, he eased an oily fingertip inside Dietrich’s
sphincter ring, and he began to finger-fuck the tight little asshole,
stretching it, coaxing it wider open, encouraging it to relax and accept the
penetration. When, after much patient manipulation, Dietrich was able to relax
his anal defenses completely and he sighed with pleasure, Markus felt he was
ready to get fucked.


Markus hoisted himself onto the broad bed atop Dietrich,
placing one knee between Dietrich’s thighs, and he massaged his broad, smooth
back as he pulled the knee back and he lowered himself onto Dietrich, until his
chest crushed into Dietrich’s back, and his thighs pressed against the insides
of Dietrich’s thighs.


Markus lay that way for a moment, brushing himself
lightly against his bedmate’s bare flesh, and then he pushed forwardly, slowly,
but with firm intent. Inch by inch, his bloated cock sank inside the other muscular
young stud’s asshole, which stretched to receive its bulk. For many long,
increasingly delirious moments, Markus proceeded in this cautious manner, giving
his dick to Dietrich an inch at a time, until he seemed to cross a threshold
and Dietrich reared back up at him, pushing his hips and buttocks up as far as
they would go.


At this stage in the proceedings, Dietrich suddenly
cast off all restraint. It was as though finding himself the passive partner in
an act of anal intercourse had flipped a switch inside him. Dietrich began
behaving like a real cock whore! 


“Fuck me, you goddamn Hungarian muscle stud!” he
gasped. “Oh, God, big man, you’re in me all the way! I can feel your big, hard
dick sliding right up my ass! Fuck me—yeah, fuck me! Christ! I never thought it
would feel this good!”


Markus wrapped his arms tightly around his client’s
chest, thrilling at the touch of his smooth skin and the pin pricks of his
hard, hot nipples. Then he began to move back slowly, and when they were nearly
disengaged, again he plunged down into Dietrich’s rectum yet more deeply, with
undeniable lust, but also with patience and with something resembling real tenderness.


Dietrich lay there fairly passive at the beginning.
After some time had elapsed, though, he started to rouse himself and he joined
in the erotic dance, squirming his hips away from his fucker’s and then
crushing his buttocks back into the hard, flexed tops of the other
bodybuilder’s thighs. Markus’s head was pressed into Dietrich’s neck, his lips
sucking at the sweaty, salty-tasting flesh, his teeth nipping at it, and Dietrich
turned his face slightly to that side.


Markus took his lips from Dietrich’s neck and he positioned
them over the other guy’s mouth. But before they kissed, Markus opened his
eyes, looked at Dietrich for a moment—and then Dietrich’s own long-lashed
eyelids fluttered open, too, and the two young muscle men exchanged a triumphant,
joyous gaze of total mutual desire and satisfaction.


It was then, if not before, that Markus fell madly and
irretrievably in lust with Dietrich. Their mouths locked in a hot kiss, and,
furiously, they began to celebrate the new depth of their passion with their
bodies, their anointed limbs slithering and pounding in the rhythms of their
pulses, moving together toward orgasm—which suddenly poured through both men’s
straining, spasming bodies like a pure, clear, blinding light.


“I love your ass, Dietrich!” Markus blurted out,
sobbing the confession into Dietrich’s ear as his cock burst inside the man’s
ass and the lustful explosions continued. “I love fucking you!” he repeated,
moaning, nearly crushing the other man in his embrace.


And Dietrich responded. “I damn well love what you’re
doing to me, too, you fucker! Ah, you Hungarian men are wild! You’re like
animals. Even more so than the Czechs. None of the studs I’ve ever hired in
Prague has fucked me this well!”


Markus accepted this no doubt sincere compliment. He
was determined to live up to Dietrich’s impression of his skill. After all,
Hungarian national honor was at stake!


Markus was convulsed with climactic joy, staring down into
Dietrich’s rapt, flushed face. The two men’s lips met in another impassioned
kiss. Rarely had Markus ever lost himself so wholeheartedly in a sex act for
hire.


“Don’t stop. Do it again,” Dietrich pleaded. “Oh, God,
Markus, do it again! Fuck me some more! And then—maybe—I can fuck you, too,
huh? Can I, big man? Can I have your ass?”


“You sure can,” Markus vowed. “You can screw me all
you want!”
















 


Chapter Six: Bouncing Back


 


When Dietrich and Markus were finally satiated with
sex, they took turns showering. Then, while they got dressed, with Dietrich
changing into casual clothes, they talked.


Dietrich was surprised to learn that Markus didn’t
have another appointment scheduled that night.


“Pardon me, but I took it for granted, that, ah, young
guys like you—you were kept very busy, by the agency,” the German said,
frankly.


“I won’t turn more than one trick a day,” Markus replied,
with equal candor. “It’s not fair to the clients. And even my stamina
has its limits,” he admitted. “I’m worn out.”


“I am, too, thanks to you,” Dietrich said, happily.
“I’m hungry. Come on, I’ll treat you to dinner. But first—” He handed Markus an
envelope stuffed with banknotes. “By way of appreciation,” he explained. “For a
job well done.”


“Thanks.”


“Thank you. Come now, Markus. The fact that
this was a business transaction. That needn’t prevent us from enjoying each
other’s company over dinner, should it?”


“No, not at all.”


“Good.”


They ate in the hotel’s dining room. Dietrich promised
to book Markus again, the next time he came to Budapest on business. He was a
charming man, and Markus looked forward to seeing him again.


A few days later, Markus and Gusztav happened to be at
the gym at the same time, and they agreed to work out together.


“That was fun,” Gusztav declared, when they were done.


Despite his shortness of breath, Markus managed to
laugh. “You’ve got a strange idea of ‘fun,’ buddy. I’m worn out. But it was
a good workout. I’m hungry. Are you?”


“Famished.”


“Want to get some takeout, and go to my place? We can
eat it there. And hang out. And—whatever.”


Gusztav grinned. “The ‘whatever’ sounds interesting.
If you’re sure you’re not too tired?”


“I’ll bounce back,” Markus promised.


They stopped at a café.


“I’ve got salad fixings at home,” Markus said. “So we
can just get some entrees.”


They got stuffed peppers and cheese noodles to go. At
Markus’s apartment, they ate greedily, while drinking Dreher beer.


“Feel better?” Gusztav asked.


“Much.”


“Think you’re up to another workout?”


“I’ll give it my best shot,” Markus promised.


In Markus’s bedroom, the two men stripped. Nude, they
got on the bed together.


“I want to suck you, buddy,” Markus moaned.


“Okay—I guess I wouldn’t mind if you did that for me,”
Gusztav joked. “Get down there!”


Gusztav’s hands squeezed Markus’s bare shoulders,
silently urging him into the right position to perform fellatio on him. Markus
bent his head down to the waiting cock, opened his mouth, and sucked it deeply
inside his mouth, quickly filling his throat, too, with its solid thickness. He
forced his lips down around the dark pink shaft, inch by inch, until his face
was pressed flush against Gusztav’s belly and the growth of silky blond pubic
hair which sprouted luxuriantly above the root of his prick tickled Markus’s
flared nostrils. Markus held the cock inside his mouth and throat like that for
as long as he could, not breathing, not even moving his tongue on the other
young man’s turgid flesh.


Markus could feel the hot, excited blood pumping
through the cock’s veins as they throbbed against his lips. He was intoxicated
by the subtle, masculine scent of Gusztav’s crotch which cut through the
patchouli and filled his nostrils when he finally did draw in a slow, shuddery
breath through them to refill his lungs.


“Come on, suck me, Markus,” Gusztav pleaded, his
fingertips digging more roughly into the other guy’s shoulder muscles, pulling Markus’s
torso against his legs, jamming the head of his dick even deeper down Markus’s
carefully relaxed throat. “Please suck me!”


He didn’t wait for Markus to respond. Gusztav’s hips
began to move back and forth in a steady rhythm of lustful urgency, forcing Markus
to blow him. Not that Markus was at all reluctant or unwilling! If anything, Gusztav’s
sudden display of lustful aggression increased his arousal. Markus held onto Gusztav’s
strong-muscled, sleek-skinned thighs for support, and he slowly pulled his
mouth back, until just the head of that luscious young prick was still between
his lips. Then Markus drove his face all the way down on the rigid penis again!


“Oh, yeah! Fuck, yeah!” Gusztav grunted with pleasure,
and his body began to thrust at Markus’s face even more urgently. Markus’s lips
held his cockshaft tightly in their clasp, keeping the foreskin drawn back to
bare the vulnerable, sensitive glans, while those skilled lips slipped back and
forth along the shaft, taking the long thick dick right to its base with each
downward stroke. The massive, bulbous head of the fuck tool scoured out Markus’s
carefully cleared throat with each new thrust.


Markus groaned with raw delight as he fed upon the
other guy’s succulent sex-flesh. The penis filled his mouth, stretching his
lips, his jaws, wide apart, stuffing and engorging his throat. Gusztav was hung
big! His dick felt as thick as a clenched fist, being driven ruthlessly in and
out of Markus’s mouth and throat!


The penis was so big, in fact, that it took a real
effort for the more experienced cocksucker to take all of that lusty young
prick meat down into his throat without choking on it. But Markus managed to do
so. He wanted to deep-throat Gusztav. He longed to savor every inch of him, to
engorge himself completely on the solid mass of his flesh. And so, after a few
moments of frantic trial and error, he contrived a means of doing so. Soon he
was suctioning on the erection with all of his usual skill and confidence.


For several ecstatic minutes, Markus’s head bobbed
back and forth in Gusztav’s equally active crotch, sucking the guy while Gusztav
quite literally fucked his face for him. Gusztav shuddered as he accepted the
lewd pleasure which Markus’s talented mouth gave him. His hands squeezed Markus’s
shoulders with near-bruising force. Finally, he gripped the other man’s head
between his hands and pressed it down on his dick, holding it there, all the
way down his cock, which vibrated strongly between Markus’s lips. Groaning, Gusztav
then began to move his hips and pelvis, to jackhammer his ramrod into the very
depths of Markus’s throat!


Markus took it all, assuming that Gusztav was going to
come in his mouth. He was more than ready for the stud’s load. He couldn’t
think of a better way to conclude their sex act than by swallowing Gusztav’s
frothy jism.


But, instead, Gusztav stopped his humping motions,
abruptly, and he gently pushed Markus’s mouth off his dick. He gasped, in a
husky whisper, “No, wait! I want to suck you, too, Markus! Let me have yours.
Give me your cock. Please!”


Quickly, scarcely believing his luck, Markus lay flat
on his back on the bed and he spread his legs. Gusztav got down and twisted his
body around in the opposite direction, slithering on top of him. Gusztav wriggled
his knees down until his cock hovered just above Markus’s face, dripping a
couple of drops of Markus’s own saliva onto his eager face, while Gusztav’s own
head was poised above the other guy’s crotch. Gusztav gripped Markus’s prick
and masturbated it vigorously for a few moments, until it swelled into rigid
erection within his fist.


“I may not be as good at this as you are.” After
delivering this warning, Gusztav took the penis into his mouth and he drove
himself recklessly all the way down on it.


Gusztav was too modest. His hunger for Markus’s cock
seemed to inspire him to surpass himself, when it came to performing oral sex.


Markus gasped when the warm, slick pressure of his
friend’s lips and tongue began to work on him. Gusztav’s head bobbed up and
down in a furious, whiplash rhythm, his lips smacking with loud, wet sounds of
sexual abandon. Despite his disclaimer, he skillfully manipulated the full
length of Markus’s hard-on in and out of his juicy.


“Don’t worry, man,” Markus assured him. “You’re doing
just fine!”


Markus lay there motionless at first, simply enjoying
the delightful sensation of being blown so eagerly and so well. His dick seemed
to swell harder and throb more strongly each time that mouth came down on it,
until his manhood felt like a solid bar of hot steel drilling deeply into Gusztav’s
unresisting throat.


He opened his own mouth again and he reached up for Gusztav’s
cock, arching his neck until he had head of the penis between his lips. Then,
holding it firmly, Markus put both of his hands around Gusztav’s waist and he
pressed down on the guy’s muscular ass cheeks with his palms, forcing the full,
solid length of the cock into his mouth. He began to blow Gusztav, as fervently
as Gusztav was fellating him.


They sucked each other like that for several minutes, their
naked bodies moving in instinctive coordination, swaying in a steady, rippling
see-saw pattern on the bed. Markus shook with lust from head to foot as he ate Gusztav’s
meaty dick and he gave his buddy his own cock to feed upon. Sucking Gusztav off
in the sixty-nine position like this was, in many ways, almost like making love
to himself. Everything that Markus’s mouth and throat, his lips and tongue and
teeth, did to stimulate Gusztav’s cock was instantaneously being done to arouse
his own fuck tool, with each sex partner determined to match the skill of the
other’s sucking, and doubling his own pleasure at the same time.


Markus’s hands clenched tightly into the firm muscles
of Gusztav’s buttocks, rolling the blond muscle stud’s pelvis from side to side
above his head to drive Gusztav’s dick down into his mouth from a variety of
exciting angles. Gusztav’s hips continued to pump hard while Markus sucked on
him, with Gusztav pressing the full weight of his groin against his
cocksucker’s flushed face, bouncing his fat, silken-haired balls, now heavy
with their load of hot cum, back and forth across the bridge of Markus’s nose
and his lust-glazed eyes.


Markus’s fingers slid across the velvety smooth flesh
of Gusztav’s ass, squeezing and caressing those two hard globes of muscle,
which squirmed up and down in his hands. Impulsively, Markus spread the cheeks
of Gusztav’s ass wide open and he tickled the warm, lightly haired, sweaty
crack between them with the tip of one finger. Gusztav tensed in response to
this unexpected pressure, his mouth pausing in its furious action on Markus’s
prickshaft for just a moment. But then he began to suck Markus twice as
intensely, as passionately, as before, while Markus pushed his fingertip
directly the moist, taut pucker of the asshole itself.


Still sucking Gusztav in turn, Markus began to push
his finger through the sphincter ring. Gusztav’s body jerked fitfully as Markus
pressed hard against the tight, instinctively resisting hole, and then Gusztav
relaxed his pucker’s defensive tautness, and Markus’s finger began to slip
easily through the opening and up into the narrow anal channel itself. Gusztav’s
anal muscles clamped down desperately against Markus’s invading finger,
squeezing it—not trying to expel it, but rather welcoming it. Markus pushed his
finger in up to the last knuckle and he began to move it slowly, provocatively
in and out, finger-fucking his friend while he blew him.


Uh, shit! Fucking hell! Markus
thought, in the grip of a delirium of sheer sexual pleasure. He’s got to be
one of the hottest guys I’ve ever sucked! What a stud! I can’t get enough of
him. I like him so much. I want him so bad. Can’t help it—I’m crazy about this
guy.


Gusztav’s dick swelled inside Markus’s mouth,
throbbing violently with each new thrust made by his finger. Markus pushed even
harder, and then he forced a second finger up Gusztav’s ass, alongside the
first. Gusztav’s hot, drooling mouth clamped more snugly around Markus’s cock,
and Markus heard him gasp from deep in his plugged throat. Markus worked his
two fingers in even deeper, drilling them slowly around Gusztav’s asshole while
he pushed them back and forth inside it, probing with them as far as they would
go. He held them in there, while Gusztav’s colon tightened spasmodically around
them, squeezing them. Gusztav clenched and unclenched his ass cheeks, to
intensify the exciting pressure he was exerting on the fingers jammed up his
ass.


Suddenly, Gusztav pulled his mouth off Markus’s cock.
gasping, he raised himself from the bed, interrupting their sixty-nine,
swinging his body around to fall into the other guy’s arms. He kissed Markus
hard on the mouth, his tongue driving deeply into his throat as both men tasted
the salty flavor of their cocks in their mingling saliva. Gusztav’s thighs
squirmed restlessly against Markus’s, his belly grinding in circular motions
over Markus’s agitated prickshaft.


“Ready? Are you ready?” Gusztav whispered, urgently,
his breath hot in Markus’s ear.


“Ready to fuck you?” Markus guessed.


“Yeah.”


“You bet I am. Been looking forward to this ever since
I saw you naked in the locker room.” Markus nodded his head, and then they
kissed again.


“Then put it in me, quick,” Gusztav urged. “Damn, that
finger-fucking you just gave me has made my asshole hot for your cock!”


“That was kind of the idea. Not that it takes much to
get your hole hot,” Markus said, lewdly. “Just one of the many things I like
about you, buddy.”


Markus threw both arms around his friend’s waist,
hugging him tightly, greedily to him, as they kissed yet again, sucking as
avidly on each other’s extended tongues as they’d just been sucking on each
other’s cocks. Gusztav’s mouth was ravenous, his tongue lashing against Markus’s
so violently that the pressure was almost painful. But Markus, the recipient of
this oral fervor, liked it.


Markus broke the kiss at last and he started to sit up
on the bed, but his eager young sex partner put his hand on his chest and
pushed him back down, flat on his back on the mattress.


“Don’t move,” Gusztav said. “I’ll do the work, at
least at first. At least until you’ve got it in me.”


“We need lube,” Markus protested, mildly. “There, in
the drawer,” he told Gusztav, gesturing toward the nightstand next to the bed.


“No, we don’t. Stay like you are. Let me sit on it.
I’ll get your cock good and wet with my spit, first.”


Markus didn’t argue. He lay back comfortably with his
legs spread wide and he allowed Gusztav to work on him. Gusztav burrowed his
face between Markus’s thighs and began to stroke his testicles with his tongue.
Finally, he sucked them deep inside his mouth, washing them in his saliva,
nudging them from cheek to cheek, in the process exciting Markus’s cock until
it was jumping fitfully up and down from his flat, hard belly, with its
chiseled abs.


Then, slipping the wet balls from his mouth, Gusztav
ran the flat on his tongue up Markus’s cock, from the base to the tip, before
he deftly sucked it into his mouth. He worked his lips steadily up and down the
entire length of the stiff shaft, coating it with his spit, until he was sure
that Markus’s cock was wet enough to penetrate him with a minimum of friction
and discomfort.


“Don’t hate me because I’m such a slut,” Gusztav
pleaded, jokingly. “But I’ve just got to have some cock up my ass! Fuck me,” he
groaned, suddenly sounding much more serious. He swung himself up over Markus’s
crotch, straddling him. Digging his knees, on either side of Markus’s hips,
into the mattress, which gave slightly under his weight, Gusztav grasped and
lifted the other man’s slippery-wet dick up, until its blunt rounded tip jabbed
between his butt cheeks and grazed his open, relaxed asshole. “Ready?” Gusztav
moaned, staring down into Markus’s eyes. “Ready to fuck me?”


“Hell, yeah! I’m more than ready.” As he, too, moaned
out his words, Markus nodded his head, eagerly, and then he quickly raised
himself up from the waist so that he could kiss Gusztav on the lips while Gusztav
began to sit down on his cock.


Their mouths met, hard, with an almost lip-bruising
force, and their kiss quickly became furious in its intensity, as Gusztav
lowered himself. Blindly determined to get fucked, he winced sharply when he
got what he wanted, when the thick, inflexible head of Markus’s fuck tool
forced its way through his pucker and slid into his asshole. But once it was
inside him, Gusztav moved steadily, recklessly down on its bulk, impaling
himself anally on the erection, until in his squatting position his ass cheeks were
rubbing against the tops of Markus’s tensed thighs and every inch of the other
guy’s solid prick was buried in his rectum.


“Christ! Oh, Christ!” Markus choked out, hoarsely.
There was a tightness in his throat, corresponding to the tension pulsing away
through his ass-embedded cock, which made it difficult for him to speak.


The feeling of his fuck buddy’s hot, tight asshole
squeezing and stroking his dickshaft from every angle made his penis swell even
bigger inside Gusztav’s anus. Markus could feel the head of his prick
mushrooming and pressing against those soft, smooth, but hard-gripping anal
membranes. He gripped Gusztav by the waist and he drove his pelvis up from the
bed, thrusting deep into the other man’s guts. But then Gusztav cried out,
hoarsely, in pain, and he lifted himself half off Markus, pulling a couple of
inches of Markus’s impaling cockshaft back out of his cringing asshole.


“Wait, fucker! Take it easy at first,” Gusztav begged.
“I’d forgotten how big your cock feels, once it’s inside my ass. Damn, that
thing is thick!” He groaned. “I’ve been fucked by a lot of guys, Markus, but
I’ve got to say—you’re one of the best.”


“Quite a distinction,” Markus said, with a breathless
laugh.


To give Gusztav a chance to get used to having his
cock in him, Markus slid his hands up from Gusztav’s waist, over his smooth
belly, and then higher, up to his chest with its twin mounds of protruding
pectoral muscle. He took one of the large, dark-brown nipples in each of his
hands, and he began to pinch them, gently, between his thumbs and forefingers,
working on them until they both hardened and pushed out like two oversized
pencil eraser stubs. Gusztav evidently liked the tit play, because he threw his
head back and rolled it from side to side, gasping, breathing hard, making a
sharp hissing sound through his clenched teeth. His torso jerked on the fulcrum
of Markus’s cock, which was still stuck far up his clenching ass.


“Uh, that’s hot, that’s good,” he mumbled. “Uh, yeah,
that feels good! It makes my asshole tighten up around your big dick, every
time you pinch my tits like that!”


“Yeah, I can feel it,” Markus replied, appreciatively.
“Your hole’s giving me one hell of a nice ride!”


“You haven’t felt anything yet. You aren’t even
pushing it in and out of me. Come on, you can start really screwing me now. I
think I can take it.”


Still squeezing Gusztav’s nipples, Markus slowly
arched his hips up from the mattress for a second time, pushing his prick all
the way into Gusztav’s ass again. This time, Gusztav could take it, all right,
without the discomfort he’d experienced previously. This time, he liked it, and
he wanted it. In fact, he wanted more! Clamping his internal anal muscles
firmly around Markus’s erection, he pressed his weight down until he’d forced Markus’s
legs to lie flat on the bed. Then he began to ride Markus’s cock, fucking
himself on it, easing it in and out of his asshole in slow, sensual strokes.


“Uh, hell,” he grunted. “It feels so good, man! So
fucking good, to have your dick in me like this! Ah, God!”


Encouraged by his moans, by his increasingly abandoned
movements on top of him, Markus began to thrust up to meet him much more
energetically, ramming his cock in and out of him with faster and faster
strokes.


“Yeah,” Gusztav whinnied, snorting through his
nostrils like a horse. “Fuck me! God! Fuck me hard!”


Markus let go of Gusztav’s nipples and grabbed him by
the hips again, steadying the stud’s body on top of his own and holding him
tightly in place. Markus arched high from the bed, plunging every inch of his
solid prickshaft into his guts with such force that Gusztav gasped and
sputtered until he nearly choked when he tried to catch his breath. It was as
though his fucker’s dick had pierced his diaphragm and slid up into his
esophagus from below, strangulating his throat as well as filling his anus!


“Screw me,” he moaned, feverishly. “Fuck me, Markus!
Fuck me hard, I like it that way. It’s good, so damn good!”


His belly bucked out with each hard-driving lunge
which Markus’s cock made. His arms quivered as his hands clutched at the
rumpled bedclothes, trying to brace himself on the bed. His head was thrown far
back on his shoulders, his pecs were pushed out, the nipples stiff and pointed,
and his lower body shuddered. His moans of pleasure turned into faint,
incoherent cries and whimpers of pure physical lust.


Markus fucked him thoroughly, pushing himself rapidly
toward a climax. Just as he could feel his balls tightening up at the base of
his prickshaft and aching with their need to unload, though, Gusztav began to
shiver. Then Gusztav reached down and pushed on Markus’s stomach muscles to
keep him from thrusting up into him so hard.


“Wait,” he hissed, from between clenched teeth. “Let
me get on my back, instead. I want you to really fuck me, man. Hard and deep,
with my legs up over your shoulders and my ass wide open for your big, hard
cock!”


Groaning, wildly turned on by his bedmate’s lurid
words, Markus started to pull out of him, to change their positions. But Gusztav
sat down hard on his dick and squeezed his asshole tightly shut around its very
base.


“No,” he pleaded. “Don’t take it out of me, not even
for a moment, man. Just hold onto me, and I’ll lie back and you can roll on top
of me. Keep your cock in me, please!”


“I’m not sure I’m limber enough for this kind of
gymnastics,” Markus warned. “I may pull a muscle—!” But, in a spirit of
adventure, he sat up and wrapped his arms around Gusztav’s waist.


Slowly and gingerly, with his asshole tightening like
a fleshy tourniquet around Markus’s prick to make sure it wouldn’t accidentally
slip out of him, Gusztav leaned backward until he was lying prone on his back
on the mattress with Markus now on top of him. Gusztav’s muscular legs came up
and locked themselves around his fucker’s back, his heels pushing down on Markus’s
buttocks to drive his cock even deeper into his insatiably excited rectum.


“Yeah, that’s right. It’s even better this way, isn’t
it?” Gusztav exulted. “Take me like this, now. Fuck me, Markus, fuck that big
dick into me until we both shoot off!”


Markus had to admit that the other man’s excitement
was contagious. He reared back and then he lunged down on top of Gusztav’s
beautiful body again, impacting on Gusztav’s flesh with such force that his
tender, swollen balls hurt when they slapped against his sex partner’s
shamelessly upturned and widespread ass cheeks. His dick seemed to sink not
only all the way into Gusztav’s ass, but to penetrate deeper that it had been
able to reach in the previous position.


“Yeah!” Gusztav growled. “I like that cock! I like the
way it feels in there. God, that’s how I want you to fuck me, man! Do it just
like that. Hard and rough! Don’t worry about me, I can take it. I love it! Fuck
me! Pound that big dick into me. Please—oh, please, fuck me just like that,
until we both come!”


“You’re incredible,” Markus gasped. “So wild!”


He took Gusztav at his word. Markus fucked him like a
rutting stallion, showing him no mercy—not that Gusztav seemed to want any!
Drawing upon reserves of sexual energy and staying power which he hadn’t
realized he had, again and again Markus lunged into Gusztav’s ass, his fuck
tool quivering painfully with each fresh assault it made on that hot, tight,
delightfully responsive asshole. It felt as though he was shoving his prick
into a narrow, deep tub filled with warm, melting butter, which lubricated his
hot dick and made the fucking motions he made feel even more exciting. Gusztav’s
manhole felt exquisitely soft and smooth around the shaft of his rampaging
cock, slippery, yet clenching him tightly every time Markus pulled in or out.


“Fucked—hell, yeah,” Gusztav gloated. “Thanks to you,
stud, I’m really getting fucked!”


“Glad you like it,” Markus panted, as he labored.


“It’s so good. Almost too damn good. Don’t stop. But I
can feel myself getting close.”


“Me, too.”


“Then come! Come, oh, come!” Gusztav demanded. “Come
in me, shoot in my ass!”


Markus was about to do precisely that. It wasn’t a
conscious decision. His body had taken over, and his ejaculation was now
inevitable. Unable to hold back the flow of semen, he kept his eyes squeezed
tightly shut in concentration, and he thought about nothing except the
fantastic sensations which were rippling up and down his dick as he fucked Gusztav.
Gusztav’s hoarse cries of pleasure drove him on to fuck the guy even harder,
with real brutality. Markus felt Gusztav’s hand beating rapidly against his stomach
as Gusztav jerked himself off, obviously anxious to ejaculate at the same time Markus
shot off deep in his ass.


Markus opened his eyes when he felt his cockshaft
pulse extra hard in warning. He was going to come! Gusztav’s face, he saw, was
twisted with wild desire, his whole body writhing in his efforts to suck Markus’s
cock deeper inside him and melt around its bulk in the throes of orgasm.


“I’m going to come, buddy,” Markus gasped. “Oh,
Christ, am I ever going to come!”


“Yeah,” Gusztav whimpered, beating his own cock
savagely with his fist in response to Markus’s warning. His free hand shot up,
grabbed Markus behind his neck, and pulled his mouth down to his. “Kiss me, you
fucker,” he demanded, before the two men’s mouths met in another brutally demanding
kiss.


An instant later, Markus felt the first hot splash of Gusztav’s
expelled sperm, blasting up between them, smacking wetly against his belly. He
pushed his own exploding cock deep into the other guy’s ass and he let go,
while it, too, lost all of its potent juice, in spurt after spurt of thick,
creamy sperm.


Um, I can’t imagine myself being any more
satisfied than I am right now, at this moment,
a happy Markus gloated. There’s nothing like hot sex with a gym buddy, with
a musclebro. And—lucky me—I have more than one of them!

















 


Book Two: For Both Profit and Pleasure


 


In which, among other developments, a
doctor receives a house call, and he prescribes himself an extreme form of
“muscle therapy.” Perhaps inspired by this encounter, Markus decides to
“self-medicate” by recruiting some extra muscle for his own use.


 


Chapter Seven: Doctor’s Orders, Given and Taken


 


Markus was always glad to receive a phone call from
Lajos or one of the other employees who did the booking at the escort agency.
It always meant money in his pocket.


Lajos explained the purpose of his current phone call.
“Just wanted to remind you that you and Jozsef will be seeing Dr. Mészáros tomorrow evening.”


“You bet. I’ve got it marked in my appointment book.”


“I’ll already called Jozsef to remind him. Dr. Mészáros
is one of our regulars, and recently he’s asked for only you two—and usually
both of you at once. So we want to keep him happy.”


“We sure do. Might as well milk it, while it lasts,”
Markus said, more than a little cynically. “Until the next young muscle whore
comes along, and the doctor decides he’s tired of me and he wants some variety.”


“We don’t use the word ‘whore’ around here,” Lajos
reminded Markus, facetiously. “We prefer ‘escort’ or ‘companion.’ But if the
jockstrap fits—!”


Markus laughed. “Don’t worry, Jozsef and I know the
drill. We’ll do everything in our power to keep the doctor calling you.”


The next evening, on their way to their appointment in
Jozsef’s car, Jozsef remarked to Markus, “I hope you’re well rested. The good
doctor has a way of wearing us out.”


“Yeah, he believes in getting his money’s worth,”
Markus agreed. “Not that I blame him for that. I ended up pretty damn
limp-dicked, the last time.”


“There’s always my ED pills.”


“ED?”


“Erectile dysfunction.”


Markus snickered. “You have that problem? You,
of all people? So much for your reputation as a muscle stud.”


“It’s not a ‘problem’ for me, you young smartass. Not
yet. Knock on wood! Ferenc keeps me supplied with prescriptions for that, too,
though. I’ve been known to pop one before a date with a john. Just as
insurance. Why do you think I usually don’t drink alcohol, when a john offers
it to us? It’s not a good idea to mix that kind of drug with booze. If you’d
ever like to try one, just let me know. I’ve got the bottle right here, in my
pocket.”


“No, thanks. I’ll rely on my natural potency, thank
you very much. And Ferenc always has nice, high-quality hooch. I like to have a
belt or two with him before we get down to business. Still—we ought to suggest,
sometime, that he hire a third guy, to give the two of us a chance to catch our
breath.”


They were discussing Dr. Ferenc Mészáros,
their successful, affluent, and oversexed john. He was still quite a young man,
in his mid-thirties.


Ferenc liked bodybuilders and, at one time or another,
he had probably hired for sex every muscular man who hustled in Budapest. But,
as Lajos had remarked, Jozsef and Markus were his current favorites. He’d once
admitted to them, frankly, that he liked the contrast between them—Jozsef’s
maturity and experience, to say nothing of his aura as a pro bodybuilder, and
Markus’s youth and freshness. Markus may have been no virgin, but he could
still project an unabashed, unspoiled boyish naïveté when that was what a
client liked. As a team of male prostitutes, he and Jozsef worked well together
to give Ferenc the best of both worlds.


As a man who trained hard himself, with the assistance
of a personal trainer, Ferenc had a physique which was very impressive in its
own right, although it wasn’t quite of potential competitive bodybuilding
quality.


Ferenc was the only john either Markus or Jozsef had
who didn’t tip in cash. The physician wrote them prescriptions for oral
steroids. Often, too, he had samples of such products, given to him by
pharmaceutical companies, and he passed these on to the two bodybuilder
escorts.


Ferenc had a lucrative practice, and a reputation for
being good at his work. His personal life—which, admittedly, Markus only
glimpsed during their sex sessions—seemed to be a bit chaotic. Ferenc drank a
lot and used recreational drugs. He had an extremely strong sex drive, and he
could be a demanding customer. Ordinarily polite and soft-spoken, he tended to
become aggressive and reckless when the clothes came off and the cocks got
hard.


But having a reliable source for “the juice,” as
Markus thought of the steroids, was all-important to him, overriding any other
considerations.


The doctor lived in an exclusive, upscale apartment
building—on an upper floor. His windows provided spectacular views of the city,
either during the day, or, like now, lit up at night. He had a taste for rather
Modernistic furniture—lots of plain wood veneer, steel, chrome, glass, and
leather. The effect was visually a bit stark, but the seating was actually
quite comfortable. 


The art work displayed on the walls consisted almost
entirely of male nudes, many of which were not only depicted full-frontal, but
unapologetically, blatantly erect. More naked men, in the form of small bronze
or stone sculptures, were perched on tabletops or among the other items on the
shelves of bookcases.


In anticipation of receiving his visitors, the doctor
had showered, but he hadn’t bothered to get fully dressed again. He answered
the door stripped down to his underwear—snug-fitting jockey shorts and an
equally tight tank top, both an expensive designer brand and made from thin
soft cotton material, and with both undergarments showing spots of
soaked-through perspiration in places, because Ferenc had pulled them on while
he was still hot from the steam of the shower. His hair, freshly shampooed, had
been toweled only partially dry, and curled in damp tendrils around his head,
framing his handsome face.


His features lit up at the sight of the two muscle men
on his doorstep.


“Right on time, men, as always,” he exclaimed. “It’s
so good to see both of you again. Come right on in. You know I like you to feel
perfectly at home here. First order of business—drinks. Then I want to hear all
the latest gym and bodybuilding gossip. Especially
which muscle stud is fucking whom.”


The three men seated themselves in the spacious living
room, surrounded by the two-dimensional naked men on the walls and scattered
about elsewhere as three-dimensional objects of art, with the city’s lights
glowing down below, visible through the large expanse of floor-to-ceiling
windows. Ferenc never closed his drapes during the escorts’ visits, not even
the curtains on his equally oversized bedroom windows. Admittedly, a voyeur
would need to be hovering outside in a helicopter, or stationed in one of the
other tall buildings nearby with a telescope or a pair of binoculars, in order
to see what was going on inside any of the rooms in Ferenc’s apartment.


Ferenc had seated himself on the long
leather-upholstered sofa beside the glass-topped chrome-legged coffee table, leaning
back comfortably with his bare legs spread wide and the soles of his bare feet
pressed into the soft wool pile of the enormous, intricately abstract-patterned
rug which covered most of the living room’s floor. On the coffee table in front
of Ferenc were a bottle of expensive imported whiskey and three glasses. He was
drinking from one of the glasses, which was generously filled with the amber
liquid. He had that relaxed posture and that slightly glazed, unfocused look in
his eyes which suggested he’d been imbibing the whiskey quite freely, before
the two escorts’ arrival.


“Have a drink,” Ferenc urged Markus. “If you don’t
want whiskey, I’m well supplied with just about everything else. Name your
poison. I know that you, Jozsef—you’re such a prude, you usually
don’t indulge.”


“I’m trying to keep my body fat down, that’s all,”
Jozsef claimed. “I’ll have a bottle of mineral water, if I may. To keep me
hydrated. During certain physical activities which I’m looking forward to,” he
added, suggestively. “I wouldn’t want to dry up suddenly, at a critical
moment.”


Ferenc chuckled. “Well, go into the kitchen and help
yourself. There’s plenty of water in the fridge.”


During Jozsef’s brief absence, Markus poured himself a
stiff undiluted whiskey. Seated beside Ferenc on the sofa, he sipped the liquor
appreciatively.


Rejoining the other two men, Jozsef sat on an
armchair, positioned at a right angle to the sofa, and he drank directly from a
plastic water bottle.


They did indeed talk gym and bodybuilding gossip.
Jozsef knew which internationally famous pro bodybuilders were gay, and with
whom they were sleeping. He was a font of lewd information about the other gym
members’ sex lives. He also had, or at least he claimed to have, extensive
insight into Hungary’s thriving gay porn industry. This was interesting,
considering that Jozsef had always refused his many offers to do porn, himself.



Obviously, his reluctance to expose himself in that
medium hadn’t prevented him from keeping his finger on the pulse of the
country’s notorious all-male smut business! Markus wasn’t sure how much of this
lively spiel of Jozsef’s was based upon solid information, and how much might
be mere speculation. But he had to admit that Jozsef didn’t miss much, and his
salty small talk was undeniably entertaining. Ferenc simply ate it up.


True to form, he also kept hitting the whiskey. As usual,
he seemed to want to be sloshed when he had sex.


Markus kept up his own end of the conversation, by
volunteering details about his recent erotic encounters with Gusztav and Arpad,
among others.


“Oh, those sluts,” Jozsef said, dismissively. “I’ve
seen them both down at the gym, coming on to every halfway decent-looking guy,”
he said, rather spitefully. “You could do much better than either of them,
Markus.”


Oh, shit!
Markus thought. I should’ve kept my mouth shut. Quit while I was ahead!
He raised his glass to his lips and he took a slug of the whiskey, to hide his
sudden confusion and to buy some time. Jozsef was starting to act all
irrationally possessive and jealous again, resenting the fact that Markus had
other freebie sex partners in addition to him. And, worse, Jozsef’s behaving
as though he owns me, in front of Ferenc—in front of a john, for God’s sake! He
should know better. This could get messy.


Not for the first time, in either a personal or, as
now, a professional capacity, Markus realized that Jozsef’s feelings for him
would require careful handling, on his part.


“Aw, those dudes are nothing to me, really,” Markus
lied. “Just sex. It’s like when you get an itch, and you can’t stand it, so you
just have to scratch it.”


Ferenc laughed, boisterously. “Now, that’s the right
attitude for a hot young muscle stud like Markus to have! Hit it and quit it.
Love them and leave them. No harm, no foul. Don’t you agree, Jozsef?”


“Yeah,” Jozsef responded, enunciating the monosyllable
in a decidedly sour, sullen-sounding manner. “Markus is perfectly free to do as
he pleases, of course. Fuck whom he pleases. Whore around as much as he wants.
He’s not answerable to me.”


No, I’m not,
Markus wanted to retort. Remember that! Especially when we’re on the job,
like now. But he restrained himself.


“Why don’t we continue this discussion in the
bedroom?” Ferenc asked.


“Yes, why don’t we?” Markus agreed, jumping at the
chance to change the subject from a discussion of his own, private sexual
peccadillos, and get it firmly refocused upon the topic of what he and Jozsef
were there in Ferenc’s apartment for. Namely, to service the doctor sexually,
in exchange for money! Money which Ferenc would have already transferred to the
escort agency’s account. Now, it was time for the two bodybuilders to give the
man what he’d paid for. Namely, hot, uninhibited, whorey muscle sex!


“We can bring our drinks with us,” Ferenc said.


Ferenc’s bedroom had an enormous platform bed, with a
king size mattress on it, the bed made up, this evening, with luxurious
silken-textured sheets and pillowcases, all in a vibrant rose-red color. More
framed paintings, drawings, and prints of alluring male nudes adorned the
walls. Two nightstands flanked the broad expanse of the bed. Each nightstand
held an Art Deco lamp, a naked bronze blackamoor with exposed genitalia,
holding overhead the frosted glass globe of the lamp itself. The figures may
have been politically incorrect by today’s standards, but they were certainly
striking, exotic, and erotic.


On top of a chest of drawers facing the foot of the
bed, a bronze figurine of a naked athlete stood, poised on one foot, with his
other leg upraised and his arms opened and stretched outward. His lifted leg,
his arms, and his erect penis had all been pressed into service to hold
Ferenc’s collection of elegant French and Italian silk ties, which were draped
carelessly over the statue’s various body parts.


Ferenc had a stack of trick towels set out on top of
one of the nightstands, along with lubricant. Markus also spotted a familiar-looking
cardboard box with no doubt contained old-fashioned crushable amyl nitrite
ampules, which were still readily available by prescription in many European
countries, including Hungary. He had to give it to Dr. Mészáros. The man always
believed in being prepared.


“Now, why don’t you men get comfortable?” Ferenc
purred, looking and sounding a lot like the cat who was about to attack the
canaries. “It’s warm in here tonight. Let me see those muscles. So I can
compare your two physiques. And—let’s snort one of these poppers,” he
suggested, eagerly. “That ought to get us in the mood, and get this party
rolling!”


Jozsef began to strip, and Markus followed his
example. It was a rather strange situation, with the two of them standing there
naked and Ferenc still, for the time being, in his underwear—and with Ferenc
and Markus still putting away the whiskey, while Jozsef confined himself to his
water bottle. Ferenc’s hot eyes, glazed over with a slight sheen of
intoxication, darted restlessly from Jozsef’s body and cock to Markus’s, then
back again. He was definitely getting drunk, and Markus began to hope that if
the man became sufficiently impaired, he might not make too many sexual demands
upon them. For a change!


But Markus was wrong. Ferenc could hold his liquor,
and it only heightened his lust, freeing him what the few inhibitions he
possessed.


He crushed one of the amyl nitrite ampules, which he
dropped into a small bullet-shaped metal inhaler, with screw threads which
could be opened or closed to release or contain the fumes. When he offered the
inhaler to Jozsef, the older bodybuilder politely refused.


“That stuff makes me too crazy,” Jozsef claimed.


Ferenc shrugged. “More for us, then.” He took several
deep hits in his nostrils before passing the inhaler to Markus.


While he snorted the poppers, Markus surmised that
Jozsef abstained from the amyl because of its possible interaction with his ED
pill. Jozsef wasn’t just an experienced male whore—he was a smart one, with an
instinct for self-preservation. Under no such restriction, Markus enjoyed a
good, hot rush.


What followed was a wild, undiscriminating melee of
alcohol, poppers, and sex. In other words—it was business as usual, whenever
Markus and Jozsef reported to Ferenc’s place, for a frenzied, orgiastic
sex-for-hire session!


“All right, you studs, Jozsef, Markus,” Ferenc
announced, trying to sound tough. “You two big, dirty muscle fucks! You guys
know what you’re here for. What I’m paying for. We may as well get started.”
Barefoot, still in his designer underwear, he went to the side of the bed.
“Come here, both of you. Oh, I want you! Been looking forward to this, all
week. I’m so sexed up. So hot, just from thinking about you two muscle
bastards, about what a good time I always have with you. I’m going to go crazy
unless I get to taste some cock,” Ferenc declared, a feverish arousal evident
on his face, in his body language, in his voice. “I want to suck!” He turned to
Jozsef. “You first, big guy, big man, Mr. Muscle Champion, with all of your
frigging titles and trophies. Tonight, dude, you’re mine! All mine! Bought and
sold. My goddamn property, my muscle sex slave. Lie down on the bed, stud! Give
me that meat.”


Ferenc was being slightly contemptuous, domineering,
and insulting, but, accustomed to such treatment from some johns, Jozsef
overlooked it, and he showed every willingness to please the man who was paying
him and Markus for sex.


Shrugging, Jozsef moved toward the bed, and he barely
had time to stretch out on it, flat on his back, before Ferenc was all over
him. The doctor’s athletic body, still attired in his fancy jockey shorts and
tank top, moved provocatively as he knelt between Jozsef’s parted thighs and he
lowered his head to the veteran pro bodybuilder’s crotch. Ferenc’s warm red
lips kissed Jozsef’s cock.


Markus stood there, naked, near the bed, observing the
action which was now taking place on it, in the middle of those soft rose-red sheets.
Chemically enhanced or not, Jozsef’s erection lacked nothing in size,
tumescent, or staying power. Proudly, he offered it to Ferenc’s slavering
mouth.


The cock-hungry doctor’s agile tongue-tip darted out
from between his parted lips, and it drilled into Jozsef’s prominent, wide-open
piss slit and tasted the drop of fluid oozing out of it. Jozsef squirmed when
the oral-genital contact sent tremors of arousal shooting through his big body.
Eagerly, displaying a depraved hunger, Ferenc employed his hot tongue to lick
every inch of Jozsef’s penis, coating it with his saliva. Jozsef’s dick
twitched restlessly, and another drop of pre-cum appeared in the groove of its
tip and ran slowly down the shaft, over the pulsating veins which stood out
from the smooth surface of the dark-pink column of flesh.


Groaning, Ferenc ran his tongue up the cockshaft,
along the throbbing veins, licking up the drop of cum and savoring it by
rolling it around inside his mouth before he swallowed it. His handsome, rugged
face was a study in pure carnality, the features twisted into a mask of
sensuality and glowing desire.


“Come on, you hot dirty muscle-loving bitch, quick
fucking around,” Jozsef dared to address the john. “If you’re going to suck it,
then suck it! Get your mouth down on it!”


It didn’t escape Markus’s notice that this unexpected
show of aggression seemed to excite Ferenc, who promptly stopped his teasing
and got down to work.


The doctor smiled lewdly around the huge hard cock
which he now had stuffed in his mouth. His lips slid up and down over the
swollen member. The cockhead pushed against his throat as the horny bodybuilder
thrust his groin blindly up into the physician’s face, and Ferenc struggled to
suck the entire length of Jozsef’s prick down his throat.


The raw sexual excitement of being blown so well
struck Jozsef like a body blow to the gut. His belly tensed. His hips ground in
uncontrollable reaction to the abandoned deep-throating. His buttocks clenched
and unclenched, and he raised them high off the bed to drive his fuck tool
still deeper into Ferenc’s throat!


Watching his friend fuck the doctor’s face so roughly
did nothing to calm Markus down. His rock-hard prick twitched in barely pent-in
erotic fury, and his balls ached. His piss slit was dripping pre-cum.


“Choke on it—please,” Jozsef demanded, sarcastically.
“Don’t just suck that cock. Swallow it! Ream out your goddamn throat with that
motherfucking thing! You wanted that meat. Now eat it! Come on, eat the whole
thing!”


Obscene grunts and gurgles emerged from Ferenc’s
cock-crammed mouth as he labored to satisfy Jozsef.


Markus watched, fascinated. Jozsef’s aggressive
tactics seemed to be paying off. Maybe, Markus speculated, he’d been wrong when,
on past occasions, he’d tended to be so submissive and pliant when he was in
the doctor’s company. Maybe Ferenc was the kind of guy whose tough macho act
was a well-maintained but still vulnerable façade. Maybe he was the kind of top
who secretly longed be treated like a bottom! If that was so, then tonight, in
Jozsef he’d certainly found the right domineering stud for the job!


Jozsef gestured to Markus with one hand. “Come here,
kid,” he urged. Markus went to stand nude beside the bed. “Do my big muscle buddy,
too,” Jozsef told Ferenc. “Suck his big dick!”


In an oral frenzy, Ferenc abandoned Jozsef’s prick,
only to swoop down on Markus’s equally hefty, potent fuck tool. 


“Yeah,” Jozsef gloated. “Look at him suck! The horny
cocksucker really gets off on it, doesn’t he?”


Too aroused to reply verbally, Markus shuddered. His
hard-on seemed to swell like a balloon being pumped full of air, to take on
monstrous proportions, with Ferenc bathing it in his warm wet spit and exerting
a steady, confident suction upon its entire length, blowing Markus with
skillful ease. Jozsef sat up, Markus leaned over him, and they began to kiss,
while Markus fucked the doctor’s face, using his hand to penetrate his damp,
tousled hair and press down on Ferenc’s scalp, to push his mouth lower down on
his erection, not hesitating to get rough with him, wanting to punish the john
with his prick.


“What’d I tell you?” Jozsef moaned, against Markus’s
lips. “Looks like the doctor is in need of some intensive ‘therapy,’ himself.
Looks like he’s willing to take orders from us.”


“Yeah! You know something, buddy?” Markus asked
Jozsef, between kisses. “This time, I think I’d like to do the fucking. The
doctor, here, has pounded my ass. Lots of times! I believe he’s due to return
the favor. Isn’t that right, sir?” Markus inquired of Ferenc, mockingly.


“His mouth feels like a cunt,” Jozsef said,
insultingly. “I bet his ass feels just like a pussy, too!”


“Well?” Markus dared to taunt the doctor. “Is it true?
Is your butch ass really just a man cunt, ready to have a cock shoved up it?”


The doctor’s mouth made a loud popping noise when he
wrenched his lips away from Markus’s dick.


“Yeah!” Ferenc ranted, like a wild man, spittle flying
from his mouth. “Fuck me, you son of a bitch! Fuck me, you muscle sluts! Both
of you!”


“You, first,” Jozsef invited Markus. “Take him! Fuck
him!” Jozsef swung his legs over the edge of the bed and he stood up. He
grasped Ferenc by the elbow, and he encouraged him to stand up, too.


“Strip out of those undies,” Markus growled. “We want
you naked, just like we are!”


“Bare-assed, yeah,” Jozsef agreed, with relish.


“I’m paying,” a blustering Ferenc reminded them. “I
ought to be the one who calls the shots.”


“Yes, sir,” Jozsef said. “We wouldn’t dream of
forgetting our place. Now, with your permission, we’ll just help you to get
more comfortable—”


Without waiting for Ferenc to remove his underwear,
the two hustlers took charge. Jozsef grabbed a double fistful of Ferenc’s tank
top, at his sides, and he yanked the garment free from the waistband of the
jockeys. Jozsef drew the shirt up over Ferenc’s pecs, to his armpits, and then
the doctor automatically raised his arms, so that Jozsef could help him strip
out of the tank top altogether.


Meanwhile, Markus boldly groped Ferenc’s crotch. He
freed the guy’s hard-on from the pouch of the cotton briefs and he stroked it
with one hand, while with the other he yanked the shorts down to the doctor’s
knees. Markus pressed the man’s rigid and obviously frustrated member between
his own husky thighs. The shaft of Ferenc’s dick rubbed excitingly against
Markus’s perineum muscle and balls. Ferenc shuddered, his lust so intense that
he could barely keep it contained within him. His jockeys fell down around his
ankles, and he stepped out of them. Now he, like the two escorts, was
completely nude—and ready for anything, no matter how depraved. So long as it
was sexual!


He was wildly turned on, prepared to engage in any
erotic act, no matter how lewd or perverse. He stepped boldly forward and he
eagerly took Markus’s tight balls in his hands, while Markus’s penis pressed
against his stomach.


Ferenc’s two hard nipples bored into Markus’s bare
chest. Markus slid his hands down the naked doctor’s hips to his thighs and
gave them a little squeeze and pinch, and Ferenc, moaning with pleasure, rubbed
his cock against Markus’s between their bodies.


“I want you, you fucking goddamn gym stud,” Ferenc
whispered. “I want you in my ass!” His voice was growing huskier with desire,
and his fingernails scratched Markus’s shoulders when he pressed himself
against the other guy’s chest and he humped into his crotch even more brazenly,
letting their two stiff dicks duel and collide and rub together.


They stood slightly apart, with Ferenc holding onto
Markus’s neck. Markus pushed his penis downward, inserted it between Ferenc’s
muscular thighs, and pushed it back and forth in a mock-fucking motion,
allowing Ferenc’s testicles to ride on top of the shaft.


“How’s that feel, doctor?” Markus asked. “Good, huh?”


“Oh, Christ,” Ferenc moaned. “You know it’s good. Your
prick—it’s so big, so hard, so hot. God, my asshole is burning hot for it
already!”


Markus put his hands under Ferenc’s buttocks and, with
a sudden effort, he lifted him bodily off the floor. Ferenc opened his legs
wide, and then he locked them around Markus’s waist and arched his back, his
chest thrusting forward and the muscles of his thighs tightening even more. His
cock pressed against Markus’s midsection, leaking a drop of pre-cum onto his
sweaty skin.


Used to lifting heavy weights, Markus had no trouble
at all holding up Ferenc, even though the man was no lightweight.


While Ferenc rode him, like a little boy playing pony
with his daddy, Markus leaned over and sucked and bit on one of Ferenc’s
nipples until he was sure it must hurt him—but Ferenc didn’t protest or try to
evade his mouth and teeth. The stud liked it!


Ignoring Jozsef’s presence in the room completely, at
least for the time being, in their absorption with each other’s bodies, Ferenc
and Markus sank down together onto the waiting bed, still locked together by
Ferenc’s legs wrapped around the other man’s waist.


The next thing Ferenc knew, Markus was lying on top of
him on the broad expanse of mattress, his big, muscular body covering Ferenc’s.
Ferenc took Markus’s face in his hands and drew it to him. Their open mouths
met. Their tongues and teeth grazed each other, grinding as fiercely as their
groins.


Ferenc caught the young weightlifter’s tongue between
his teeth and he sucked on it desperately, as though it were a second, more
limber penis upon which he could perform fellatio. He wanted every bit of
Markus’s flesh which he could fit inside his ravenously hungry, drooling mouth.


When Markus began to push his penis deeper between
Ferenc’s thighs, trying to find his asshole and penetrate it, Ferenc suddenly
pushed him off with a choked cry. For a second, Markus thought that the other
man was having second thoughts about being fucked, that on this occasion he was
going to turn out to be some sort of an ass-shy prickteaser. Which would have
been very uncharacteristic of him! But then, with both men writhing together on
the bed, Ferenc gasped, “Not yet! I want to suck it some more, first!” He
leaned forward to press his face against Markus’s cock.


He ran his hand up and down the shaft with admiration,
and then he put his mouth around the swollen head, gulping noisily, and
stuffing inch after thick inch of cockshaft inside his lips. At first, Markus
just stroked the older guy’s flanks with his hands while Ferenc blew him, but
then he pushed Ferenc down on the bed and he turned himself around, with his
prick plunging roughly in and out of Ferenc’s mouth, fucking his face.


With his weight resting on his right elbow, Markus
reached for Ferenc’s own dick, grabbed it, and drew it to his lips. He put his
tongue out and eagerly lathered the prickhead with his saliva, grinning when
Ferenc squirmed under him, but sucked him even harder than before.


Finally, Markus buried his face in his wildly aroused sex
partner’s groin, letting the man’s coarse pubic hairs tickle his cheeks. He
pushed Ferenc’s hard-on deep into his mouth, tasting the salt and the slime of
the pre-cum, and, running his tongue rapidly up and down on the cockshaft as it
quaked and quivered within his oral grip, he felt it swell even larger, grow
much more rigid.


His right hand slid in between Ferenc’s buttocks. He
pushed a finger into the other stud’s anus, reaching his prostate and massaging
it before Ferenc realized what he was doing. The extra pressure on his prostate
goaded his penis into steely stiffness inside Markus’s hard-sucking mouth,
making Ferenc’s entire groin ache and throb with raw excitement.


Ferenc had pulled Markus’s prick all the way inside
his mouth, his throat working around its tip. When he took it out from between
his lips, it was only to replace it with the taut sac of Markus’s testicles,
teasing them with quick thrusts of his tongue.


He released the balls and he pushed Markus’s penis
back into his mouth and pumped it furiously with his lips. Markus gripped
Ferenc’s hammering hips to steady them, his own mouth plugged by the doctor’s
solid length of meat.


Ferenc groaned and gasped. Already, the fluid of his
orgasm was beginning to flow hotly through the core of his trembling cockshaft.
Sensing how close the other man was to coming, Markus relinquished his cock,
turned around, met Ferenc’s wet lips with his own, and kissed him furiously.
Markus’s penis, without the benefit of any artificial lubrication, slid between
Ferenc’s buttocks and through the relaxed rim of his sphincter muscle and sank
deep into the sheath of his anus—as easily as a piston filling the cylinder
made to fit it.


“Fucked,” Markus announced, somewhat redundantly. “Oh,
yeah, you’re getting fucked, man!”


“About time!” Ferenc retorted. “Come on, muscle boy,
shove that dick deep in my hole! Rip me wide open with it! Fuck me until I
scream for mercy. But then, don’t you dare show me any mercy. Just go on
screwing me, like the nasty animal you are! Whore! Dirty, stinking gym whore!”
he taunted Markus, in a masochistic frenzy. “Shit! Are you going to let me talk
to you like that, punk? Man up. Make me sorry for mouthing off to you. Oh, hurt
me with your big hard cock! Make me feel that thing pounding into
me, punishing me! Oh, God, fuck me!”


Markus’s cock grew larger and harder and hotter,
bloating Ferenc’s asshole with its potent bulk. He began to hump—and Ferenc’s
butt rose from the bed to meet Markus’s every lunge into him, craving not only
his cock, but contact with his entire body.


“Maybe this is how you want to get reamed out,” Markus
suggested, sadistically.


“Yeah, oh, yeah! More, aw, fucking hell, more! Harder!
Fuck me harder!” Ferenc gurgled, helplessly, caught up in the throes of his
intense, overwhelming lust.


“Fuck the shit out of him, buddy,” Jozsef advised.
“Don’t spare him, Markus. Give him everything you want. The cunt can’t get
enough of your cock. Uh, yeah, nail him good, son.”


It didn’t take the hard-plowing Markus long to drive
his hysterically agitated, sex-maddened paying customer over the edge.


“Fuck me! I’m coming—goddamn it! Never mind, Markus,
just go on fucking me, dude. Oh, it feels so good, to have your big prick in my
ass like this!” Ferenc gasped, before his voice failed him, trailing off into
gurgles of anal ecstasy.


His face was drained of color underneath its tan, his
head pushed back and his mouth sucking in air. Markus rose and fell on top of
him in long, hard, ass-punishing strokes. Ferenc’s fingers clawed the
bedclothes and then they rubbed restlessly over the skin of his belly and
chest, smearing his own semen, which he’d just shot, into a sweaty paste. Next,
they seized Markus’s round, muscular ass cheeks and, with his fingertips
digging into the barely yielding glutes, he pulled the stud’s cock deeper into
his butt.


“Fuck me, you bastard,” he demanded, hoarsely. “Fuck
me hard, and fuck me deep! Oh, God! My asshole can’t get enough of your cock!”


Markus’s penis swelled to painful proportions and
shuddered deep in the grip of Ferenc’s anus. When Ferenc began to ejaculate
again, spraying his wet semen all over his torso and even splashing some wads
of it onto his face, Markus could feel his own tormented sex organ exploding
inside the other man’s hot body in merciful gushes of thick sperm.


The two men’s naked bodies were joined only by the
stiffness of his penetrating member, until—completely spent, but still embedded
inside Ferenc—Markus let out a final, muffled groan and he collapsed on
Ferenc’s chest.
















 


Chapter Eight: What
the Doctor Prescribed—for Himself!


 


“Awesome! Downright fucking awesome!”


It was Jozsef who had spoken. The naked older bodybuilder
stood beside the bed with a fresh plastic bottle of mineral water in his hand,
looking down at the two men who’d just fucked. At some point while Markus had
been plowing Ferenc’s butt, Jozsef had left the bedroom, gone to the kitchen
for additional liquid refreshment, and returned—in time to witness the climax
of the frantic bout of anal intercourse. Somewhat dazed, Markus came back to
reality. 


“Aw, fuck, that was hot! Yeah! It was even better—than
watching freaking, fucking—goddamn porn!” Markus heard Jozsef stammer out.
Jozsef sounded a bit sarcastic, but Markus caught the undertone of genuine sexual
excitement, and even of envy, in the man’s voice. Jozsef raised the bottle to
his lips and sipped the water. Over the neck of the bottle, his eyes twinkled
when he met and held Markus’s gaze. Markus thought he saw approval in his mentor’s
look. For once, Jozsef wasn’t jealous. After all, Ferenc was just another john,
and as such he presented no real threat to Jozsef, no matter how Jozsef was
infatuated with Markus. No, this was just business as usual, and Markus, as
part of their two-escort team, had done a good job of giving Ferenc what the
doctor had ordered from the escort agency! Namely, hard muscle, and harder
cock!


Markus had gotten so caught up in the just-completed
sex act that he had forgotten all about the fact that Jozsef was right there in
the room with him and Ferenc. And during most of the while Markus and Ferenc
had been fucking, in fact, the other bodybuilder had taken his ease on a chair
there in the bedroom, only a few feet away from the occupied bed—drinking the
doctor’s mineral water while he observed Markus screwing Ferenc so mindlessly,
to the two men’s obvious mutual pleasure and exhaustion.


With their sweaty flesh flushed and hot in the warm,
close air of the room, the doctor and the young muscle man who’d just fucked
him lay there on the bed in silence for a few minutes, savoring the aftermath
of their sex, and once again ignoring Jozsef, their horny and appreciative
onlooker.


“You manned up that time, Markus,” Ferenc groaned.
“You’re one hell of a fine stud, when you choose to be, my young friend. That
was just about the best fuck I’ve had in ages, muscle boy! Certainly, the best,”
the physician added, wryly, “since the last time you and Jozsef were here, and
both of your bastards reamed me out!”


“Jesus, thanks, doctor!” Markus said, with a laugh
which he intended to lighten the mood, but which didn’t disguise his sincerity.
“And you’re the just about the hottest piece of man ass I’ve ever come across
here in Budapest, so far,” he added, just as fervently.


That statement made Jozsef pretend to sulk. “How
quickly you’ve forgotten, buddy,” he grumbled. “What am I? Second best?”


Markus rose from the bed, stepped toward Jozsef, and
kissed him. “Never mind, old mam. I still think you’re hot as hell. And let’s
not spoil things by making comparisons, shall we, guys? We’re all hot men, and
there’s more than enough meat here to go around.”


“Markus, you express yourself rather crudely. I’m not
sure it’s appropriate for an enlisted man to speak so frankly in his elders’
presence.” Ferenc suggested, putting on a show of primness which was more than
a little incongruous, given the circumstances.


“Oh, sorry, sir,” Markus said. “No offense meant—”


But Jozsef called Ferenc on it. “I’d say a lot of
inappropriate speech—and behavior—has been going on in here tonight, Ferenc,”
he reminded the doctor. “I’m willing to overlook it, if you are.”


“True,” Ferenc muttered. “You have a point. Very well.
I suppose we can all relax and loosen up. Speak freely. Act freely.”


Jozsef quickly recovered his usual good
humor—especially when Markus, kissing him again, took his cock in his hand and he
began to fondle it more than casually, soon bringing Jozsef to the verge of an
explosive orgasm. Assuming that Jozsef had taken his erectile dysfunction pill,
the drug certainly seemed to have kicked in, proving its efficacy.


“Careful,” Jozsef warned. “Watching you two guys fuck
almost made me pop. Take it easy, before your hand finishes the job. That’s a
hair trigger you’ve got your finger on.”


“And I want you—in fact, I insist, Jozsef,” a drunken
Ferenc said, pompously, “not to waste your load by shooting it prematurely. I demand
that you fuck me, and that you come in my ass!”


“Oh, you believe you can command my cum, and make me
lose it on cue? But no problem, doctor. I was about to volunteer to take over
the ass fucking duties from Markus, anyway!” Jozsef vowed.


“Yeah, fuck him,” Markus urged. “I have that hole
warmed up for you. He’s ready! We put on a pretty good sex show for you, didn’t
we, Jozsef? Now it’s your turn to entertain me.”


That was all the encouragement from Markus which the
ever-horny Jozsef needed. The two well-built, well-hung, and lightly inhibited
escorts kissed again. Still manipulating Jozsef’s ramrod, Markus reached down
between his own legs with his other hand to play with his own stiffened prick.
Despite having just come in Ferenc’s ass, he’d lost none of his tumescence.


“How about it, doctor? Are you sure you want an
‘instant replay’ of that hot fuck Markus just threw into you?” Jozsef inquired.
“After that reaming out he just gave you, maybe you’re sore, and you need to
recuperate a little.”


Ferenc leered at the bodybuilder. “Do I look like some
dumb young pussy boy, who can’t take a little anal stress? I’m ready for
anything you can dish out, buster! Fuck me, and fuck me hard and rough, if
you’re man enough to do it!”


“That’s the spirit,” Jozsef declared.


“Wreck my ass,” Ferenc demanded. “Show me no mercy. Take
no prisoners!”


“We’re going to need some grease,” Jozsef said.


“Here—right on the frigging table, beside the bed—!”


Jozsef grabbed the tube of lubricant, and then he
approached the bed and leaned over it, eagerly. To Ferenc, lying there on the red
sheets looking up at him, the mature stud’s body seemed to be sculpted out of
marble, with hard veins standing out in high relief over swells of muscle.


“Fuck, there’s a lot to be said for these pretty,
pumped-up young muscle pups. But when it comes to real muscle sex, then
give me a real, experienced, hardcore muscle man, every time! Like you!”
Ferenc swore—perhaps none too diplomatically, considering that Markus was right
there in the room, listening to his enthusiastic but unguarded outburst.


Grinning, Jozsef seemed ready to prove the doctor
right.


Jozsef’s penis, thick and swaying in the air in front
of him, was a thing of pure masculinity, an object which Ferenc wanted to
worship—which he wanted to feel implanted deep within him, fucking him. The
doctor licked his lips in lewd anticipation of taking every inch of the older
stud’s imposing endowment up his just-fucked ass.


But, when Jozsef unscrewed the cap of the tube of
lubricant and started to squeeze some of it out onto his palm, Ferenc stopped
him with a gesture, sitting up on the bed.


“Wait, don’t grease it up yet, buddy. Let me suck it
for a minute, first! Wait, though. I need another snort.”


Ferenc snapped another ampule and dropped it into the
inhaler. He and Markus passed it back and forth, with Jozsef once again
abstaining.


Experiencing a strong, hot amyl rush, Ferenc reached
out and pulled Jozsef’s penis down to his face, smearing his cheeks with the
fuck juices which were already seeping from the piss slit in its tip, and
letting his hot breath play provocatively upon the sensitive skin which covered
the rigid core of the bloated erection.


The delay had tried Jozsef’s patience. Savoring his
own rush, Markus watched his friend take charge.


“With all due respect, Ferenc—suck my goddamn cock!
Get your mouth all the way down on it. Swallow that meat! Work it with your
mouth, with your throat. Yeah, lick and suck that dick,” Jozsef urged the
doctor. He took the other guy’s fingers and he guided them to his nipples,
which he encouraged Ferenc to pinch, hard, bringing little white welts to the
smooth surface of his flesh. “I like it a little rough. So do you, don’t you,
or have you been kidding us all this time?”


“With a stud like you—yeah,” Ferenc moaned, between
licks. “Real rough! You can hurt me with your cock, you dirty fucker, when you
shove it up my ass. I don’t mind. I can get off on it. You’ll see. You’ll soon
find out how much I like it when a guy fucks me rough,” he gasped.


“Jesus,” Markus muttered. “Who’d have thought you were
so kinky—so wild!”


“Relax, buddy,” Jozsef advised him. “It’s just a
little harmless playacting. And we’re all muscle fuckers, who know how to give
it and take it, how to fuck and get fucked like men. No wimps allowed!”


Markus looked at Ferenc, who was now busy licking
Jozsef’s cock with his moist, pink tongue. It was incredibly arousing to watch
such a handsome, butch number, who usually came across as a top, as the kind of
man who dominated other men and subjected them to his sexual whims, using his
mouth to keep the equally macho Jozsef excited, in such an abject manner,
fawning over him, acting like some kind of a goddamn stud sex slave!


Jozsef deigned to let Ferenc suck his cock. The doctor
was good at it, but soon Jozsef was too turned on to take the teasing and the
delay any longer. He pushed Ferenc down on the bed, joined him on the mattress,
and he straddled the other man’s stomach. His penis lay in the groove between
Ferenc’s pecs, which were remarkably large, well-developed, and firm, for an
amateur bodybuilder’s chest muscles. Jozsef took each massive curved chest
muscle in one of his huge hands and he compressed them together against his
cockshaft, capturing it between their firmness.


“Yeah, stud, go ahead, pec-fuck me,” Ferenc urged him,
lasciviously, clearly relishing the lewd treatment and the closeup view he had
of Jozsef’s prick stabbing toward his chin.


“Oh, yeah, man,” Jozsef moaned. Markus, who had never
known that such a sex act as pec-fucking existed, watched, fascinated. He and
Jozsef, and he and his other muscular fuck buddies, such as Arpad and Gusztav,
would have to try that, together! Ferenc was masturbating. He bent his head
forward and, at the risk of developing a crick in his neck, he tried to lick
the fat head of the uncut cock which Jozsef was rubbing back and forth inside
his pectoral groove, but it remained tantalizingly out of reach.


“I’m going to have to come, man,” Jozsef warned.
“Seeing your ass get reamed out by Markus like that made me wish I was the guy
plugging your sweet, hot ass. And now this! I’m going to come, fucker, I can’t
hold it back. Don’t worry, though. I can still screw you! And it’ll be better
this way, when I do stick it in you. I’ll last longer. Much longer,” he
promised.


“Don’t hold it back. I don’t want you to, Jozsef. Come
if you want to! As long as you give it to me. Come on my face. Let me
have it!”


Jozsef’s heavy phallic ramrod plunged back and forth
between Ferenc’s unnaturally compressed pecs, his cockhead actually striking
the man’s chin once or twice. Jozsef was simply too turned on to have the pec
fuck last for very long. A hot, wet wad of scum shot out of his penis and
streaked across Ferenc’s eager face, landing on it in a white slash, followed
instantly by another blast, then another and another.


Jozsef felt the doctor’s own cock being pounded by
Ferenc’s fist behind his back. A lewd grin spread over Ferenc’s semen-soiled
face and he licked up as much of Jozsef’s cum as he could reach with his
tongue. When he caught the pungent, utterly masculine taste of it, Ferenc
moaned loudly, and his hips stopped their flailing motion under Jozsef, who was
still seated on top of him. Ferenc had ejaculated, too, and Markus almost
thought the two men’s sex play might be over.


But it wasn’t—not by a long shot. Markus had reckoned
without his two other men’s unusual capacity for lust, their quick recovery
time. And then there was Jozsef’s trusty ED pill. The drug was undeniably doing
its job. Better sex through chemistry!


Without hesitation—without even so much as bothering
to wipe Jozsef’s fresh sperm from his handsome, flushed face—Ferenc grabbed the
other man’s big buttocks and he pulled him forward on his chest. Jozsef’s
still-shaking, still-stiff prick pushed against Ferenc’s lips and disappeared
inside them. Ferenc was just getting his second wind, the horny cocksucker!


He pursed his lips together at the base of the bodybuilder’s
cock while he held it within his mouth and he sucked the last drops of salty
jism from it. Even as he wrung it dry of its load of cum, he started a new
explosion slowly, inexorably building, deep in Jozsef’s scrotum.


Reluctantly, Ferenc relinquished the bodybuilder’s
meaty, mouth-filling erection.


“Now in my ass,” the doctor demanded. “Oh, shove that
cock up my ass!”


“And that’s an order, Jozsef,” Markus chimed in,
mockingly, from his nearby vantage point. “Ferenc isn’t kidding. When he wants
cock up his ass, he wants cock up his ass. I ought to know!”


“The boy’s right,” Ferenc moaned. “Oh, give it to me!
Quick! Don’t torture me. Don’t make me wait. Let me have more cock up my ass!”


Jozsef got on all fours on the bed, his ass aimed at
the ceiling of the room, with Ferenc squirming in under him, on his back,
looking up. Ferenc took Jozsef’s erection back inside his mouth. The
cocksucker’s head bobbed slowly up and down between Jozsef’s crotch and the
mattress. Ferenc’s hot wet mouth caressed the hot mature bodybuilder from the
glans of his sturdy penis to the tangle of crinkly pubic hair around its root.
With a finger slick with his own semen, Ferenc insinuated it into Jozsef’s
butch asshole, playing with his sphincter and his prostate, and teasing him
closer to another violent orgasm.


“Fuck!” Ferenc howled, absolutely beside himself with
lust. “Fuck me! Come on, you big muscle stud. Come on, you man whore. Man up!
Screw me! Hard! Oh, fuck that hot ass of mine! Pound my hole—pound it
into submission—oh, take me, use me, rape me, I want to be fucked, and I want
to be fucked hard and rough! I want to be hurt!”


“You dirty, horny, degenerate son of a bitch!” Jozsef
dared to insult Ferenc—who, to Markus’s astonishment, took the verbal abuse
without complaint. The doctor, if anything, seemed turned on by being the
recipient of such rough treatment from a mere stud for hire! “You really do
need to be fucked, dude,” Jozsef threatened, fiercely. “My dick’s going to put
you in your place. I’m going to show you up for what you are, yeah, for nothing
but a cock-loving man pussy. I’m going to ream the holy hell out of your ass!”


Jozsef rolled away from Ferenc, and he retrieved the
lube and he quickly slicked up his prick with it. Cursing luridly, including a
volley of spouted blasphemies, he grabbed the doctor and pulled him on top of
him, so that Ferenc sat facing him on his lap, with Jozsef’s prick
unceremoniously rammed deep into his rectum.


“There we go. Just what you want—just what you deserve,
bitch. Sit on it and ride it. Open that hole! I’m going to fuck you, you
goddamn, sex-crazed prickteaser!” Jozsef growled, looking and sounding
downright bestial in the grip of his impatience.


“Ah, shit—ah, yes, in me, in my ass!” Ferenc squealed.
“Fuck me!”


“Pounded,” Jozsef taunted Ferenc. “You’re being
pounded, doctor, sir. Just like a handful of grain tossed into the mortar, and
pounded and ground up by the pestle!”


“Pounded—fucked, yeah,” Ferenc groaned, in erotic
agony. “You brute! You animal! You swine!”


“You whore!” Jozsef retorted.


“Look who’s talking!” Even in his advanced stage of
erotic mania, Ferenc didn’t lose his sense of humor.


“Yeah, fuck him, man—fuck him good,” Markus commented,
lustfully. He was enjoying the sex show. He was, in fact, getting a hard-on
again, while he watched Jozsef butt-fuck Ferenc with such brutal, demanding
force. Markus hoped it hurt the doctor! A lot! It was about time the arrogance
rich bastard, who thought he could pay to have other men at his beck and call,
acting as his personal sex slaves, got a taste of his own medicine! “Fuck his
ass!” Markus yelled. “Fuck him hard enough to make him scream!”


“I am screaming!” Ferenc declared, accurately enough.
“Oh, shit! Oh, fuck!” he yelled, shrilly.


“Sit on it! Take my cock up your ass and fuck yourself
on it!” Jozsef panted. Ferenc obediently rode him, impaling himself on the
long, thick, inflexible fuck pole with what looked like ass-punishing, painful,
potentially harmful violence.


“Oh, you disgusting brute! You muscle stud! Sure, big
guy—whatever you say!” Having said that, Ferenc smiled in masochistic pleasure
and he shut his eyes in order to concentrate on the sensations in his anus.
Jozsef leaned forward and he licked Ferenc’s face clean of his own jism, which
still dripped down it.


Then Jozsef kissed and sucked Ferenc’s semen-splotched
neck with his open mouth until the blood came to the sweaty surface of the
flesh in purplish-red splotches, fresh suck marks, the result of the love
bites. Jozsef bit savagely into Ferenc’s upper pec muscles, too, but the other muscular
stud didn’t seem to mind the pain. He only humped his butt down upon his fucker
harder, allowing Jozsef to drill his dick deep into the other man’s anus.


And, all the while, Ferenc rotated his ass around the
fulcrum of Jozsef’s hot shaft, and Jozsef’s fingers dug into his buttocks, and
Jozsef’s pecs ground into his chest.


“Oh, I’ve had a lot of you goddamn man whores here in
my bed, with your dicks shoved up my ass—but, fucking hell, Jozsef! I don’t
care how old you are, man, you’re one of the best. Harder,” Ferenc whimpered. Once
again his lust had loosened his tongue and inspired him to speak less than
diplomatically. Hearing the rather backhanded compliment, Jozsef emitted a
disgusted-sounding grunt. But Ferenc was oblivious to such nuances. “Fuck me
harder, old man!” he shouted. “As hard as you can. Don’t you dare hold anything
back. I know you’ve still got it in you. Punish my ass! If you slack off, I
swear to Christ I’ll toss that muscle butt of yours out of this bed, and I’ll
let your pretty young boy Markus take over!”


“Yes, sir,” a hard-breathing, perspiring Jozsef
replied, mock humbly, as he strove manfully to meet the doctor’s exorbitant
demands. “Whatever you say!”


Markus had never seen anything so exciting—not even in
a gay porn video. Those were, after all, mere two-dimensional images, however
explicit and arousing. They paled in comparison to the live, three-dimensional,
flesh-and-blood action in real time which Markus was witnessing now. And the
thought that he’d already had both Jozsef and Ferenc as his sex partners, often,
with every likelihood of enjoying their favors again before this night was over,
acted as an additional spur to his lust.


“Fuck me!” Ferenc screamed.


“Take it, you dirty man cunt!” Jozsef retorted. “Take
my dick! Oh, take the motherfucker deep in your ass! You think I’m old,
do you? Past it? Does that feel like an old man’s limp dick, skewering into your
slutty ass?”


“Ah—I’m sorry I said that. Shit! It is in there
deep—aw, shit, it’s ripping me apart!” Ferenc sputtered, helplessly. “Deep
fuck! Oh, what a deep fuck! So hard! So hot! So rough!”


“Go ahead. Hurt him. Kill the son of a bitch with your
cock, man!” Markus encouraged Jozsef, wildly.


“I’d like to cock-kill him!” Jozsef swore, in a
sadistic sexual frenzy. 


Jozsef’s mighty pecker seemed to grow larger inside
the other guy’s guts, as though it was pushing up toward his stomach and his other
internal organs, and it was threatening to plunge its way up into his throat
from below and choke him. That huge prick was fucking Ferenc’s entire body, not
just his hot, tight ass!


“Uh! Uh, fuck!” Ferenc sputtered, incoherently, as
though his fucker’s cock was indeed jammed up into his throat from below,
strangulating him! His body jerked about like a marionette strung on strings
which were being tugged and yanked at random. His buttocks squirmed hotly,
lewdly, whorishly into Jozsef’s groin, striving to keep every inch of the
bodybuilder’s erection inserted deep inside his spasmodically excited and
responsive anus.


All the while, Ferenc was doing things with his anal
muscles which twisted Jozsef’s penis in every possible direction. Jozsef had to
give the man due credit. For an amateur, Ferenc was a real whore! No
professional male prostitute could have serviced a john so efficiently. The
butch, tough doctor was a good power bottom. He was one hell of a piece of ass,
all right. The guy was pure, unadulterated fuck!


His asshole gripped Jozsef’s cock like a slippery
greased fist, and Jozsef could tell that Ferenc was going to come again. The
doctor’s dazed eyes stared down into his fucker’s. The ejaculation suddenly
burst free from Ferenc’s loins and the semen spurted up between their bodies
like a jet of water from a drinking fountain. In answer, Jozsef felt the
convulsions of his own cock, spurting into Ferenc’s guts, rinsing out his
bowels with a generous load of hot wet fuck fluid.


When it was over, they remained in the same position,
and Jozsef kissed Ferenc on the mouth, before he pulled the other man down on
him, driving his tongue into Ferenc’s mouth as far as it would go and
simultaneously forcing his prick as deep up the doctor’s ass as it could
penetrate. He held Ferenc against his groin like that, letting his cock pulsate
deep inside the other guy’s trembling body. Ferenc returned the kiss with
feverish intensity, sucking on Jozsef’s extended, probing tongue, and squirming
his buttocks against Jozsef’s thick thighs in mad erotic abandon.


The two men remained glued together for a few moments
of breathless passion, until, with a gasp, Jozsef let Ferenc go, and Ferenc
slumped against him, limp and moaning with lingering anal response, his
sphincter muscle still stretched around the shaft of the massively muscled hot
daddy’s huge, hard cock.


“Oh, Dr. Mészáros —you’ve really got a hot ass! One of
the hottest butts in Budapest. Oh, doctor, you hot fuck, you—you sexy guy, you
sweet little bitch—I don’t mean any disrespect—but, aw, shit!” Jozsef moaned.
“I love fucking you!”


“Oh, Jozsef, you goddamn stud—I love you, too!” Ferenc
replied. “I love having your cock in my hole!”


Markus, observing and overhearing this extravagant
exchange of endearments, snickered. “You two really ought to get a room. No,
wait. You’ve already got one! Right here. And you’re obviously doing just fine,
without me.”


“And we’re making good use of it,” Jozsef pointed out.
“I haven’t forgotten you, buddy. I still love you, too.”


“Good to hear it,” Markus responded, perhaps a bit
cynically. “Especially considering how enamored you suddenly seem to be of the
doctor—!”


“It’s just sex,” Jozsef insisted.


“Yeah, just sex,” Markus agreed, sullenly. In his
opinion, Jozsef was enjoying himself just a little too much! How odd, to feel
even the least bit jealous, irrationally, of Jozsef, because the man was just
doing his best to satisfy a goddamn john!


“Just sex, men,” Ferenc moaned. “But, oh, such
sex! Such great sex—! More,” he demanded. “I want some more! Neither of you is
going anywhere, tonight.  Not soon. I’ll pay extra. I’ll call Lajos right now,
and tell him so. I’ve got more work for you two to do!”


“We’re yours to command,” Jozsef assured him.


Yeah, Markus thought,
cynically. As long as you’re paying us by the hour!


“I don’t want to give the orders, or be in charge. Not
tonight. I want—oh, Jesus! I want to be you guys’ sex slave,” Ferenc babbled.
“I want both of you big muscle men to work me over, any way you want!”


“No problem,” Jozsef said. “Get busy! Kiss my feet.
The soles—kiss the soles of my feet! Then get your tongue in between my toes.
Suck on my toes! After that, you can work your way upward, to my cock and my balls,
and to my ass. Can’t wait to feel that tongue of yours cleaning out my hole.
You’re going to take good care of my buddy Markus, too, doctor. You’re going to
be real nice to him. You’re going to make my boy feel real good, to let him know
just how grateful you are to have a sexy young muscle stud like him here for
you to worship and serve, like the dirty, horny, muscle-loving sex pig you are.
Now, suck, doc! Suck! Let’s see what that mouth of yours is good
for, besides barking out orders. From now on, I’m the boss here. What I say
goes—and you’re going to do it, no matter how disgusting.” 
















 


Chapter Nine: Recruiting Some Extra Muscle


 


Working for the escort agency kept Markus busy some
nights, and it also increased his bank balance. Somehow, though, Markus still managed
to find time for purely recreational sex. He supposed that if he was a smarter,
more selfish, more cynical, and more venal whore, he’d have sex only for
money. But he couldn’t imagine himself doing that. He thought about all the hot
guys he’d miss out on, if he pursued such a restrictive policy!


The next time they got together for a play date, after
enjoying their usual explosive orgasms, Markus and Arpad relaxed and talked.
They compared notes, sharing stories of some of their other recent sexual
adventures.


They discovered that they both liked threesomes—which,
considering how strong their sex drives were, scarcely came as a surprise.


“Now, if you could have a threesome with me and your
choice of any guy at the gym,” Arpad asked, “whom would you want?”


“Any guy? Gay or straight?” Markus responded.


“Um, since we’re speaking theoretically—yeah, for the
purposes of argument, you can include the straight guys.”


“Then I’d want it to do it with you and that big tattooed
guy, Attila.”


“What,
him? Jesus, Markus! Okay, I admit it—the guy has a hot body. It almost makes up
for his ugly face. But he’s a diehard, incorrigible pussy hound. Nothing gay or
bi about him at all. I mean—shit! All he has to do is open his mouth, and you
can smell all the cunt he’s sucked, on his breath.”


“Don’t be crude. Somebody has to do the breeding and
the baby making, to create the next generation of gay men. And we said that
sexual orientation wouldn’t be a consideration,” Markus reminded Arpad. “We’re
fantasizing, remember? So anything goes.”


Arpad grunted. “Attila. So that’s what you like? I
thought you had better taste than that.”


“I like you,” Markus retorted. “So I can’t be
all that particular, can I?”


“Very funny, dude.”


“And you?” Markus prompted. “Your choice, for a
threesome with you and me?”


“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe that blond guy, Gusztav.”


“Ah—funny you should mention him.”


“Oh, you slut. Let me guess,” an exasperated Arpad
said. “You’ve had the guy?”


“A couple of times, yeah.”


“Fast worker, aren’t you? Gusztav didn’t join the gym
all that long ago.”


“Are you pissed off because I beat you to him?”


“Aw, shut the fuck up.” But then Arpad grinned. “You
can make it up to me, you know.”


“Let me guess. By getting into a threesome with you
and Gusztav?”


“Well,” Arpad pointed out, “it’s not as though he’s
straight, or that a threesome with him is otherwise outside of the range of
possibility.”


“All right,” Markus agreed. “I’ll ask him.”


To Markus’s relief, Arpad didn’t seem jealous, because
Markus had another local fuck buddy. If anything, Arpad seemed intrigued. He’d
never had any extended contact with Gusztav, although he knew him from the gym.


It didn’t take long for Markus to recruit Gusztav for
a threesome. Gusztav, like Arpad, was agreeable, indeed eager. The only
question was when to schedule it. They finally agreed to meet on a Friday
evening, at Markus’s place.


Markus served his two guests bottled dark lager. He
also had an extra-large pizza delivered. The pizza, with a thick soft crust,
was piled high with mushrooms and tomatoes, and seasoned with garlic, onion, parsley,
oregano, black pepper, and olive oil. As a final touch, it was covered by an
aromatic layer of Páter, a Hungarian cheese with a straw-yellow color, which
underwent a long ripening process and was exceptionally flexible, lending
itself well to being melted as a topping.


Arpad asked Gusztav about his training routine. Markus
was glad to see that the two men were getting along so well.


“This pizza is disgusting,” Arpad mumbled, as he
stuffed his face with another slice of it. “It’s going to make me all bloated
and blocky. I can feel my body fat increasing with every bite.”


“Yeah, it’s downright revolting,” Gusztav agreed. He
too was gorging himself.


“Don’t forget unhealthy,” Markus said, as he also
nibbled greedily on a slice.


Soon every morsel of the offending food item had been
consumed, and the three guys washed it down with more lager.


“All right, we’ve all made pigs of ourselves, and
we’ll have to train extra hard tomorrow, to burn off all these calories,” Gusztav
said. “Meanwhile—” He gave Markus a searching look. “There are other ways to
exercise. I seem to recall I was lured here with the promise of sex.”


Markus laughed. “My bed is turned down and waiting,
whenever you men are ready.”


“Bro, when I comes to sex, I was born ready!” Arpad
declared. “How about you, Gusztav?”


Gusztav grinned. “I’m ready, too. Just lead the way!”


They trooped into the bedroom, with a haste which
betrayed their eagerness for sex. With the same speed, the three bodybuilders
got undressed.


“I’m not used to seeing so much muscle in one room at
once,” Gusztav remarked. “At least not outside the locker room or the weight
room down at the gym. To say nothing of so much hard cock.”


“I am,” Arpad bragged. “But then, I’m afraid I’m a
slut. What’s your pleasure, Markus? You’re the host. It’d only be polite to let
you decide what we do first.”


 Markus was already holding his stiff penis in his
fist, gripping it firmly, stroking it. He groaned, responding to his
self-induced pleasure, and to the sight of the other two fine physiques in the
room. “I’m so fucking horny,” he confessed. “I’ll do anything! But to be
honest, guys—I’ve got this fantasy I’d kind of like to act out.”


“Let’s hear it,” Gusztav urged.


“I want to pretend I’m being ‘forced’—‘raped,’ even,” Markus
confessed, feverishly. “I want you guys to hold me down on the bed and fuck the
hell out of me, against my will, just using me for a cum dump.”


“Oh, is that all?” Gusztav asked, with a droll laugh.
“I was expecting something more extreme, involving ropes and chains, and whips,
maybe. I think Arpad and I can oblige you,” he added, after exchanging smirks
and nods with Arpad. “Yeah, stud, your ass is going to be up for grabs!”


I sure as hell hope so! Markus
told himself. Gusztav stood there, a youthful blond satyr or Priapus, grinning
at him insolently, while Arpad looked on, playing with his own rigid cock.


“If you think you’re up to the job, pussy boy,” Markus
taunted Gusztav. “You look like a wimp, to me.”


He’d intended to get a rise out of the guy. He’d
succeeded! Maybe too well!


Without saying another word, Gusztav sprang at Markus,
knocking him down onto the bed and pinning him underneath his hard, muscular
body on the mattress, proceeding to grind his crotch against Markus’s, naked
cock flesh against naked cock flesh. Markus struggled, trying to squirm out
from under the other man, and he started to yell further insults and taunts—but
these were cut off when Gusztav clamped his big, sweaty, calloused palm over Markus’s
mouth.


“Shut up, you muscle cunt,” Gusztav said,
matter-of-factly. “Or I won’t just fuck you—I’ll beat you black and blue! We
know your type, don’t we, Arpad? Big, tough, pumped-up dude. Who acts real
macho. But who’s nothing but a dirty sex pig of a cocksucker when you let him
have some cock!”


When Markus tried to bite his hand in retaliation, Gusztav
hauled back and slapped him on the face, none too gently, stunning him into
momentary submission.


But Markus’s reaction was surprising. “Uh, do that
again, please, hit me again!” he begged. “I like it! It turns me on!”


“Slut,” Gusztav decreed, obligingly smacking Markus’s
face a second time with the flat of his big, calloused hand again.


“Yeah,” Markus moaned, ecstatically. “Oh, yeah! That
gets me hot! So hot!”


“I can tell it does, pussy boy. What a cunt. Shit! I’ve
met your kind of dirty, nasty prickteasers before,” Gusztav blustered. “I’ve
fucked those bitches up the ass and they’ve always loved it and come back for
more. And you’re going to love it and beg for it, too, once it’s in you. We’re
both going to rape your ass, so you may as well just lie back and enjoy it.”


“Uh, yeah, that’s what I want,” Markus mumbled.
“That’s what I like. Treat me rough!”


Arpad suddenly seemed very eager indeed to start
acting out the fantasy scenario. 


“Let’s make good use of this bitch,” he suggested, to
Gusztav. “I want his ass.”


“Be my guest,” a sneering Gusztav told him.


Secretly, Markus was thrilled. Both of his musclebros
were perfectly nice guys, under normal circumstances. Now, though, egged on by
him, they were doing a pretty good imitation of being sexual sadists! Markus
wouldn’t have put anything past Arpad, whom, he suspected, had a dark side to
his ordinarily affable personality. But Markus was genuinely surprised by how
gleefully sweet Gusztav, who resembled an extremely muscular blond cherub, was
entering into the nasty roleplaying!


Maybe I should’ve been careful what I
wished for, Markus told himself. It’s a little
late now, though. Too late to back out now. Looks like my ass has had it!


Arpad hastily and rather clumsily mounted Markus.
Lifting Markus’s legs over his shoulders, he tried to penetrate his ass without
using any lubricant, while Gusztav, his supposed accomplice in crime, looked on
excitedly, with his own big hard-on sticking far out in front of his groin,
dripping semen from the pouting piss slit in its tip.


Arpad’s unlubricated cockhead pressed against Markus’s
dry, tense, and unprepared sphincter rim. The nudge of the glans against his
pucker hurt, and Markus grimaced and gasped in unfeigned pain.


“Open your asshole and take his dick,” Gusztav told
him, bluntly. “Or—do you want me to bitch slap you again?” he added, callously.
“Maybe that’d turn you on. Either way, you’re going to get fucked, and there’s
nothing you can do about it.”


“Yeah, spread it, pussy boy,” Arpad growled, getting
into the spirit of the rape fantasy.


“All right. Fuck me. But for Christ’s sake, you’re
going to have to grease it up first. I can’t take your cock dry like this,” Markus
whimpered. “You’re hung too big.”


“Bullshit.” Arpad’s strong legs forced Markus’s thighs
wider apart. “Relax,” he grunted. “Take it.”


“I can’t. You’re hurting me, you bastard.”


“You’re going to have to relax and open that hole if
you want it fucked, boy!” Arpad warned.


“Grease it up first!” Markus repeated. “Don’t fuck me
dry,” he begged. “Put some of this on your dick, you bastard,” he instructed,
offering Arpad the lube. “But don’t use too much. I don’t want to have a sore
asshole in the morning, but I don’t want to spoil my pleasure, either. I like
to feel some friction inside my hole when I get fucked.”


He wasn’t exactly talking like a reluctant, unwilling
rape victim. And Arpad called him on that.


“Sounds like you really want it, dude,” Arpad grunted.


“There’s nothing I can do to stop you from screwing
me, you pricks, but don’t think I’m going to like it,” Markus lied, reverting
into his feigned, nonconsensual mode. And he, like his two companions, knew
damn well he was lying! Although his face still burned from Gusztav’s abusive
slap, there was undeniably something perversely exciting about the fantasy
scenario. The two muscular studs were both strong and virile, and they seemed
determined to screw Markus, whether he liked the idea of submitting to them or
not. And—just as undeniably—the prospect of being “raped” by the two horny men
really turned Markus on!


“All right,” Arpad grumbled. “Give me that lube.”


“Pussy,” Gusztav taunted Markus. “A real man could
take it dry.”


Okay, let’s see you take it that way,
first! Markus wanted to retort. But he kept silent.


His anus seemed to be smoldering, deep inside, as he
watched Arpad prepare to anoint his dick with the lubricant. Even this slight
delay was agony for Markus.


There were worse ways to spend an evening at home than
by being fucked by two potent stallions in heat! Impulsively, Markus pressed
his mouth against Arpad’s, while his fuck buddy smeared a handful of the
slippery gel lubricant over his dick. Markus felt the other young man’s warm
lips part in a gasp of lustful delight as he accepted and returned the hot,
open-mouthed, spit-swapping kiss.


“You see?” Gusztav asked, mockingly. “It’s not so bad,
once you make up your mind not to fight it.” He was half-sitting, half-lying on
the bed, making himself comfortable, watching both of the other two men
closely, and he let out a deep, throaty groan of approval when he saw Arpad’s
well-lubed cockhead push its way inside Markus’s asshole. “Oh, yeah, stud—take
that tight muscle ass,” Gusztav encouraged Arpad. “Stretch it out. Feel that
hot hole throb all around your cock.”


Markus grunted, but he forced himself to overlook the
slight discomfort which the insertion cost him. Determined to relax and take
it, he surrendered his ass, and Arpad moaned with loud, boyish delight and
animal excitement when his prickshaft slid in deeper, but now with merciful
ease, quickly filling Markus’s ass completely. Markus cut off his gym friend’s
lurid sounds of pleasure by thrusting his own tongue deep into Arpad’s open
mouth, while Arpad began to fuck Markus with a thrillingly rapid, steady,
in-and-out rhythm, really reaming out his manhole.


Markus’s sensuality, never exactly sluggish in its
response time to such stimulation, was now fully aroused, and he suddenly
wanted the sex even more, perhaps, than his two horny companions did. He
desperately wanted to get fucked!


“Uh, give it to me, you hung bastards,” he heard
himself groaning against Arpad’s sweet-tasting, warm mouth.


“Some ‘rape victim’ he is,” was Gusztav’s cynical
comment.


“Hot-assed motherfucker—yeah, oh, yeah,” Arpad moaned,
suddenly sounding weak and helpless, the prey of his own overpowering lust. It was
almost as though it was he, not Markus, who wanted to pretend he was being
taken against his will, used for Markus’s and Gusztav’s selfish pleasure. Markus’s
asshole gripped and milked the full length of the dark-haired stud’s throbbing
male organ.


“Fuck that ass, dude,” Gusztav urged Arpad. “Own his
hole. Make it yours. Your property. Yours to fuck!”


“Ah,” Arpad cried out hoarsely, clearly excited beyond
the point of any self-control by his possession of his handsome musclebro’s
body, by the way Markus’s rectum impaled itself gladly—indeed, greedily—upon
every thick inch of his virile young cockshaft. Wildly arousing was the way in
which Markus’s anal muscles and internal flesh caressed and stroked Arpad’s
prick, rippling around its bulk in feverish spasms of pure lust. “Ah, fucking
hell! Your ass—it’s driving me crazy, dude!”


Markus ignored his fucker’s outcries and he
concentrated on what he was feeling as Arpad fucked him. Markus couldn’t
deny it—he was enjoying himself immensely. If having one Maine man in his bed
was good, then treating himself to two at once were even better. Arpad was
doing a fine job of screwing him. And Markus had Gusztav’s reliable cock in
reserve! He felt confident that he was proving, once again, that he was one of
the hottest fucks either man had ever had.


“I want it! And I want it hard and rough. Give it to
me, Arpad, give me a real good fucking, goddamn you!” Markus gasped. “Get that
prick of yours in there and fuck!”


Arpad’s prick plunged repeatedly into the heated
depths of Markus’s ass. Markus groaned with sheer erotic delight when he felt
his anal walls tightening up to squeeze his handsome young fuck buddy’s dick
even more violently.


“What a sight,” Gusztav muttered, appreciatively, as
he stared at the two hard-muscled young bodies banging together beside him on
the bed, the mattress rocking under the repeated impact. “What a horny goddamn
sight! This is better than watching porn.” The contrast between Markus’s pale,
creamy flesh and Arpad’s darker, olive-toned skin excited him. He couldn’t
decide which of the two studs he found more attractive, sexier. Luckily,
though, he didn’t have to choose. He could have them both!


Arpad was still pounding his prick deep into Markus’s
butt when Gusztav decided, instead of remaining an observer, to get into the
act. The blond bodybuilder clambered clumsily into a different position on the quaking
bed, positioning himself above Markus’s head. He lowered his hairy buttocks
onto Markus’s face.


“Suck my ass, bitch!” Gusztav panted, reaching down to
spread his ass cheeks wide with his hands, as he rubbed the furry cleft between
them over Markus’s lips. “Get your fucking tongue up in there. Lick and suck!
Suck my ass for me while your hot stud buddy screws you!”


Markus stuck his tongue far out of his mouth and up
the horny bastard’s asshole. Gusztav shuddered above him, and, leaning forward,
he held Markus’s ankles high in the air, keeping Markus’s legs spread in a wide
V-shape so that Arpad could hump him more easily.


“Thanks, man,” Arpad gasped. “That helps.”


“Teamwork,” Gusztav replied. “Let’s use Markus like
the man whore he is. That’s what he wants from us.”


Leaning forward still more, Gusztav kissed Arpad on
the mouth, while Markus rimed Gusztav and took Arpad’s dick up his ass, the
relentless fuck tool driving into him again and again.


As the three men’s naked bodies shook together on the
bed, Markus felt his asshole flexing wildly against the cylindrical mass of his
fucker’s cock. Then Arpad came in him, pumping his sperm into Markus’s butt in
quick, high-powered spurts of fluid which helped to push Markus over the edge
of orgasm, too.


Arpad had barely stopped shooting, deep within Markus’s
now semen-inundated ass, when Gusztav moved still closer to the two other men
on the bed. Gusztav had his cock in his hand and he began to masturbate
himself, frenziedly, while Markus went on rimming him for a moment. Then, after
Arpad reluctantly yanked his dripping dick out of his willing victim’s ass and
he collapsed on a vacant part of the bed, Gusztav took his place between Markus’s
legs.


“Okay, men,” Gusztav announced. “Now I’ll show you how
it’s done.”


“You’re awfully goddamn macho, all of a sudden,”
Markus taunted the blond guy.


“You’re about to see just how macho,” Gusztav warned
him.


Gusztav—Markus was quickly reminded—was well-hung,
too. Maybe he wasn’t quite as spectacularly endowed as Arpad, but he was more
than adequate! And the deceptively good-natured blond guy really knew how to
use his sexual equipment to plow another man’s ass. Markus’s jism-lubricated
anal canal welcomed the second hard-on which was now shoved up it with abrupt,
businesslike haste. Within a few moments, before he’d even had a chance to
catch his breath after sucking Gusztav’s ass, Markus was being fucked again,
his body once again squirming and shuddering under the weight of another horny,
rutting male.


Gusztav treated him to a good, rough, flat-out fuck
for several minutes before he suddenly blasted his own load of sperm inside Markus’s
hot ass, nuzzling Markus’s chest with his lips and tongue as he swung his
muscular, sweaty body down against Markus’s again and again, piledriving his
prick into Markus’s bunghole with long, fast strokes which soon had Markus
moaning with shameless pleasure.


Arpad, watching Gusztav take his friend like that, had
to admit that the pretty blond guy did seem to know a trick or two!


As things turned out, Gusztav and Arpad had bitten off
more than they’d been prepared to chew. They were both startled by Markus’s
whorish abandon and stamina, when their suddenly quite aggressive “rape victim”
used his hands and mouth to excite them both again, insisting that each of them
screw him to orgasm a second time before he gave them a chance to rest. With
four loads of fresh, potent sperm flooding his anus, Markus finally allowed his
sex partners to take a break and get something to drink. 


“We used our buddy’s mouth and ass the way nature
intended them to be used, didn’t we?” a gleeful Gusztav asked Arpad.


“We sure did, stud,” Arpad replied. “To look at you, I
wouldn’t have thought you were the aggressive, alpha muscle male type. Must’ve
been something in that pizza which set you off. The oregano, maybe.”


“Yeah, that must’ve been what made Markus’s ass so
smoking hot,” Gusztav agreed.


“Guys, I’m right here,” Markus complained. “I can hear
you talking about me, you know.”


“Did I hear the sex slave say something?” Arpad joked.
“Something along the lines of, ‘fuck me some more, sirs, please,’ maybe?”


“Bastards,” Markus grumbled. “I really need to start
hooking up with a better class of men.”


“Well, you’re not likely to find them down at the
gym,” Gusztav warned. “All the guys there are as oversexed as we are.”


More lager refreshed the three muscle men and quenched
their post-coital thirst. But it did nothing to extinguish the erotic fires
which still smoldered in their loins.


Before too long, the three guys resumed their frenzied
nude sexual grappling, joining their bodies in every configuration possible,
and coaxing orgasm after orgasm from one another, until—long after
midnight—they finally admitted defeat and they slumped down on Markus’s bed
together, in a pile of limp muscle, to grant themselves some well-earned and
much-needed sleep.
















 


Chapter Ten: Not So Poor, Not So Little


 


Markus had been giving a lot of sex away for free
recently, and although he didn’t regret having done so, he was still willing to
make money by exploiting his physique. And so he was delighted when he received
a call from the escort agency.


The caller was, as so often, his pal Lajos, one of the
guys who handled the bookings.


“You told us you were free tomorrow evening,” Lajos
reminded Markus. “Still up for an appointment then?”


“Oh, definitely,” Markus assured him.


“Good, because I’ve got a live one for you. He saw
your photos on the website, and he sounded all excited when I talked to him on
the phone a moment ago. He wanted to know if you really look like that.
Specifically, if you’re really ‘a huge hardcore motherfucker with muscles out
to here,’ as he so delicately put it.” Lajos laughed, and Markus echoed him. “I
told him that ‘of course, sir, our escorts are exactly as depicted and
described.’ He wants you for four hours. Eight to midnight. Okay?”


“Okay.” Markus calculated what his cut from a
four-hour session would be. “In call, or out?”


“Out. And get this. The address is in Rózsadomb. That’s a very exclusive, expensive
neighborhood, you know. And this is a house, not an apartment building. You may
have hit the jackpot, if this guy becomes a regular.”


“Let’s hope so.”


“The odd thing is—well, I know you can’t always judge
from voices. But this guy, Bertok, sounds very young over the phone. Still, his
credit card is good, which is what matters.”


“Maybe he’s a senior citizen with a deceptively
youthful-sounding voice,” Markus speculated.


“Maybe. Guess you’ll soon find out, big guy. Here’s
the address.”


Markus’s car was an older model, purchased
second-hand. The body was nothing to look at, with a few dents and rust spots,
but the vehicle was mechanically sound. Arriving in the Rózsadomb, or “Rose
Hill” neighborhood, where he felt distinctly out of place, Markus managed to
find a parking spot on the street near the number Lajos had given him.


The house was a three-story structure in Second Empire
style, red brick embellished with cut stonework, with a mansard roof. A tall
iron fence separated the property from the sidewalk. The gate was secured by a
keypad lock, and, standing in front of it, Markus saw a security camera mounted
on a pole and aimed directly down at him.


He pressed the button of the intercom built into one
of the gateposts.


“Yeah?” a voice drawled. “Oh, it’s you!”


“I’m Markus. I think you’re expecting me?”


“I sure am. Wow! You really do look just like your
photos, dude! That guy Lajos wasn’t kidding me.”


Markus’s lips twitched as he fought back a smile. The
unseen john’s disembodied voice did sound very youthful—almost juvenile.



“May I come in?” Markus inquired.


“Oh, yeah, of course.” There was a buzz, and the gate
opened, with a click.


Bertok opened the front door before Markus had a
chance to knock on it or ring the doorbell.


Markus’s new client was indeed very young—nineteen or
twenty at the most, Markus estimate—and he had a college jock look about him.
He had a burly physique, which in this warm weather he was showing off by
wearing khaki shorts, training shoes without socks, and a tight-fitting orange
T-shirt.


“Come right on it,” Bertok invited Markus. “This way.
Let’s sit down and have something to drink. My parents are out of town. They’re
in Debrecen, visiting family there. We have the whole place to ourselves. Well,
except for the servants.”


“The servants?”


“Yeah, Agnes the housekeeper, Karola the cook, and Rudi
the chauffeur. They’re the only ones who live here. The maids come in during
the daytime, and so does the gardener when he’s needed. Anyway, I told Agnes, Karola,
and Rudi I wouldn’t need them tonight, so they won’t bother us. My Mom and Dad
expect them to babysit me while they’re gone. But as long as I’m here in the
house—they don’t need to keep me under observation. After all, what could
possibly happen to me, if I’m just here entertaining a friend?” Bertok asked
this rhetorical question, with a lewd, satyr-like leer on his boyishly handsome
face. “My folks have already called, to make sure I’m here and I’m behaving
myself. So we’re all set. Good to go.”


Markus was still trying to absorb the mere notion of
having live-in servants—plural. One of them the chauffeur, no less!


“Huh,” he mumbled, for lack of anything else to say.


During this conversation, Bertok had led him from the
vestibule into one of the rooms in the front of the house. Too elegantly
furnished to be called a mere “living room,” the space was more like a drawing
room, or a salon. There was an abundance of marble, gilt, crystal, and polished
dark woods. Virtually everything else, though, was in carefully coordinated
shades of blue, with white and gold accents—the wallpaper, the Oriental rugs
underfoot, the plush upholstery and throw pillows, the window drapes. A
collection of blue-and-white Chinese porcelain was on display, including a pair
of enormous vases set on the floor, flanking the marble fireplace. With blue
dragons coiled about their creamy white backgrounds, the vases were over six
feet high, taller than Markus.


Gesturing for Markus to sit down on one of the
overstuffed armchairs, Bertok went toward a gleaming brass bar cart on casters.


“I’ve already had a couple of citrus flushes,” Bertok
said. “But I can make you anything you want.”


“Ah—what’s a citrus flush?” Markus asked. It sounded
like some sort of purgative treatment. He rarely drank any alcohol beverages
other than beer or wine.


“Red grapefruit flavored vodka, orange juice, and
lemon lime soda,” Bertok explained.


“Oh. Well, I’ll try one of those, please, if it’s not
too much trouble. Easy on the vodka, though.” With a four-hour sex session of
him, Markus didn’t want to risk getting too buzzed too soon.


“Coming right up.”


Markus sipped his drink cautiously, nursing it. He saw
that Bertok, seated near him, imbibed more freely. The boy wasn’t drunk, but he
was definitely in a relaxed mood, and not at all self-conscious. It was as
though he and Markus were old friends.


“How’s the drink?” Bertok asked.


“Fine.”


“This is really expensive vodka. So drink up. There’s
plenty more. I’ve got to say one thing for my Mom and Dad. They taught me to
spare no expense when it comes to entertaining guests. Not that I’m the one
paying for the booze, of course,” Bertok said, with a little giggle. He
scrutinized Markus, looking him up and down, with unabashed, possessive desire.
“You’re huge,” he remarked. “Huge and hard. All over, from the looks of you.
Just what I ordered.”


“I take my weight training pretty seriously.”


“Are you on steroids?”


Markus saw no reason to be coy. “One of my regular
clients is a doctor.” He was referring, of course, to Ferenc Mészáros, the
physician who often hired Jozsef and Markus, either individually, or together,
for a threesome. “He keeps me supplied with oral steroids. But I’m careful. I
only take them in moderation, and I follow his directions. They can
enhance your physique. But you still have to put in the time at the gym and
pump the iron.”


“I like men with big muscles. What’s it like, being a
male prostitute?” Bertok wanted to know.


“It’s a job.”


“I bet you have to have sex with a lot of creeps.”


“I try to be professional, and see the good in
everybody.”


“You must not often have a chance to fuck a guy as
young and as good-looking as me,” Bertok said, smugly.


Nor one as modest as you, too,
Markus thought. Bertok, he had concluded, was a bit of a spoiled brat. And yet
Markus couldn’t dislike him. There was a combination of arrogant entitlement
and almost childlike glee in the lad which was provocative and more than a
little titillating.


“You’re very handsome,” Markus said, graciously.


“So are you.”


“Do you do this often?” Markus inquired.


“What, hire escorts? Sure. Maybe every six weeks or
so. In between, I fuck around with my school friends. Hiring a stud is
something I treat myself to, and I look forward to it. Of course, I can’t spend
all my pocket money on guys like you, as much as I’d like it. My parents
let me manage my money, I mean my allowance, myself, but it’s not that much.
Everything else is tied up in the trust funds, and I can’t touch them yet.”


“I see.” The rich certainly are different from us
common folk, Markus was thinking. This kid’s frigging “pocket money” had
better include a decent tip! Something tells me this brat is going to make me
earn every goddamn forint of my fee, before we’re done.


“I wish I had my own apartment, so I could have men
over all the time,” Bertok said, wistfully. “Of course, if I could do that,
I’d probably spend so much on you guys that I’d run through all my money.”


“It must be annoying,” Markus suggested. “I mean,
having to sneak around. Worrying about your parents finding out.”


“Tell me about it! I’m just a poor little rich boy,”
Bertok quipped. “Well—maybe not so poor, and not so little!” he bragged. He
flexed one arm, pulling up the sleeve of his T-shirt and displaying his
bunched-up biceps muscle for Markus’s inspection. “Eventually, I hope I’ll have
really big muscles, like yours. I guess there’s not much I can do about
enlarging my dick, though. If there were, then I’d hustle, too, and maybe even
do porn. That’d piss up my folks, for sure!” He giggled, again. “In your photos
on the website, your cock looks huge, dude! Are those pics for
real, or are they photoshopped?”


“Ah—what you see is what you get. As I’m sure you’ll
want to, soon. The agency doesn’t do false advertising.”


“Yeah,” Bertok said, snickering. “I guess it wouldn’t
do for one of you studs to show off a big schlong on the website, and then, when
you show up in person and drop your pants, you’re hung small!”


“Could be embarrassing,” Markus agreed.


“God, I like guys with big muscles and big dicks!”
Bertok declared, his facial expression and tone of voice betraying frank
enthusiasm. “Last time, I had Lajos get two guys for me—so I could have
a threesome,” he said, with relish. “They weren’t as well-built or as
good-looking as you, but shit, did those dudes ever know how to fuck! They
really liked to party, so that night was well worth the expense. I had so much
of that hot, hard hustler cock in my mouth and up my ass that I could barely
talk or sit down, afterward!


“My Mom and Dad were home, so I had to meet those two
studs at one of their places. I made the excuse that I was just going to hang
out with a couple of my buddies, and of course I had to be home by my curfew. It
was a crummy little studio apartment in a bad part of town, but, hey, I wasn’t
there to admire the décor! These two hustlers—their names are Kolos and Marton,
do you know them?”


“No,” Markus said. “But then, you have to realize I
don’t have any real opportunities to socialize with the other guys who work for
the agency.”


“Too bad. I sort of had this idea that all you
hustlers get together and party, on your own time! Oh, well. Another jerkoff
fantasy shot to hell! Anyway, once I saw Marton and Kolos in person, I was
really excited by the thought of taking on both of those well-hung brutes at
once.


“We all got stoned first, of course, on this amazingly
high-grade coke I’d bought and brought along. No wonder my allowance never
seems to last long! Once the three of us were good and coked up,” Bertok went
on, “we got naked. God, I was horny! I started to give Kolos head. Christ,
Markus, was he hung! His dick was uncut, of course, and it had a slight curve
to it. And all that blood rushing down into it made it this dark reddish-purple
color, so it looked like a huge, ripe frigging eggplant. He filled my mouth and
my mouth with that thing, just about choking me. He tasted delicious, very
masculine, sort of cheesy under his foreskin when I poked my tongue in there
and licked it. My mouth didn’t stop watering the whole time I worked on him, so
his prick slipped in and out of mouth and throat on a bath of my saliva, and my
spit started to leak out of my lips and drool down my chin. I let some of it
fall onto my fingertips, and then I reached down and I began to jerk myself off
while I blew him, using my spit for lube on my dick.


“But then Marton started to get impatient, and he
wanted the same treatment. I had to keep moving back and forth from his cock to
Kolos’s, sucking them both in turn. Those horny young animals never gave me a
chance to catch my breath!


“Then they shoved both of their pricks into my mouth
at once! ‘Suck, rich bitch!’ they told me. ‘Suck our cocks! Yeah, eat the meat,
pretty boy!’ I really did think I’d choke to death on that hot hard man whore
dick then, but somehow I held on and I managed to suck on them both. Oh, fuck,
Markus, I was in cocksucking heaven! Two bastards working me over, fucking my
mouth, using me like a goddamn whore—uh, no offense, dude. I mean ‘whore’ in a
good way.


“Next, the guys reciprocated, which kind of surprised
me, because they were so butch, so goddamn macho, and I’d assumed they might be
just trade. But no, once they got into it, they really got into it! They
took turns sucking me, and they were damn good at it. And that wasn’t the end
of their oral talent. After I’d been sucked for a while, I got hungry again,
myself. I went back to work, blowing Marton, and he swung his body around on
the bed and he turned it into a sixty-nine. I sucked him while he sucked me,
and then Kolos started to tongue-fuck each of us in turn, while we went on
blowing each other. That was wild! That hungry son of a bitch shoved his tongue
halfway up my ass and swabbed me out as though I had a warm, wet rag in there,
wiping me!


“After enjoying that for a few minutes, I let Marton
get on top of me, in fucking position. His prick felt as hard as a steel girder
when he rammed it up my ass, and even with the lube, I screamed like a dumbass girl
losing her cherry as he took me. He and Kolos had told me, while we were talking,
before we got started, that when they weren’t working for the agency, they
always took turns fucking each other, and they loved it when they had a third
man’s ass at their disposal, either on or off the job. I have to tell you, I
like it rough sometimes, Markus, but this fuck was really rough! Still,
I manned up, and I just lay there and took it.


“Jesus, Markus, if only you’d been there! Getting
fucked liked that while I was high on the coke was fantastic! Soon I forgot all
about the pain in my ass, and all I felt was pleasure. I couldn’t get enough of
that nasty guy’s cock!


“Kolos growled that his buddy was being a selfish
prick, and that it was his turn to take a crack at my ass. So Marton pulled out
of me, and a moment later Kolos was inside me, instead. I had his strong body
on top of mine, holding me down. His mouth slobbered all over my nips, while
his dick pumped in and out of my rear end like a jackhammer. I felt my asshole
burning and clenching around his shaft, and my own cock was getting hotter and
slimier, dripping my jizz all over my belly. Then, in mid-fuck, I had one of
the biggest orgasms ever!


“My whole body started to shake and shudder with lust.
I grabbed Kolos’s shoulders, and then his butt cheeks, and I literally pushed
his ass down against me so that every inch of his cock went up my ass and it
really reamed me out the whole time I was coming! I had a huge
ejaculation, my wet cum flying everywhere, my body arching up against his again
and again. I could feel his big dick filling my ass, stretching it out, and
hammering in and out of my guts so violently that it became painful again. Kolos
didn’t come, though—maybe because he was too stoned and the coke had slowed
down his flow of jizz. He just kept screwing me!


“He ripped his dick out of me, and he told Marton to
take over. ‘Pound that boy’s sloppy, cummy hole for him,’ he said. As though
Marton needed his buddy to tell him what to do! I was fucked some more, even
more roughly, because Marton had enjoyed a break. He humped me as though he’d
gone without sex for a month! 


“When I got tired of lying in that position, with my
legs up over Marton’s shoulders, and I begged him to ease up for a minute, he
grunted in a kind of disgusted-sounding way, no doubt thinking I was a wimp.
But he did pull out of my ass. He changed places with Kolos, who turned me over
onto my belly and got on top of me. Kolos gave me every inch of his thick,
throbbing fuck tool. Oh, Markus, that felt great! He was so strong, so butch,
and he was such a dirty, horny animal in bed, not sparing me, just using me for
his pleasure! I was in love! With both him and his buddy! And, suddenly, I wanted
him to hurt me while he humped me!


“I begged him to spank my ass cheeks for me, as hard
as he could, while he fucked me. He did it, and he fucked me even harder,
because spanking me seemed to turn him on, too. His big hands smacking my
behind started to sting and burn, and I went out of my frigging mind, I was so
hot for cock!


“After that, things maybe got a little out of hand. I
was ‘forced’ to suck their assholes, and sniff and lick their sweaty, smelly
armpits. Even lick their feet and suck on their toes. All sorts of kinky shit
like that. And of course I got fucked again, by both of them. Fucked hard! Maybe
they got a bit too rough with me. But I didn’t complain, or tell them to
stop. I liked it! I wanted it! I was feeling quite masochistic, and the more
they abused me, the hotter I got!” Bertok smirked. “I was one well-satisfied
slut after that session, believe me!”


Feeling that some sort of a response was called for,
Markus murmured, “That sounds like a hard act to follow. I hope I’ll be able to
make you every bit as happy, tonight.”


“Oh, don’t worry about it, big guy, I’m sure you will.
In fact, now that you mention it—! Telling you about those dudes Marton and
Kolos, thinking about they worked me over—that’s gotten me hot. Why don’t you
get naked?” Bertok suggested.


“Would you like me to?”


“Fuck, yeah!”


“But—right here, in this room?”


“Why not? Like I said, no one will interrupt us.”


“All right.” You’re paying, Markus thought, and
the customer is always right! If we end up getting sweat and body fluids on any
of this fancy upholstery, that won’t be my problem.


He stood up and he began to undress.


He deposited his shoes under a chair, and he folded
and stacked his garments on the chair’s seat. Nude, he stood, waiting further
instructions or demands, with his hands at his sides and his bare feet sunk
into the soft wool pile of the rug.


But Bertok was stripping, too. He was more careless
with his clothes, flinging them nonchalantly onto the floor. When his body
emerged from the discarded garments, Markus could see and feel his own cock
getting hard in response to the sight. The stuck-up little rich bitch had a fine
body, which had evidently benefited from some weight training. His skin was
flawless. His nipples looked like two pieces of conical chocolate candy perched
on his pecs. His belly was enviably flat and hard, with the beginnings of a six-pack.
His uncircumcised cock swung out long and thick and veiny in semi-erection, the
head still sheathed in its foreskin, the shaft acing outward above a pair of
man-sized, lightly furred balls. 


Better yet, Bertok possessed a cheeky ass, the two
mounds of buttock muscle resembling perfect hemispheres, held up high in
defiance of gravity, and covered by creamy flesh. The thought that, before the
evening was over, he might be inserting his cock between those ass cheeks and
driving it far up inside that highly fuckable-looking ass, made Markus’s dick
stiffen even more, achieving its maximum degree of erection and readiness.


Bertok noticed his tumescence. “Aw, hell! Nice dick,
man! Shit! No false advertising there, that’s for sure!”


“I’m glad you like it.”


“Are you going to let me have it?”


“Of course, any way you want.” Sorely tempted to add, you’ve
paid for it, after all, Markus managed to restrain himself.


“I want it in my mouth and up my ass,” the precocious young
john announced.


“Sounds like a plan.” Markus continued to fight the
urge to let sarcasm seep into his tone of voice.


“First, put on a muscle show for me,” Bertok insisted.
“Pose and flex for me. Let me touch those big, hard muscles. Let me feel
them—rub them.”


“Go right ahead.”


For Markus, this was familiar territory. His johns
often wanted him to display his physique for them, while they indulged in some
muscle worship.


Bertok had him stand in front of the fireplace, with
his back turned toward it, between the two massive dragon vases. The boy’s
hands roamed all over the escort’s nude body, exploring it, touching,
squeezing, and rubbing his muscles.


“Fuck, oh, fuck,” Bertok murmured. “You’re the best
whore the agency’s set me up with yet!”


Markus accepted this blunt assessment as a compliment,
as it was no doubt intended to be.


“Thanks,” he said. “I pride myself on being the best.”
This was no time for false modesty.


Bertok began to bring his lips and tongue into play,
as well as his hands, kissing and licking and sucking the bodybuilder’s flesh.
Markus groaned as the kid worked on him. Bertok might be young, but it was
obvious that he was anything but inexperienced. He sucked on Markus’s nipples.
He urged Markus to lift and flex his arms, so that he could sniff and lick Markus’s
armpit, from which rivulets of sweat were already tricking down over his
serratus and external oblique muscles.


“Uh, dude, you smell good, and your sweat tastes
good,” Bertok moaned.


Markus assumed that they’d move on quickly to more
explicit sex acts. But Bertok surprised him. He tore himself away from Markus
and he went to the drink cart. There, methodically, a nude bartender with a
stiff prick, he mixed two fresh citrus flushes.


“Here,” he said, handing one of the glasses to Markus.
“Let’s take these upstairs with us. You can leave your clothes right there.”


Naked, they went back to the vestibule and climbed the
staircase—all the way to the third floor of the house.


“This is my room,” Bertok told Markus, as he opened
the door and turned on the ceiling light. “Let’s get high. I’ve got some of
that good coke left.”


This was another luxuriantly furnished and decorated
room, although here the prevailing color scheme was brown, tan, gray, and deep
rust red, no doubt because that was considered “masculine.” The space was large
enough to contain not only a king size bed, but a desk and chair, an armoire
and a trunk in addition to the closets, and a small sitting area with a table
placed between two leather armchairs.


The bed was turned down, and, obviously in
anticipation of receiving the visit from his stud-for-hire, Bertok had placed a
neatly folded clean towel and a plastic pump bottle of lubricant on the
nightstand. He switched on a small table lamp on the nightstand, and he turned
off the ceiling fixture. Then he got out his drug apparatus—a little mirror, a
razor blade, a vial containing the cocaine, and a cut-off piece of plastic
drinking straw, to snort the coke through.


Between the citrus flush, which he drained, and the
coke, Markus soon began to feel pleasantly befuddled. He and Bertok were seated
in the armchairs, with the table between them.


“Ready to get started?” Bertok asked, eagerly.


“I was born ready,” Markus bragged. “What do you want
me to do?”


“First, jerk off a little for me, please,” Bertok
begged, looking at Markus with a sudden hunger in his eyes. “I want to see you
play with your prick.”


“Sure, whatever you want.” Maintaining his languid
pose, Markus leaned back in his comfortable chair, nude, spreading his legs
wide and exposing his crotch. His dick sprang up, unencumbered by clothing,
pointing toward the ceiling of the bedroom. He reached down, closed his fingers
in a loose fist around his shaft, and he began to stroke himself.


“Fuck, man, that is a big dick!” Bertok gasped.


“Like it?” Markus asked, provocatively.


“You bet I do.”


“Want it?” Markus inquired, even more brazenly,
although he was quite confident that the answer would be yes.


“Yeah,” Bertok moaned, confirming Markus’s assessment
of the situation. Bertok was unusually young for a john, and his family was
rich. But when it came right down to it, the boy behaved like any other guy who
was paying for sex. He wanted to get laid. He wanted to get his money’s worth!
It was time for Markus to perform, and live up to the customer’s expectations.


 “You’ve got such a hot body, and such a big cock,” Bertok
said, the words coming out of him in a rush. “Can I suck it?”


“You most certainly may,” Markus, all selfless magnanimity,
deigned to say. “Be my guest!”


Bertok had been drinking, too, in addition to snorting
the coke. He set his empty glass down on the table. Then he fell to his knees on
the floor in front of where Markus sat, wedging his muscular young body in
between Markus’s thighs. Glancing down, Markus saw that Bertok had a healthy
young erection protruding from his groin which was every bit the equal of
Markus’s priapic display. But, ignoring his own no doubt nagging tumescence, Bertok
seemed to want to concentrate his attentions upon his naked, muscular, aroused rent
boy.


Bertok parted his lips, stuck out his tongue, and
swabbed it over the insides of Markus’s thighs. Next, he licked Markus’s
testicles, before running his tongue up the underside of Markus’s cockshaft, to
his swollen, bulbous glans.


Markus lay back and groaned with pleasure as Bertok
licked and sucked his perspiring, salty-tasting flesh. The boy’s mouth felt
warm and moist on Markus’s skin, and his restlessly darting tongue raised
goosebumps on Markus’s flesh, with Markus shuddering in ecstatic response to
the light, flickering pressure.


Then, with shaking hands, Bertok parted Markus’s legs wider
and he pressed his face deeper into his groin. His lips brushed their way through
Markus’s sweat-dampened pubic bush, and then he used his tongue to wet the head
and the shaft of Markus’s cock. Markus cried out in suffocated, hoarse passion
when Bertok began to lick his cock and balls, darting lower between Markus’s
thighs to lap at the cleft of his ass, with lewd fervor and agility.


“Uh—whore boy! You whore boy, you!” Markus panted, the
words sounding, as he intended, not like insults, but rather as high praise. Technically,
Markus was the whore, but Bertok was behaving more like a paid slut than a john
at the moment. “You ass licker, you! Uh—eat that ass! Rim it, boy, and rim it
good. Get that fucking tongue in there, deep!”


“Fuck, yeah, dude—you don’t know how much I’ve wanted
to do this. Ever since I saw your pictures on the website, ever since you
walked in the door tonight! Suck your dick—taste your ass,” Bertok groaned,
between licks. “Looks like you’re pretty hard up, huh, guy? I’m all sexed up,
too. I really need to drop a load. And not by jacking off. Fuck that shit! I
want to do it with a man,” he declared. “A real man, like you!”


Even as his lust mounted, Markus felt a surge of
gratitude. He’d struck pay dirt with this hot, uninhibited young number! Bertok’s
lewd words, combined with his oral kill, resulted in Markus feeling very horny
indeed, absolutely frantic to get fucked, if possible. As good as Bertok was
proving himself to be at cocksucking, Markus wanted the two of them to ball.


He tugged at the youth’s shoulders, gently urging him
to sit back on his heels and let go of Markus’s cock. “There seems to be a
perfectly good bed going to waste, right over there,” he said.


Bertok grinned up at him. “Yeah, let’s get on it, you
nasty muscle fuck. We might as well get comfortable. And there’s more light
over there. I want to see all of you, and I want to touch and kiss and lick you,
everywhere, too.”


“And I want to do the same things to you—and more.
Much more!”


Bertok groaned. “I knew you’d be hot, man.”


Bertok lay down beside Markus on the bed, eagerly
seeking Markus’s mouth with his own lips. Markus threw his arms around him and
caressed his broad tanned shoulders and back, rejoicing in having such a
physically desirable sex partner. He usually didn’t fool around with guys that
young, but with Bertok, he was willing to make an exception. Martin’s nephew
was quite a stud, almost too good to be true!


Markus moved his hands down from Bertok’s hairy chest
to his belly, and he was delighted to confirm his previous impression that the
kid’s penis was huge and, at the moment, very hard, obviously as ready to fuck Markus
as Markus was willing to be fucked.


“Fuck me,” Markus told Bertok. “Give me a good
fucking. I want you in me. Let’s do it, quick. I don’t want to wait any
longer.”


“I’ve only screwed a couple of guys, and we were
pretty drunk at the time,” Bertok said. “I hope I do it right.”


“Don’t worry, I’ll show you exactly how it’s
done,” Markus promised. “All you have to do, for now, is keep that big thing of
yours hard. Shouldn’t be a problem, from the looks of it!”


Sliding open the drawer of his nightstand, Markus took
out the lube. He slathered it over Bertok’s prick, the pressure and the
massaging motion of his hand on the long, thick organ making Bertok moan with
pleasure. Then Markus greased his own ass, as well.


He relaxed his anal muscles, knowing that in his
highly aroused state he wouldn’t have any difficulty swallowing up every
hard-fucking inch of the phallic weapon which Bertok had waving in front of his
groin. But, sensing also that the young guy was a bit shy about taking the
initiative in an act of anal intercourse, Markus straddled him, lowering himself
gradually upon his cock until their bodies were completely united.


“Oh, Christ,” Markus moaned in delight. “It’s so big
and hard inside me, stud! Fuck me, fuck me hard!  Let me ride it. I can’t stand
it, I’m going out of my mind from wanting to be fucked. Oh, yeah—yeah, you stud
fucker, you! That’s just how to do it. Give it to me just that, really fuck
that big thing up into me, now!”


His shyness forgotten now that his prick was securely
lodged inside Markus’s hot, tight-gripping asshole, Bertok began to get into
the spirit of the fuck, pumping away at the older guy in a steady accelerando,
his prick long and thick and rigid, undeniably potent, as it stabbed deep into Markus’s
rectum again and again. Markus rode the boy’s erection hard and fast. He spread
his thighs—and, reaching down with his hands, he also spread his buttocks.
Then, like the hottest man whore not just in Budapest, but in the whole of
Hungary, he eagerly, greedily accepted each of his precocious, youthful fucker’s
rough, ass-abusing upward thrusts.


“Uh, I can’t believe I’m fucking a guy with a body
like yours, dude!” Bertok exulted.


“Believe it, boy. Make the most of it. Fuck my hot
dirty muscle ass! Pound my freaking manhole, kid! Show me how much of a man you
are. Don’t wimp out. Screw the holy hell out of me.”


“Sexy stud,” Bertok moaned. “So sexy—so hot!”


“I’m a whore,” Markus reminded his young john. “Use me
like a whore. Just help yourself to my hole. Ream out my trashy slut ass for
hire. It’s all yours, because you’ve paid good money for it. Fuck your muscle
whore, baby. Oh, fuck my nasty ass for me!”


Markus’s pecs filled Bertok’s palms as he leaned over Bertok,
with the younger stud’s cock jammed far up his ass, and Markus’s butt cheeks
grinding lewdly against the boy’s crotch, their naked bodies pounding together
in the fierce rhythms of sex.


Markus’s lustful shouts and moans echoed from the
bedroom walls, shattering the silent of the quiet suburban night. He urged his
fucker on.


“More, goddamn you, more!” he demanded. “Let me feel
more of that cock, going up in there! Uh, what a nice thick, hard dick! I want
it all the way up my hungry ass, pounding into my hot, horny hole. Fuck me
shitless, stud! Hurt me with your cock, if you want to, I can take it. Whatever
you do, don’t stop screwing me. Squeeze my nips, my ass cheeks, my balls. Go
on, bite me. Play with my dick, make me come while you hump me. But fuck!
Whatever you do, fuck!”


“You’re wild, dude!” a wide-eyed Bertok exclaimed.
“But—shit!—I think I’m going to come!”


“Do it! Shoot that cum right into me! Breed and seed
me, fucker! Let me have that cum!” Markus yelled.


Their bodies almost flew off the heaving, groaning
mattress as they came together in a surging mass of seemingly liquefying flesh,
spurting their hot fuck fluid together. Bertok ejaculated helplessly in Markus’s
ass, and Markus’s whole body shook in an answering orgasm, his prick spraying
his fucker’s torso with a thick, slimy hail of jism.


While he shot, Markus’s hungry ass clamped itself shut
around the shaft of Bertok’s exploding fuck tool and milked it dry of its rich,
thick cream. Only when he was confident that he had gotten all of the sperm did
he relax his anal grip on the depleted penis. Both men sank back, shuddering,
onto the bed—spent, their bodies wet and slippery with the sweat of their
torrid lovemaking.


Markus left the house after midnight, physically
exhausted, sexually drained. But, as compensation, he had an envelope stuffed
with several twenty-thousand forint notes which Bertok had given him. Each was
the equivalent of seventy-one US dollars. The precocious lad wasn’t a tightwad,
when it came to tipping in acknowledgment of services rendered.
















 


Book Three: Hard Gains


 


In which Markus expands his range of
erotic adventures, and, after many digressions and false starts along the way, he
glimpses the elusive possibility of true love. Or, at least, the possibility of
passionate desire between gym buddies—which, in this case, is more of a sure
thing.


 


Chapter Eleven: Returning a Favor


 


“Don’t you ever get a night off?” Markus asked.


Lajos laughed. “It does seem, sometimes, like I’m on
duty here, twenty-four seven,” he said. “But yeah, of course I get nights off. This
Saturday night, coming up, as a matter of fact. One of the other guys will be
talking to the johns, then.”


Lajos had Markus on the phone, advising him of a new,
upcoming appointment. After they’d concluded discussing business, with no other
calls on hold at his end at the moment, Lajos had remained on the line,
chatting with Markus, killing time.


“Why do you ask?” Lajos inquired. “About my free time,
such as it is?”


“Correct me if I’m wrong,” Markus said. “But I get the
impression that you steer a lot of business my way.”


“Not necessarily,” Lajos insisted. “I look at the
schedule to see who’s available, on the date and at the time the client wants
one of you guys. If the john doesn’t have a preference, I go in strict rotation,
so each of you studs gets his chance. Of course, usually the customers have
already taken a good look at your profiles and pics on the website, before they
call me on the phone or they start a computer chat. They’ve decided which guys
they like, and they want to know if they’re available. Lots of times, they do
ask me for a recommendation, or they just want to hear what I can tell them
about one of you men. I’m here to drum up business, but I do try to be honest.
When a client asks about you, Markus, I never have to prevaricate, or
sugar-coat it. I can say in all honesty that you’re one hell of a hot muscle
fuck, and that every customer who’s ever hired you has had nothing but good
things to say about you, afterward. And a lot of them, once they’d had you,
they want to book you again, as you well know.”


“Still—I bet you’re not entirely objective,” Markus
suggested. 


“Okay, I have my favorites, among the stallions here in
the stable,” Lajos admitted, lightheartedly. “There’re the ones I’d like
to ride, if I were ever given the chance.”


“You’ve never hooked up with one of us?”


“Never. That wouldn’t be very professional, would it?
Then, I might be tempted to play favorites, and give my boyfriend preferential
treatment. Or, worse, I could start getting jealous, and not want him to get
any work! Anyway, with what I’m paid, the pittance—I can’t afford you guys’
services!”


“Listen,” Markus said. “In all seriousness—I’d like to
do something nice for you, to show my appreciation of how well you always take
care of me. If you’re not doing anything else on Saturday night, let me take
you out to dinner.”


“There’s really no need, Markus—”


“Please,” the bodybuilder cajoled Lajos. “I’d really
like to. It’s kind of weird, always talking to you over the phone. I’d like to
have a chance to talk to you, face to face. And not about business. About other
things. Just hang out with you.”


“Well, if you insist—”


“I do.”


“All right. Where and when?”


“Know that place called the Hungarikum Bisztro?”


“Oh, yeah. I’ve eaten there. It’s good.”


“Meet me there Saturday night at eight. Will you?
Remember, my treat.”


“All right. See you there.”


Markus met Lajos at the restaurant. They enjoyed a
good meal, and some lively talk.


Afterward, they went to Markus’s apartment. “For a
nightcap,” Markus had said. But he was already scheming to get Lajos into bed.
The escort agency’s hardworking employee was no real muscle man, admittedly,
but he was nonetheless a most personable, attractive young lad, and Markus
wanted to reward him with more than merely treating him to dinner.


“That was a really good meal,” Lajos said, after
Markus ushered him inside his apartment. “Thank you again for picking up the
check. You didn’t have to.”


“Oh, it was my pleasure. And I really like that
restaurant. It doesn’t hurt that all the waiters there are so hot.”


“Yeah, I noticed that you noticed that,” Lajos
teased Markus. “You’re such a flirt.”


“Oh, I hope I didn’t embarrass you,” Markus retorted.
“You being so subtle about such things, and all. Now, listen,” he said, as he
poured brandy into capacious crystal snifters for both of them. “Drink up. I’ve
got an idea. Why don’t you stay here? Spend the night? It’d be silly for you to
go home, all the way across town, this late at night. Why bother, when I can
put you up here? I can make us breakfast, in the morning,” Markus said, by way
of additional enticement. “I’m quite good at omelets, if I do say so myself.”


“Ah—!”


“What’s the matter? Got a boyfriend waiting for you,
at home?”


“No. I’m between boyfriends at the moment.”


“Then what’s the problem?”


“No problem, really. It’s just that—damn, Markus!
You’re such a stud,” Lajos blurted out. “So fucking hot! I’m just a wimp,
compared to you.”


“Don’t sell yourself short, little buddy. I like you.
I think you’re cute.”


“Then—okay—I’ll stay, of you want me to.”


“I do want you to. Now that we’ve settled that—have
another brandy.”


“If I get drunk, I may make a pass at you, big guy,”
Lajos warned, giggling.


Markus smiled. “Looking forward to it. Saves me the
trouble of putting the make on you!”


Lajos had done Markus many favors, and now Markus was
ready to pay him back, in the most desirable coin Markus possessed—namely, his
own body and cock, his own potent and reliable sex drive.


Now that Lajos had committed himself to the sleepover,
the two men relaxed and drank. They got mildly intoxicated, in fact.


Markus, who was in an introspective, reflective mood,
thanks in part to the good dinner and, now, the brandy, concluded that he and
Lajos were both stereotypical metrosexuals. They were young, good-looking men,
well dressed, well groomed, with gym-buffed bodies—which were undeniable
assets, when they stripped down in front of their sex partners. And both of
them had many sex partners. They were openly, unashamedly promiscuous. Sexual
pleasure, after all, was one of the great gifts in life, so they didn’t
hesitate to indulge in it.


Maybe Lajos, with his lithe swimmer’s build, didn’t
have Markus’s herculean physique. But Lajos was damn desirable, in his own
right, Markus now concluded.


“You know,” Lajos declared, a bit drunkenly. “You
really are the sexiest stud in the agency’s stable. At least, I’ve always
thought so. And you were definitely the best-looking, the hottest guy,
in that restaurant tonight.” 


Markus smiled. “Flatterer! You’re a little wasted,
aren’t you, buddy? But no harm done. Let’s go to bed.”


In Markus’s bedroom, the two men undressed, took turns
using the bathroom, and then they got into bed together. 


“Just think,” Markus remarked, pulling the covers up
over both of their lower bodies, as far as their waists. “If you’re not too
drunk, you can have right now, for free, what all of those other horny men you
deal with have to pay for. And, even if you are too wasted, we can still do it
in the morning, when we wake up, before breakfast. So I’d have to say that no
one loses in this deal.”


“This is like a wet dream, a porn fantasy, come true,”
Lajos moaned. “Me, here in bed with you—!”


“Yeah, here I am, ready and willing to do your
bidding,” Markus said. “Just think of me as your sex slave! Yours, to command.
And the best part—no charge.” 


“Shit!” Lajos squealed, excitedly.


Grabbing the covers, Markus flung them aside, so that
both he and his bedmate were lying nude on top of the fitted bottom sheet.


Lajos was no fool. He knew a good thing when it was
offered to him! He took full advantage of this extraordinary opportunity. Never
one to be coy or shy in bed, Lajos embraced his muscular friend, his fingers
eagerly kneading Markus’s bare flesh. He bent his head to lick at each of
Markus’s large, pointed nipples in turn, and then he sucked one tit inside his
mouth and bit on it, gently, but with immediate effect. The nipple stiffened
even harder as Markus squirmed and shuddered with pleasure.


After Lajos had lavished the same treatment on the
other nipple, he released it, reluctantly, licking his lips. Markus reached
down and, in playful retaliation, he ran his hands down Lajos’s bare torso,
from his shoulders down over his pecs, and then, sliding lower, rubbing over
his abs to attack his groin. Markus explored Lajos’s warm crotch with his
hands. Then, sitting up on the bed and maneuvering himself quickly into a
kneeling position on it, he used his lips as well, kissing and licking Lajos’s
penis, hungrily breathing in his warm male genital aroma. Markus savored the
scent as though it was the smell of freshly baked bread. Twisting his head
down, he tongued the stiff, throbbing shaft of Lajos’s big prick, taking both
of his buddy’s swollen balls in his hand.


To his satisfaction, Markus saw that his attentions
had already coaxed Lajos’s cock into full, proud, ready erection. Markus
himself was equally stiff, even though neither he nor Lajos had touched his
penis yet. 


Markus pulled his panting lips for a moment after
kissing Lajos’s cock. The hard-on twitched spasmodically, silently begging
Markus not to tease it. Lajos’s pubic hair gleamed a glossy black in the dim
light of the bedroom, and it was already beaded lightly with droplets of
perspiration—the hot sweat of awakening lust. The meaty erection was like a
column of smooth, polished dark pink marble streaked with protruding veins as
it rose from his groin, stiff and potent, and moist with pre-cum at its very
tip.


Lajos was uncut, as was Markus. The bulbous glans of
Lajos’s rigid male organ was bared, its sheath of retracted foreskin crumpled
up around the top of the shaft, just where the cockhead flared out. Staring at
that prick, so like his own, Markus felt famished—starved for cock, and ready
to embark upon a mindless feeding frenzy!


“God, how I want to suck you!” Markus blurted out.


“Then be my guest! Go ahead and get down there. Suck
it. Suck me, buddy!” Lajos groaned, pushing his hefty masculine endowment
impatiently toward Markus’s waiting lips. “Blow me, man. Take my stiff dick in
your hot, juicy mouth and all the way down your cocksucking throat. Suck the
hell out of it! suck it, and give it a good licking with your tongue while you
suck it. Suck it!” he repeated, wild with lust.


But there was no need for him to keep repeating
himself. Markus needed no further encouragement or urging. He wanted to suck
that cock, as desperately as Lajos wanted to be blown.


Ordinarily, Lajos was a polite-spoken, educated young
man. In bed, though, he was transformed. Markus loved the crude way his friend
talked to him during sex, the way Lajos treated him almost as he would a cheap
male whore he’d picked up on the street. But it worked both ways. Lajos enjoyed
it when his fuck buddy Markus let loose as well, giving as good as he got,
matching Lajos in sluttiness. 


The two friends would forget, temporarily, that they
were refined young gentlemen, whenever they were naked and aroused together
like this. On such occasions, each thought of the other as just another hot gay
stud—just another mouth and ass for him to fuck, just another big dick for him
to suck or to take up his own ass, in turn.


At moments like this, the two friends’ relationship
became purely physical. And Markus loved it! He loved being treated like a sex
object, screwed to exhaustion by his buddy.


Opening his mouth wide, Markus enveloped Lajos’s
thick, turgid cockhead with his warm, juicy orifice, pushing his lips down
around the circumference of the hard-throbbing shaft, until he had forced all
of the penis inside his yawning mouth and his nostrils were being tickled by
Lajos’s tangled, sweaty pubic hairs.


His lips, completing their descent on the dickshaft,
collided with and caressed the twin swell of Lajos’s balls. His nose was filled
by the intoxicating odor of another male in heat, as he relaxed his throat and
he allowed the cockhead to slide inside it. Then Markus began to suck. He
licked Lajos’s prick tantalizingly, suctioning hard on the glans, swallowing it
right down into his throat, while his tongue kept up its steady rubbing and
tickling of the pulsating shaft which filled his mouth and which kept his lips
stretched obscenely wide open around all of that solid flesh.


“Uh, shit! You’ve got to have the best mouth in
Budapest, dude!” Lajos exclaimed. “No—the best mouth, the hottest, in Hungary!
Cocksucker! Oh, you sexy, horny fucking cocksucker, you!”


Spurred on by the praise, Markus used his fingers to
tickle Lajos’s heavy balls. He tugged on them, as though he wanted literally to
milk the hot sperm right out of them and squirt it down his throat in order to
soothe his burning sexual thirst. Markus was sure that his erotic oral
performance would make Lajos want to come in his mouth—but, as things turned
out. Lajos didn’t.


Instead, Lajos suddenly eased his wet prick out of
Markus’s mouth, and then he pushed him flat on his back on the bed and he
jammed his hand up between Markus’s legs to torment his asshole, by rubbing and
even pinching the taut flesh of the sphincter rim, stimulating the pucker until
Markus started moaning and thrashing from side to side on the mattress under
Lajos in hot, unashamed anal arousal.


Markus was frantic to be fucked, as ready for Lajos as
he’d ever been to receive another man’s cock up his ass—and eager for Lajos to
take advantage of the fact. Markus wanted his friend to ram that huge, hard
dick of his up into his asshole and fuck him until his rectum was filled with
cock as thoroughly, as excitingly, as his mouth and throat had just been
plugged.


Lajos, panting, knelt between Markus’s thighs and
forced them open with his knee, his fingers still exploring the rim of Markus’s
manhole, teasing it, driving Markus wild.


“Can’t wait to get in there,” Lajos said. “Yeah—you’re
horny for it already, aren’t you?” he observed, with a hoarse grunt of
satisfaction. “You want to get fucked tonight, don’t you, big man?”


“I want you to give me a fuck to remember you by,”
Markus responded. “One that’ll hold me until the next time you set me up with a
john who wants to pound my whore hole.”


“You’re going to get it. I’m ready to fuck you, stud.
I’m going to fuck that hot ass right off of you!”


“Do it, if you’re man enough,” Markus retorted,
feverishly. “I’m so hot for your cock tonight, I can’t stand it. Hurry up and
fuck me, Lajos!”


“Then shut your mouth and open your hole,” was the
other young man’s crude response. Panting, he lifted his hand to his lips,
drooled a mouthful of saliva onto his palm, and smeared it over his cock.


“I’ve got lube, you know,” Markus said.


“I’m in the mood to take you with just a little bit of
spit,” Lajos declared. Then, gasping for breath, he lifted Markus’s legs,
guiding them around his waist, and his throbbing erection forced its way
between the handsome muscle guy’s buttocks and then inside his lusting anal
channel, inch after thick, solid inch.


“Oh, yeah, that’s good. Give it to me—all of it, every
fucking inch of your prick,” Markus moaned.


“Take it!” Lajos grunted.


Markus choked with passion, his throat going dry, his
entire body rocking from the sudden impact when his new fuck buddy drove the
full length of his cock deep into his asshole, jabbing at his prostate. Then
Lajos began to fuck him, furiously, raising and lowering himself on top of
Markus’s shuddering body to pump his prickshaft in and out his guts, again and
again.


He fucked Markus with a monomaniacal abandon. Twisting
his head down, he closed his mouth around the peak of one of Markus’s firm
pectoral mounds and he sucked on the nipple, his tongue caressing the swollen
tit flesh, rubbing back and forth over it with a scraping pressure, like a file
working on metal.


Markus groaned. He could feel the muscles in his anus
straining to fit themselves around the very thick, unyielding cylinder which
Lajos was pounding deep into his rectum. He could also feel his body melt and
tingle and smolder with pure physical desire, from the bottom of his
cock-stuffed bowel all the way to his hot, burning sphincter ring, which was
stretched taut around the bulk of Lajos’s dickshaft.


“Jesus Christ, boy! I always thought you were kind of
a wimp. Guess I was wrong, huh? Screw me, Lajos! Make me come!” Markus yelled.
“Fuck me, stud! Fuck me harder! Faster! Do it to me, fucker. Oh, hell, I’m so
hot and horny down there, deep in my asshole. My ass feels like it’s burning up
and melting around your big, hard prick. Shit! Your cock good feels so good in
me, fucking me like this! I’m really horny, goddamn it. My asshole’s wide open
for you, you hung son of a bitch! So take it—fuck it—take it and fuck it! Uh,
that cock! That cock of yours, inside me, deep in my hole! We’re fucking, man—fucking—and
it feels so damn good!”


“Yeah, we’re fucking, all right,” Lajos growled
lustfully in mid-lunge, his prick brutalizing the interior of Markus’s tender
anal tunnel. “Beg me for it, Markus. Beg me to screw your hot ass for you, to
blast a hot load of cum into your sexy, horny butt! I could always pull out
right now, you know, and just use my hand on dick to get off, instead of trying
to satisfy that hungry whore hole of yours. Yeah, I think I should just jerk
off, and spray my goddamn jizz all over your butt—!”


“Don’t you dare! God, no! You little bastard! You
fucker! You prickteaser! You’d better keep it in me, buddy, and go on fucking
me with it, if you know what’s good for you. I’m begging you for it, if that’s
what you want, so have a heart, buddy. You know how much I want it in me. Fuck
me until we both come. I’m going to shoot, Lajos, any minute now. I can’t help
it, I can’t hold it back! I need to shoot off, too. But not until I can feel
you sending your spunk right up into my asshole, filling me, breeding me.
That’s when I want to come!”


“Well—you hot-assed motherfucker—you’d better get
ready. Because that’s exactly what’s about to happen—and right about now!”
Lajos roared, as the searing, jerking ejaculatory spasms suddenly shook his
powerful body from head to foot. A first hot wet spurt of his male fluid
escaped from the piss slit in his cockhead, and it shot deep into Markus’s
rectum. Markus felt himself being bred, and his own excitement peaked.


His pleasure-wracked asshole began to clench and
unclench, to convulse and ripple around the impaling bulk of Lajos’s unloading
cock, spasming in the delirious throes of orgasm, with Markus’s own overexcited
dick shivering and throbbing as it pulsed its way through an aching erotic
release of the tension which Lajos’s expert and prolonged fucking had built up
in Markus’s loins.


Markus shot, blasting his sperm in thick white blobs
all over Lajos’s chest and stomach muscles, the sluggish flow dripping down his
fucker’s sweaty flesh to soil his own writhing torso as well. Grunting, Lajos
only seemed to come harder, his fuck tool still implanted deep within the other
guy’s ass.


They came together that way, exactly as Markus had
hoped they would. In fact, they came and came, until Markus thought that their
lurid mutual ecstasy would never end, and that his asshole would end up clogged
with its load of Lajos’s frothy jism. His own generous outpouring of semen
oozed slowly over his hot, sweaty skin.


Finally, though, Lajos stopped ejaculating. After a
moment’s much-needed rest, lying on top of Markus’s limp body, he gently pulled
his cock out of Markus’s ass. He rolled off the other man’s still feverishly
excited body, and he stretched out languidly on the mattress beside him, with
his broad, hairy chest pumping up and down from his labored breathing.


Both guys were worn out after the intense fuck. But,
paradoxically, Markus wasn’t really tired at all. He felt reinvigorated—ready
to do it all over again, and then some. He might as well give Lajos a proper
sendoff.


“God, I’m wrecked,” Lajos admitted, happily. “Now,
that’s my idea of a going-away present! Which reminds me. What can I bring you
back, from Europe?”


“Nothing. Just get back safely, yourself,” Markus
replied.


“Maybe I can find something for that rustic vacation
home of yours,” Lajos mused. “What goes with knotty pine and rattan? And along
with infestations of insects and rodents?”


Markus laughed. “You talk as though it’s a log cabin,
or a shack!”


“Country living,” Lajos said, with a sigh. “I still
don’t see the appeal of it.”


Markus rolled over on top of the other man, and kissed
him. “Let’s explore the appeal of this,” he suggested, reaching down and
grasping Lajos’s limp cock. Responding to Markus’s fondling, the male organ
quickly began to recover its rigidity. “Fuck me again,” Markus invited Lajos,
lewdly. “I can sit on it, this time, and ride this motherfucker. Or, if you
prefer, I’ll screw you.”


“We really ought to get some sleep,” Lajos protested,
not very convincingly.


“You can sleep late in the morning. Right now, I want
you wide awake, hard up, and horny.”


“You may have to settle for two out of three,” a
drowsy Lajos warned his bedmate. “But, what the hell? Go ahead. Have your way
with me.”


 


 
















 


Chapter Twelve: American Muscle


 


It was early on a Saturday afternoon, and Markus and
Jozsef were taking advantage of the fine summer weather by enjoying a stroll
downtown. They were on one of the promenades which provided a fine view of the
Danube. Other people had obviously had the same idea, and there was a great
deal of pedestrian traffic.


“Everybody who walks past us turns his head to stare,”
Jozsef claimed. “They envy me because I’ve got such a gorgeous young lover.”


“You exaggerate,” Markus replied. “Not everybody’s
looking at us. And lots of those who do, are more interested in you.”


“I wonder if any of these pretty young boys are
looking for a daddy,” Jozsef speculated, idly.


“Feel free to ‘adopt’ one of them, if you find one who
appeals to you.”


Diplomatically, Markus didn’t say that he really
thought of Jozsef as a very good friend, and a fuck buddy, rather than as a
lover, in the sense in which the older man no doubt meant the word. The other
bodybuilder was more “into” Markus than Markus was “into” him. That was too
bad, in a way. Markus knew that if he wanted a real, steady boyfriend, he could
do much worse than Jozsef. But Markus was honest, with himself and with others.
He and Jozsef both never hesitated to prostitute themselves. But Markus wasn’t
quite enough of a whore to suck up to his friend and give him false hopes.


They’d paused at an intersection, waiting for the
traffic signal to change, when they both noticed two bulgingly muscular men
walking toward them on the sidewalk.


The other pedestrians were young, in their
mid-twenties, about Markus’s own age. They wore designer jeans and expensive
looking track shoes, and tight-fitting T-shirts which showed off their torso
and arms. One guy’s shirt was hot pink. The other guy’s shirt was lime green.


They were a salt-and-pepper pair. The strapping youth
in the green shirt was a fair-skinned, blue-eyed blond. His companion, in pink,
was coal black, in striking contrast to him. The blond had pink, cleanshaven
cheeks, and a boyish look about him. The black man could use a shave.


The blond had in his hand a paperback book which, even
from the distance, Markus recognized by its cover. It was a popular
English-language guidebook to Budapest, sold in many places throughout the
city.


“That’s quite a pair,” Jozsef remarked. “Prime beef on
the hoof, as I always say.”


“Yeah,” Markus agreed. “Tourists, obviously. Do you
think they’re a couple? Lovers? Fuck buddies?”


Jozsef grinned. “If they aren’t, then it’s a waste.”


They were observing the two hulks, perhaps none too
discreetly. Then the foreigners glanced in their direction, and both
young men gave a double take. They seemed startled to have encountered two
fellow bodybuilders, unexpectedly, on the street.


The blond guy peered at Jozsef more intently.


“Oh, holy fuck!” he blurted out to his companion, in
English, and in a stage whisper which carried farther than he no doubted
intended. “You know who that guy is, don’t you?”


“No, who?” the black stud responded.


“That’s Jozsef Somogyi!”


“Oh, yeah, I think you’re right.” Now the black guy
seemed equally excited.


“Fans,” Markus murmured to Jozsef. “You’ve been
spotted.” It wasn’t the first time Jozsef had been recognized in a public
place. Enthusiasts of the iron game often came up to him, introduced
themselves, and engaged him in conversation, expressing their admiration of
him. When this happened while Markus was in Jozsef’s company, he basked in the
older man’s reflected glow. Jozsef always took care to include him in the
conversation.


“Let’s be friendly,” Jozsef suggested. “And see where
it leads.”


He and Markus tried to look casual as they strolled
toward the two English speakers.


“Americans?” Jozsef inquired, politely.


“Yes. You’re Jozsef Somogyi, aren’t you?” the blond
asked.


Jozsef smiled. “I’m afraid I am. I’m flattered you
know me. This is my friend Markus. Our English may not be very good, but if you
gentlemen need directions, or—?”


“It’s so exciting to meet you,” the blond gushed. “I’m
Andy, and this is Neil.”


“Nice to meet you both,” Markus purred, as handshakes
were made all around.


“And you’re from—?” Jozsef prompted the Americans.


“Chicago,” Neil said. “We’re here on vacation. We just
got in from Vienna last night. Took the train.”


“I hope you’re enjoying your stay here in Budapest, so
far,” Markus said.


“We sure are.” Andy seemed quite outgoing and bubbly,
compared to his traveling companion—who was just as friendly, but perhaps a
little more restrained. “We’ve liked everything we’ve seen here so far.” As he
spoke, perhaps unconsciously, his eyes darted back and forth between the two
Hungarians, assessing their physiques through their clothes. Markus fought back
a smirk. It was quite obvious to him that Andy liked what he was looking at,
right now!


Maybe Jozsef and I aren’t St. Stephen’s
Basilica or The Museum of Fine Arts, Markus thought. But
we’ve been known to be a couple of tourist attractions, in our own right!


“Maybe you can help us,” Neil suggested.


“Sure. Anything,” Markus said.


“We’re looking for a good place to have lunch. We ate
kind of heavy yesterday. All that rich Austrian cuisine! It was hard to resist,
even though we knew it was bad for us. Now we’re hoping to find something to
eat that won’t mess up our diets too much. Any suggestions?”


“You’re in luck,” Jozsef said. “Markus and I know a
place near here, which is excellent. They know us there, and they’re willing to
cater to our dietary whims.”


“If you’d like to give it a try,” Markus interjected,
“then maybe you wouldn’t mind if we joined you? I’m getting hungry. Aren’t you,
Jozsef?”


“I’m famished.”


“We can make it a foursome,” Markus suggested. This
time he was the one who’d made an unconscious innuendo. 


“Oh, that’s be great,” Andy declared, with fervor.


“We like to meet Americans. It gives us a chance to
practice our English,” Jozsef said.


“You both speak it really well,” Neil assured him.
“I’ve got an English-Hungarian phrase book here in my pocket, but every time I
pull it out and give it a try, so far all I’ve gotten are blank looks. I must
be mangling your language something awful.”


Markus laughed. “Well, at the restaurant, you’ll have
us to translate for you, if need be. Come on. It’s this way.”


Inside the restaurant, the four well-built men seated
themselves around the rather small table, an operation which required them to
squeeze in close to it, so that their knees tended to touch under the tabletop.
No one in the party found this intimate proximity and contact at all
objectionable—rather, quite the opposite!


Four pairs of massively muscled arms held up the menus
for perusal.


Their waiter, Dezso, was an old acquaintance, who
greeted Jozsef and Markus by name. A young gay man, he flirted shamelessly not
only with the two Hungarians, but with their American companions—who weren’t
shy about flirting right back.


Jozsef ordered a custom combo which wasn’t on the
printed menu—two boiled chicken breasts, without any sauce, steamed mixed
vegetables, without any seasoning, and whole wheat pasta shells, cooked al
dente, again without any sauce.


“Good Lord,” Neil exclaimed. “Dieting is dieting, but
that sounds downright austere!”


Jozsef smiled. “See that?” He indicated a third shaker
on the table, next to the salt and pepper shakes. “That’s paprika. I’ll
sprinkle a little of that on everything, to make it a bit more palpable. No,”
he corrected himself. “That’s not right. I meant to say ‘palatable,’ didn’t I?”


“I think so,” Andy said.


“I’m afraid I’m going to shock you guys, too,” Markus
warned. “I’ll have my steak tartare,” he told the waiter. “Made my usual way,
please.”


“Okay, I’m getting hungrier, just from listening to
you men exercise such restraint,” Andy said. “What can I have that’s Hungarian,
but not too high-calorie?”


“You ought to try the stuffed cabbage,” Markus
suggested. “It’s usually served with sour cream on top, but you can ask them to
serve it on the side. Sour cream is fattening, I know, but a little bit can’t
hurt you.”


“Fine, I’ll have that,” Andy told the waiter. “And
you, Neil? What looks good to you?”


“Aw, what the—!” Neil broke off before he uttered an
obscenity. “I can try to eat something lighter tonight at dinner, maybe. Right
now, I’ve worked up an appetite, with all this sightseeing. Give me the potato
and egg casserole. That sounds delicious, from the description.”


“Very good, sir,” Dezso said, ogling Neil in a way
which suggested he thought the black man looked quite delicious, himself.


“We’ll need drinks,” Jozsef said. “Wine?”


“Why not?” Andy responded. “You choose, though. You
must know what’s good.”


“A bottle of Egri Bikavér,
to start,” Jozsef told the waiter, decisively. “That’s ‘Bull's
Blood of Eger’ in English,” he explained, for the benefit of the Americans.
“It’s a nice robust red wine, goes with just about anything. Oh,
and bring us some appetizers, Dezso, while we’re waiting for our food. The
liver dumplings. Bring us a big plate of them.”


The waiter went to the kitchen, to hand in the order.


“He’s got a nice ass,” Andy commented, as he observed
Dezso’s retreat. “Either of you guys ever nailed it?”


“Don’t be crude, Andy,” Neil protested. “You’ll
embarrass us.” But he laughed.


“Dezso’s a nice guy, but he’s not quite our type,”
Markus said. “I think I can speak for Jozsef as well as for myself, when I say
we like them a little more masculine and a lot more muscular.”


“Same here,” Andy agreed, salaciously. “The bigger the
better, that’s my philosophy.”


Leaning back comfortably in his chair, Neil
matter-of-factly addressed the elephant in the room—namely, his dark skin. Some
of the other diners were sending glances toward the quartet of muscle men, and,
although their physiques may well have prompted some of the curiosity, Neil’s
race was also obviously an item of interest.


“No offense, men, but I thought there’d be a lot more
racism here,” Neil remarked. “Of course, when you’re a bodybuilder, you expect
to be stared at. You’d be disappointed if people didn’t look at you! So it
doesn’t bother me to be gaped at. But I’ve noticed that Andy gets his share of
stares, too. Which means it must be our muscles, not necessarily my skin
color.”


“Budapest is a pretty sophisticated city,” Markus
said. “We get visitors from all over the world. So a black man isn’t all that
much a novelty. It might’ve been different years ago, and it might still be
different in a small town, out in one of the provinces. There, you’d
probably really stand out.”


“Maybe it’s unfair to make a comparison based on such
a short stay,” Andy said. “But we like Budapest better than Vienna. You
Hungarians seem friendlier.”


Jozsef grinned. “I won’t disagree with you. We try to
be hospitable.”


The waiter brought their wine, and the liver dumplings.


“Ah, this is living,” Andy said, as they all sampled
the wine and dug into the tasty dumplings. “Do you guys eat like this every
day?”


“No, sometimes we have to grab something on the run,
as I’m sure you men do, back home,” Markus replied. “On weekends, though, I do
try to relax and enjoy myself. And I’m sure that’s true of Jozsef, too.” Jozsef
nodded. “Anyway, meeting you two—that’s made it a special occasion.”


Markus was already speculating about the sexual side
of the two Americans’ relationship, which he was sure existed. The real
question was, were they exclusive? Monogamous? Or did they play around with
other men? And, if they did, what would it take to get them into bed with him
and Jozsef? An all-muscle foursome would be an exciting way to wile away some
time on a Saturday afternoon, especially after all of the participants had been
suitably fortified with food and drink. Glancing at Jozsef, Markus was sure he
could read his mind, and that his friend was thinking along the same lines.


Dezso brought their plates to the table.


“My God, Markus,” Andy commented. “That beef looks really
raw.”


“I like raw meat,” Markus admitted. “In fact, I like a
lot of things raw.”


“I can’t imagine what you’re referring to,” Andy
protested, facetiously, although the look on his face, and Neil’s, suggested
that both men had a very good idea of what Markus meant, and that they were
titillated by the implications.


After the meal, they argued over the check.


“My treat,” Jozsef said. “You guys are guests in our
country.”


“No, we’ll split it evenly, four ways,” Andy retorted.


“If you insist. I’ll kick in the tip, though. Markus
and I come here often. And that waiter, Dezso, is always very attentive. I want
him to feel appreciated.”


This compromise was acceptable, and soon the four men
found themselves outside the restaurant, on the sidewalk.


“I’m stuffed,” Neil complained, happily. “I feel like
I can barely move.”


“Me, too,” Andy agreed. “That was delicious. Good
choice.”


“Maybe, after that meal, you guys would like to rest
for a while, before you do any more sightseeing,” Jozsef suggested. “My place
isn’t far from here. We can take a cab there. You can hang out for as long as
you want to—and relax.”


Neil and Andy agreed, at once.


All four men knew that “rest” and “relax” were
euphemisms for whatever activities might actually go on at Jozsef’s apartment. 


They squeezed themselves into a cab, Jozsef sitting
next to the driver so he could give him directions, with Markus in the back
seat between Andy and Neil. Markus wasn’t surprised when, during the short
drive, each of the Americans “casually” slid a hand onto his thigh and, after
digging his fingers into the leg muscle through Markus’s pants, as though to
test its hardness and resiliency, moved to his crotch, groping it brazenly.
This activity presumably took place outside of the range of the driver’s
rearview mirror, although neither Neil nor Andy seemed too concerned about the
possibility of the man observing how they were fondling Markus through his
pants. Nor did Markus do anything to discourage their lewd manipulations of
him.


“Can’t wait to get to Jozsef’s place,” Markus did
joke, at one point. “It’s quite nice. You’ll like it. It’s comfortable
there—you know? We can spread out, and, like he said—relax.”


“Yeah, I’ve got a pretty good idea of what to look
forward to,” Andy gasped, as his busy, exploring fingers competed with Neil’s,
stroking Markus’s cock and balls through the fabric of his trousers.


“Make yourselves at home,” Jozsef encouraged the
Americans, upon their arrival. “We need more wine, don’t we? I’ll go uncork a
bottle,” he said. “Come help me carry the glasses, will you, Markus?”


“Sure.”


In the kitchen, while getting the wineglasses from the
cupboard and selecting and opening a bottle of wine—he decided to stick with
the Bull’s Blood—Jozsef asked Markus, “All right, which one do you like?”


“Well, I’ve never had a black man as a sex partner,”
Markus admitted.


“I have. They’re usually hot.”


“I can’t stop thinking about what Neil must look like,
naked. I bet he’s got a big black cock.”


“I’m sure he does. Some stereotypes are based on
reality, you know. The lad’s a strapping young black buck, isn’t he? Nothing
wrong with that. And he seems to like you. Okay, you enjoy yourself with Neil,
for starters. I’ll take on the pretty blond boy.”


“Andy seems to like you,” Markus pointed out. “I think
there’s a bit of hero worship going on, there.”


“Maybe. I hope he won’t be too disappointed, when he
fulfils his fantasy of fucking around with me!”


“Not likely. Of course, we’re assuming they’ll go
along with what we want, and not have preferences of their own.”


“These boys seem very accommodating. Open to just
about anything. And we can always switch partners, later, if we want.”


In the living room, the Americans were admiring
Jozsef’s photo gallery, and his trophies.


“I can go one better that that,” Jozsef said, after he
and Markus served the wine. He opened and drawer of his desk and took out some
eight-by-ten glossies. They showed him, in various poses, stripped down to the
skimpiest of posing trunks, oiled, and flexing his muscles for the camera.
“Take your pick,” he invited his American guests. “And I’ll sign one of them
for each of you, as a souvenir of your visit to Budapest.”


“Gee, thanks, Jozsef,” Andy exclaimed. “This is the
best vacation ever!”


But, for the star-struck Andy and his buddy Neil,
their stay in Hungary soon got even better.


Suitably fortified with wine, all four men soon retreated
into Jozsef’s bedroom.


It took him only a few moments to prepare the room for
group sex—turning down the bed, setting out a stack of fresh towels on the
nightstand next to the lubricant, and, finally, drawing the drapes over the
windows. Enough daylight penetrated from outside to give the room a soft,
intimate ambience.


“I wasn’t expecting company—not today, that is, and
not this early in the day,” Jozsef explained, smiling. “But now we’re all set.
Come on, my American friends, don’t be shy. Let’s see those bodies. Lose the
clothes.”


They all got naked. Four nude men, all sporting
erections—it was quite a priapic display.


Jozsef was a generous host, in every sense of the
word. Playfully, he pushed Markus toward Neil.


“You two get to know each other,” Jozsef suggested. He
was willing to share his young lover, Markus, with the hot black American stud,
Neil—at least on a temporary basis!


Neither Neil nor Markus was shy. Soon, Andy and Jozsef
were watching the other two muscle men making love, with uninhibited, animalistic
abandon.


“You’re so fucking hot, man,” Neil moaned, as he drew
the young Hungarian man fiercely, possessively, into his embrace and down onto
the bed. “Jozsef is so lucky to have you as his lover!”


“And you’re so lucky, Neil, that I’m not the jealous
type,” Jozsef told him, mockingly. “Go ahead. Make love to my boyfriend. Not
that you need my permission. Markus is a horny, whorey young bastard, and he’s
perfectly free to do whatever he wants. But I don’t mind sharing him, if Andy
doesn’t mind sharing you. Go ahead,” he repeated. “Fuck each other! As long as
I can watch.”


Neil took Jozsef at his word. He and Markus rolled
over the bed together, mouths pressed together in wet, succulent kisses, limbs
intertwined in restless motion, cocks hard and rubbing aggressively against each
other.


“Damn, dude, you taste good,” Neil declared, as he
licked his way down Markus’s torso, his tongue gliding over his pecs and abs,
to his crotch. “Can’t wait to taste your dick—!” Neil didn’t deny himself that
pleasure for long. He engulfed Markus’s hefty manhood with his ravenous mouth,
sucking away on it with wanton enthusiasm.


“Shit! I want to suck some cock, too,” Markus
insisted. He got down on his knees on the bedroom floor at Neil’s feet, and his
lips claimed Neil’s penis, drawing it inside his mouth and applying a strong,
steady, invigorating suction on the penis, which quickly sprang into its full,
virile rigidity in response to the American’s ardent oral administrations.


“Cocksucker,” Neil moaned, running his fingers through
Markus’s hair. “You hot goddamn fucking cocksucker! Suck cock, you hot-mouthed
son of a bitch! Oh, yeah, suck cock! Jesus! What a mouth! You’re so good,” Neil
whimpered. “So goddamn good at sucking dick! Yeah, baby, let me feel those
sweet lips on my big black cock!”


The two men maneuvered themselves into a seated
position on the edge of the bed, and they took turns going down on each other,
in a playful competition to see which of them had the greater oral talent, and
which could more effectively aroused the other. It seemed to be a tie, although
at one point Neil became so engrossed in sucking Markus’s dick that he stayed
down on it, refusing to relinquish it and raise his head, so that he could give
the Hungarian his turn.


Neil was an impressive fellator and deep throater. But
Markus suspected that the well-hung, hot-mouthed black stallion had other
talents, as well.


“Fuck me, Neil,” Markus groaned, as he felt the other
man’s warm, dark hands running over his body, adding to the stimulation which Neil’s
mouth was giving his prick. “Fuck me! Put your big, hard cock in my ass and
really fuck me, good and hard and deep, the way I like it!”


For the time being, Markus forgot all about what Jozsef
and Andy might be doing, because he was caught up in his own sexual activities.
No sooner had Markus invited Neil to fuck him, than the American stud took him
at his word and he set to work to oblige Markus, with a minimum of time-wasting
foreplay. They stretched out on the bed together. Neil’s mouth was crushed
against Markus’s own lustfully panting lips, with Neil’s light beard stubble nuzzling
roughly against Markus’s chin and cheeks, as Markus allowed Neil’s tongue to
slide wetly inside his mouth. The oral penetration unleashed a flood of passion
inside his loins, as Markus’s anus demanded similar treatment. In other words,
his manhole wanted to be invaded, probed, and fucked! By that big, black,
African-American cock!


Wildly turned on now, Markus grasped the warm, smooth,
rounded tip of Neil’s stiff prick in his hand, feeling it slick with its leaked
pre-cum, proof of Neil’s impatient arousal, ready to be thrust between Markus’s
buttocks and far up his ass.


“Some guys have trouble taking me,” Neil warned. “Not
Andy, though.”


“Not me, either,” Markus boasted. “You’ll see. Let me
worry about taking this thing. You just lie back, keep it hard, and fuck.”


 “That shouldn’t be a problem,” Neil growled. “Not
with your hot ass spread wide open for me, boy!”


“Then give it to me, big guy!”


“Don’t worry. I’m going to! Your ass is mine!”


Even when well lubricated with the slippery,
silicone-based sex gel, Neil’s remorseless cock tore through Markus’s tight
sphincter and drove deep into his anus with blinding, painful force.


“Aw, shit!” Markus screamed. “You dirty, big-dicked
fucker! Take it easy, can’t you? Uh—motherfucker—you’re tearing up my ass,
you’re ripping me apart! God! Oh, my God! Go in there slow, will you? Uh—big
thick dick in my butt! Could your goddam prick be any bigger and harder? Could
you go in any deeper? Oh, dude—go easy on me,” Markus begged. “Please!”


“Take it,” Neil advised, callously. “Take it and love
it! Who do you think you’re kidding? Shit! A moment you were bragging about how
you were going to take it. And I can tell how much you like it, you slut!”


“Uh,” Markus groaned, in real agony. “Uh, fucking
hell! Uh, my ass! I do like it, even though it hurts so much!”


“Faking,” Neil concluded, dismissively. “Yeah, you’re
just faking it!”


“Bastard,” Markus retorted. “It’s not my fault you’re
hung like a freak!”


Markus wanted that big cock inside him. He had to feel
it again—the heart-stopping bulk of Jozsef’s oversized male organ, plunging
lewdly deep into his rectum, fucking him madly to orgasm and through it.


Even though he wanted it to be fast and brutal, a
good, bestial rutting fuck, Markus was almost alarmed by the sudden violence
with which Jozsef pulled him on top of his body—by the speed with which Neil’s
hands thrust his legs apart and tucked them on either side of his own. By the
piercing unexpectedness with which Markus’s ass cheeks and sphincter rim were
spread open by Neil’s fingers. And, above all, by that big black cock, entering
him! Markus let his weight sink down on Neil, his asshole swooping down like a
voracious, yawning mouth to capture the blunt upward thrust of the man’s
horse-like cock and swallow it up.


“Aw, hell!” Markus yelled, in mingled pain and
delight, when Neil’s thick cockhead slammed up through his asshole and most of
the shaft followed, quickly, stretching Markus’s anus to its limits of
endurance. “Fuck me,” he sputtered, shuddering on top of the other guy’s body
as though he was already coming. “Uh, fuck me, man, fuck me long and hard and
deep. Get that cock of yours all the way up my horny hole!”


“Take it, you pretty white muscle boy, if you want it
so fucking bad,” Neil growled, and with a quick, hard thrust from his hips, he
buried the rest of his unlubricated prick deep in Markus’s butt.
















 


Chapter Thirteen: Entertaining the Visitors


 


Meanwhile, Andy and Jozsef hadn’t been idle.


Andy got onto the part of the bed which wasn’t already
occupied by Neil and Markus. Glancing at the two men and feeling a surge of
excitement rush through him at what he saw them doing, Andy took Jozsef into
his arms.


“I have a confession to make,” Andy admitted.


Jozsef smiled. “Do tell. I hope it’s a nice dirty
one?”


“Kind of. I used to jerk off, over the photos of you
in the muscle magazines.”


Jozsef snickered. “Glad I could be of service, boy.”


“I jerked off over a lot of bodybuilders, but you were
one of my favorites.”


“That’s flattering to hear. You must have been just a
kid back then, huh? I was pumping iron when you were still an embryo in your
mother’s womb,” Jozsef suggested.


“You’re not old,” Andy declared. “You’re really hot,
for your age. Foxy. I’d like to have a mature man like you, to be my muscle
daddy.”


“Well, son, this is your lucky day, because I’m
perfectly willing to step in and play the part of your muscle daddy, right now.
While Markus and Neil are making such nasty six pigs of themselves, why don’t
you and I start to try to catch up with them? And show them how it’s done?”


“Yeah!” Andy vowed. “Want to suck me?” he whispered,
after he and Jozsef kissed, passionately, open-mouthed, and at great length.


“That’s my idea of the perfect dessert, after that
fine lunch we had,” Jozsef declared. “Let me have that cock! I want to taste
that American meat. Suck on it—eat it—!”


Impatiently, Andy thrust a fistful of solid, hotly
pulsating dick at the older guy’s lips, which Jozsef parted wide to receive the
offering.


As Jozsef eagerly swallowed his fuck tool, taking it
effortlessly all the way down to the balls, Andy realized that he felt very
horny indeed. So much so, in fact, that he was afraid he wouldn’t be able to
keep himself from coming prematurely. Especially with Jozsef’s expert
cocksucking coaxing the hot sperm out of his prick! Andy liked Markus’s buddy, the
older pro bodybuilder who had an international reputation, and he didn’t want
to disappoint him by shooting too soon. Trying to pace himself, Andy struggled
to suppress his whorish impulses and prolong the sex act.


But Jozsef’s ravenous mouth action on his cock was too
much for him to withstand for long. Andy’s first explosion of sperm supplied Jozsef’s
passionately suctioning mouth with a veritable deluge of thick, rich jism,
which rushed out of Andy’s cock in such abundance that the blond American stud
was sure he wouldn’t be able to get it up again that day, let alone come again!


“Sorry,” he gasped, as Jozsef’s warm lips sucked him
dry.


“Don’t be silly,” Jozsef groaned, after taking his
mouth off Andy’s penis. “Oh, God, you taste so good! I could swallow a mouthful
of that hot American cum every day, and still not ger enough of it,” he avowed.


Feeling Jozsef’s moist, agile tongue licking up the
last drops of fluid still oozing from the piss slit in the tip of his long,
thick shaft, Andy was still excited enough, despite having just come, to want
to reciprocate immediately. But he decided to keep his mouth off Jozsef’s
swollen member for at least a few more moments, despite how tempting the penis
looked. Once he had his lips wrapped around the guy’s cock, Andy feared that Jozsef
might come even faster and harder than he just had—and the party had just
started.


So, instead diving for Jozsef’s crotch and the
enticing hardness sticking up from it, Andy pushed the guy’s head gently away
from his own groin, and he kissed Jozsef’s lips, which tasted strongly of Andy’s
own still-warm cum. He pulled Dezso down on the bed with him and he ran his
hand down the pronounced cleavage between Dezso’s solidly-muscled pecs. Andy’s
fingers then inevitably slid down lower to comb their way through the thatch of
pubic hair on Dezso’s lower belly and all around his big dick. He lifted Dezso’s
cock so that it stood vertical to his rippled abs, admiring it.


Leaning over Dezso’s torso, Andy began to lick his
cock and balls. Andy heard Dezso moan with delight in response to the wet
rubbing of the tongue on his flesh. Andy’s ears were also filled by the sounds
which Markus was making as he rode Jozsef’s prick. With his arousal notched up
higher by what he saw and heard taking place on the bed beside him, Andy opened
his mouth and filled it with Dezso’s hotly pulsating meat.


With Jozsef screwing him so efficiently, Markus went
wild. He lost any vestiges of self-control. His hungry asshole sucked Jozsef’s
dick deep into his body until he was fully plugged by it. With his mind already
reeling with lust, he leaned over Jozsef’s chest, placing his hands on the
man’s pecs to steady himself, and he worked on Jozsef’s nipples, teasing the
swollen cones of flesh, which made Jozsef grunt with pleasure. Skillfully, Jozsef
moved his pelvis under Markus’s butt, to create the first fucking motions deep
inside Markus’s guts.


Jozsef began to screw the younger guy with brisk
efficiency, his cock sliding easily back and forth within Markus anal sheath. Markus
rode the cock, pushing his ass down to meet his sex partner’s every thrust. The
fact that he was sitting on the dick enabled him to relax his sphincter muscle
and his anus to their maximum extent, and he accepted each of his horny
fucker’s plowing drives into him, without impediment or too much discomfort. Markus
moaned when he felt Jozsef take full advantage of his submission, by plunging
his fuck tool brutally in and out of him. But Markus’s shuddering, sweating,
cock-craving body welcomed it all, even the slight pain, with greedy pleasure.


God, oh, God, Markus
thought, dazedly, his mind deliciously numbed by the sensual pleasure sweeping
over his body. These are the times when I really feel the most alive—when
another man is fucking me, when he’s reaming out my ass with his big, hard
prick! I need it! I have to have it, on a regular basis. It’s worth anything.


“That’s right. Go ahead and fuck me, Jozsef,” Markus
urged, after finding his voice. “Let me have a really good fucking, the kind
you know how to give, man. Oh, yeah, just go on fucking me, just like this!”
His handsome face was suffused with passion as he ground his butt down against Jozsef’s
crotch in total erotic abandon, riding the fisherman’s cock hard and hot, fast
and recklessly. “Uh, I love it, your big cock inside me, fucking me. Soon it’s
going to make me come. Yeah, I’m going to shoot soon, if you keep on screwing
me like this!”


“Best ass in Maine,” Jozsef declared.


The two men humped quite frantically now, lashing each
other’s bodies steadily toward their mutual goal of orgasm.


Jozsef drew his knees up so that he was more or less
seated straight up on the bed, while Markus was bouncing in his lap, mounted on
him, impaling upon his rising and falling prick. Markus’s anus tensed and
flexed in exact synchronization to his fucker’s thrusts and withdrawals, the
mattress quaking and squealing beneath them, as though in an embarrassed effort
to disassociate itself from the two men’s cries and pants and obscene moans of
lust.


But they had rivals in their passion. Andy had
progressed from cocksucking to imitating what Markus was doing. Andy had
climbed on top of the recumbent Dezso, in the same position Markus had taken,
straddling Jozsef, and Andy was riding Dezso’s erection with an energy and
stamina, a reckless desire to be fucked, which fully matched Markus’s own
abandon.


“That’s right, you guys,” Jozsef panted. “Sit on those
dicks. Ride them. Take them up your butts! We’ve got the poles for your holes,
right here, right there inside you, boys. Hot-assed couple of motherfuckers,
aren’t you? Just can’t get enough of those cocks.”


“Never enough,” Markus gasped.


“Never,” a breathless Andy agreed. “Fuck me, Dezso!
Come in my ass.”


“Yeah, fuck him, Dezso,” Jozsef urged. “Give the boy
what he wants.”


Dezso moaned. “He’s going to get it—soon, real soon!”


“So’s Markus!” Jozsef promised.


As their bodies strained together, Jozsef suddenly
felt a warning twinge in the root of his swollen, ass-embedded cock. That
signal was followed immediately by the familiar burning, buzzing sensation, as
though his prick was about to melt into a jet of hot semen. He knew he was
going to come!


“I’m there, I’m going to fucking come in your ass,
boy,” he warned, his words almost drowned out by Markus’s loud cries of lust.
“Shit—I’m starting to shoot!”


He thrust his dick into Markus as hard and as deep as
he could, and then he held it there, while it spasmed violently, emptying
itself of its fiery liquid in spurt after spurt. The hot, wet cum exploded from
the swollen, pulsating head of his cock as though his glans were the nozzle of
a garden hose turned on full blast which had been shoved up Markus’s insatiable
ass! He shot inside the younger man repeatedly, flooding his anus with a thick
tide of potent sperm, his cum filling Markus’s asshole to overflowing. Markus
groaned in sheer bliss when he felt the excess leaking out of him.


His own cock had begun to shudder in the throes of an
approaching ejaculation, and then his orgasm hit him, hard.


“Keep fucking me, Jozsef,” Markus gasped. “Fuck me
through it, I’m coming, too!”


Jozsef struggled manfully to comply, grunting and
snorting with nervous laughter as he helped to make Markus’s orgasm even
stronger by screwing him nonstop through it, even as his own lustful torment
began to subside. Markus’s cock, grasped lightly in his hand, shot its thick
white volleys of jism across the hairy expanse of Jozsef’s sweaty chest, and Markus’s
exultant shouts of total satisfaction dissolved into gurgles and sputters, as
his delirious sexual frenzy slowly died away, and his cock and ass rippled in
post-orgasmic reflex.


“Jesus,” Markus groaned. “What a fuck! You’re always
good, man, but this time you surpassed yourself.” He collapsed on top of Jozsef’s
weary, wrung-out body, with Jozsef’s still-hard cock continuing to move slowly
in and out of his asshole, as though the emptied penis had a will of its own.


The violence of their fuck gave way to satisfaction
and quiet contentment. And they could now devote their undivided attention to
what Dezso and Andy were doing, right there beside them on the crowded bed.


With a loud, agonized-sounding cry, Andy began to
ejaculate, his fist pumping away on his prick, his semen arcing out wetly and
splattering down onto Dezso’s torso and the bed, some of the thick white drops
hitting Markus and Jozsef. Dezso had obviously been working hard to hold
himself in check, waiting for Andy to come. Now, echoing Andy’s shout, Dezso
unloaded, too, blasting his jism up Andy’s ass.


“So hot—so fucking hot,” Dezso moaned, as he continued
to spurt inside the spasming anus.


“So good,” Andy exulted.


They lay there on the bed, locked in each other’s
arms, for several minutes after they’d stopped coming together—kissing, with
their arms and legs still entangled, and with Dezso’s cock still jammed far up Andy’s
ass. Finally, groaning with lazy post-orgasmic pleasure, Andy eased himself off
the other man’s spent phallic implement, and he slid off the bed, getting
shakily to his feet beside it.


He grinned down at the other three men.


“Quite a party,” he proclaimed. 


“Glad you guys are enjoying yourselves,” Markus said.
“I know I am!”


“Well, we didn’t make any money off those boys,”
Jozsef told Markus, when the two of them were alone together. “I knew they
weren’t johns, right away. They don’t have to pay for it. As hot as they are,
they could be charging for their services, themselves. Still, I had myself one
hell of a good time with them. Did you?”


“Yes, very much so,” Markus agreed. “Not everything’s
about money, after all.”


“True. There has to be room in life for fun. And God
knows that was fun!”

















 


Chapter Fourteen: After Hours in the Gym


 


The encounter with the two American bodybuilders had
put certain prurient ideas into Jozsef’s head.


“I’d almost forgotten how much fun group sex can be,”
he remarked to Markus, smiling. “I wouldn’t mind doing something like that
again—and soon.”


“Well, we can always start making a habit of hanging
out on the streets, or in the bars, looking for tourists to pick up,” Markus
suggested.


Jozsef laughed. “I have something in mind which should
be a little more of a sure thing than that. I’ll host a sex party myself.
Nothing too extravagant. Maybe five or six guys, total.”


“Great idea. Assuming I’ll be on the guest list?”


“Of course. It wouldn’t be a party without you,
Markus. And it wouldn’t really be sexy without you, either! Now, you know Otto
Farkas, don’t you?”


“Sure.” Otto Farkas was a pro bodybuilder, a few years
younger than Jozsef, and, like him, a seasoned veteran of the iron game. In
Hungary, in bodybuilding circles, Farkas was a celebrity, as was Jozsef.


“He’s an old friend of mine. Unfortunately, he doesn’t
live here in Budapest. He lives in Szeged, now. He’s going to come visit me, though,
and he’ll spend a weekend. I’ll put him up at my place. You’ll have a chance to
get to know him. You two ought to get along just fine. You have a lot in
common.” Jozsef grinned. “Not just bodybuilding. Otto is insatiable, when it
comes to sex. And so, we both know, are you.”


“Are you saying I’m a sex pig?”


“Um, at your tender age, my boy, you’re still just a
sex piglet. Not an insult. A compliment.”


“Thanks—I think.”


“I don’t want to do this at my apartment. My bed’s
only big enough to hold three guys at the most. Trust me, I know that from
experience! I’ll close the gym a couple of hours early on the Saturday night, and
announce that well ahead of time, so the members won’t be taken by surprise.
Then we can fuck right there in the gym,” Jozsef said, with a salacious tone of
lewd anticipation creeping into his voice. “The floor mats will be fine to have
sex on. And the showers and towels will be available, right at hand. I’ll make
sure we have booze and lube, and we’ll be all set. For an orgy. A muscle orgy.”


“Sounds hot. Like a porn video scenario. You know,
guys working out, and then getting it on together.”


“Those fuck buddies of yours whom you’ve told me
about, Markus—Arpad and Gusztav—?”


“The ones you’re jealous of?” Markus responded,
without thinking.


“I am not jealous,” Jozsef protested. “If I
were, I wouldn’t suggest that we invite them.”


“Okay.”


“They’re both hot guys,” Jozsef conceded, perhaps a
bit grudgingly. “Invite them, will you? Now, let’s see. That makes five. I’ll
run through my list of contacts and see whether I can come up with at least one
more man. You’re not the only one who has adventures, you know.”


“Well, just make sure you pick a guy with a hot body and
a big cock.”


Jozsef smirked. “What makes you think I’d settle for
anything less?”


When Markus told them about what Jozsef had planned,
both Arpad and Gusztav accepted the invitation to the gym sex party.


Markus was excited by the prospect of meeting Otto
Farkas. Otto took the train from Szeged, arriving on Friday evening, and he and
Jozsef met Markus for dinner at Le Salon d’Or.


Otto was a ruggedly handsome man whose physique, even
when clothed, revealed the fact that he kept himself in contest shape and he was
winning titles on a regular basis. He and Jozsef caught up with each other, but
they took care to include Markus in the conversation.


“Believe it or not,” Jozsef said, as they got ready to
leave the restaurant. “Otto and I will be sleeping together in my bed—but we’ve
promised each other, no sex tonight. We need to save our energy for tomorrow
night. At our age, there’re only so many bullets in the clip.”


“I tease Jozsef about being old, sometimes,” Markus
admitted. “But it’s only because he and I both know it’s bullshit. He’s still
in his prime, or not quite there yet—and so are you, Otto.”


Otto smiled. “Like older guys, do you?”


“Yeah.”


“Let’s hope your fellow young muscle pups, the ones I’m
going to meet tomorrow night, feel the same way.”


Markus flattered himself that he was a bit past mere
“muscle pup” status, but he returned Otto’s smile and he said nothing.


He exchanged goodnights with the other two men. Back
at his apartment, Markus was sorely tempted to masturbate. His loins were
agitated. He would have been delighted to fist his prick, stroke it to orgasm,
and drop a load of cum! The mere thought of participating in group sex
activities with a real pro bodybuilder like Otto Farkas was getting his motor
revved up. But he restrained himself, realizing that it was a good idea to save
himself for the orgy. He planned to have himself one hell of a good time, and
twenty-four hours of self-imposed abstinence would be a small price to pay for the
wanton group-sex pleasure he anticipated.


Jozsef had suggested that the guests bring their gym
gear with them on Saturday night, so that they could avail themselves of the
gym’s facilities, and work out, if they wished, before the gangbang got going.


Having shooed out the lingering members at the
earlier-than-usual closing time, Jozsef waited until all of his guests had
arrived, and then he locked the entrance door.


He’d been coy about the extra guest whom he’d
recruited. This turned out to be a baby-faced young bodybuilder, maybe twenty
years old, whose name was Nikola.


Chatting with Nikola, Markus discovered that he
belonged to the other gym, across town, which Jozsef owned. That
explained why Markus had never seen Nikola working out on the premises where
the party was taking place.


Markus found it interesting that Jozsef, who took such
an interest in his sex life, had never mentioned Nikola to him. There
wasn’t any doubt in Markus’s mind that Jozsef was fucking the boy. Jozsef would
have had to be a eunuch, to resist the temptation to screw the perky young
Nikola!


And Jozsef, that hypocrite, he gives me all
sorts of grief about being promiscuous! Markus thought. When
he’s been fucking, I’m sure, this pretty muscle pup, Nikola, every chance he
gets? Shit! But he was amused, not annoyed. Markus’s philosophy, after all,
had always been live and let live—and fuck and let fuck. He wasn’t judgmental.
He was too caught up in his own absorbing sex sins, to concern himself too much
with other men’s erotic peccadillos!


Jozsef, in his capacity as host, provided not only
towels and lube, but bottled beer, wine, and hard liquor, served in disposal
plastic cups. It was unusual to see an improvised bar set up on the weight room
floor, and Markus wondered whether it was necessarily a good idea to combine the
consumption of alcohol with lifting free weights and using exercise machines.
But any training being done this evening was really just a warmup, to get the
bodybuilders pumped up and ready for the real workout which would come
later.


While the men helped themselves to drinks, Jozsef
introduced Nikola and Otto to Arpad and Gusztav.


“Impressive physiques,” Otto said, eyeing the younger
bodybuilders with a connoisseur’s intense, appraising gaze.


“Coming from you, Mr. Farkas, that’s a real
compliment,” Arpad murmured. Like the other amateur bodybuilders, he was a bit
starstruck in the celebrity’s presence, but that didn’t prevent him from
speaking to him with a characteristic boldness.


Otto smiled. “Call me Otto,” he invited. “There’s
nothing I like better than to see fine specimens of young Hungarian manhood!
You men seem to be a credit to the iron game. Jozsef knows that I never like to
miss a workout, even when I’m traveling. I may be visiting here this weekend,
but I don’t intend to slack off. Shall we pump some iron?”


“It’d be an honor,” Nikola said, taking his cue from Arpad
and speaking up.


“Want to do some leg work with me, Nikola?” Otto
asked. “Squats?”


“Yes!” Nikola agreed, at once. Clearly, he was
bedazzled by the prospect of training with a famous muscle guy like Otto.


He and Otto took turns at the squat rack, doing deep
knee bends with a barbell loaded with heavy plates resting behind the
shoulders, on the upper back. While one man squatted, the other stood behind
him and spotted him, ready to grab the barbell and help replace it safely on
the rack, should the squatter falter. Soon, the pair were emitting grunts and
deep intakes of breath as they exerted themselves—grunts and heavy breathing
which seemed to be a preview of the sounds of sex, still to come.


Jozsef was sipping a drink and observing Otto and
Nikola at work, when Markus joined him.


“You’ve found yourself a new protégé, I see,” Markus
murmured, so that only Jozsef could hear him.


“You mean Nikola? Well, he’s young and eager. He’s got
promise. Do you like him?” Jozsef asked.


“He’s sweet.”


“He needs more experience. I don’t mean just in weight
training, I mean sexually. That’s what I wanted him to come to this party.”


Markus raised his eyebrows. “More experience than you
can give him?”


Jozsef chortled. “More variety in sex partners, might
be a more accurate way to put it. That’s why I wouldn’t mind it—in fact, I’d
quite like it—if you would feel free to amuse yourself with him, before the
party’s over. That might help the boy to get over his shyness.”


“Yeah, he’s got that awestruck, hero-worshipping
muscle pup thing going for him, doesn’t he?” Markus remarked. “Well, purely as
a favor to you, Jozsef, I guess I could bring myself to fool around with
the kid. Unlike you, I don’t usually believe in robbing the cradle, like a
dirty old man, the kind who prowls around the gym looking for really young dick
to prey upon—!”


“Oh, nice mouth!” Jozsef protested.


“But I could force myself to make an exception, in
this case.”


“Very big of you. I knew I could count on you to be
magnanimous,” Jozsef said, his sarcasm matching Markus’s own.


Nikola and Otto had completed their sets of squats.
Breathing hard, perspiring freely, Otto seemed not at all tired, though, but
rather invigorated.


He gave Nikola a congratulatory, comradely hug and slap
on the back, and then he turned to the other guests.


“Okay—who’s next?” Otto asked. “Arpad, why don’t you
and Markus load some plates on that pressing bench, and show us what you two
can do? I’m sure we’d all like to see you men work those big pecs of yours. A
light amount of weight at first, maybe ninety kilograms. [Translator’s note:
approximately two hundred pounds.] You can start with a few sets
of light bench presses, to warm up. And progress from there.”


“Sure,” Markus replied. As he and Arpad placed a
barbell on the bench’s upright supports, and loaded it with weights, they
exchanged knowing glances.


Each suspected he knew what the other man was
thinking. The way Otto kept looking at them, and also at Gusztav and Nikola,
suggested that the guy wasn’t just admiring their physiques. He wants to get
his hands on them, and fondle some of that “fine young Hungarian manhood” he’d
mentioned. Markus, for one, didn’t intend to discourage him. Otto was a hot
number, hot as fuck, and Markus was sure that Arpad wouldn’t be averse to
getting physical with the massively muscular older man, either. 


As for Nikola, he was wide-eyed, all agog at being in
the presence of Otto and the other muscle men. Otto had deigned to spot Nikola
while he’d squatted, which to a starstruck physique fan like Nikola was
probably almost as good as actual sex with the celebrity!


“This isn’t much weight, even for a warmup,” Markus
said.


Arpad grinned at him. “Start pumping, buddy. We’ll
increase the weight after each set. And then we’ll see who can lift more!”


“That’s the kind of competitive spirit I like to see,”
Otto exclaimed.


Arpad spotted Markus, while Markus bench pressed,
warming up.


Markus hadn’t been wrong about Arpad’s response to
Otto.


With Otto revealingly clad in sweatpants, a tank top,
and training shoes, Arpad could see that the huge pro bodybuilder had a truly
fantastic physique. It was what Arpad himself aspired to. He knew that he
didn’t have anything to be ashamed about in that department now, and that he
could hold his own quite nicely against the average young Hungarian muscle man.
Still, Otto, like his friend Jozsef, wasn’t just big—he was impressively
ripped, as though he didn’t seem to know the meaning of the term “body fat.”


Once Markus had completed his warmup sets, Arpad took
over. The two young men, making good use of the various pieces of equipment,
and lifting increasingly heavy weights, set down to real work. At first it was
a harmless enough workout, with the guys pairing off to offer each other
encouragement and training tips, or volunteering to act as spotters while one
of them did a potentially dangerous exercise, such as bench pressing with heavy
weights for extra, forced reps. Arpad found himself working up a good sweat,
although he was getting so muscular that the relatively light weights he was
using on this occasion didn’t particularly fatigue him.


Instead, he found himself getting horny. The sight and
smell of the other hard male bodies, their workout clothes plastered against
their muscles with sweat, grunting and gasping while they hefted the
weights—that began to excite the well-built stud, who had already had sex with
two of these guys—Markus and Gusztav, and who had to admit that he found the
others—Jozsef, Nikola, and, especially, the glamorous imported celebrity, Otto—equally
attractive. Every guy in the place, Arpad told himself, feverishly. I’d
like to go right ahead and have every guy in the place, one after the other. I
want to fuck them all! Why not?


Because it’s disgusting, that’s why! It’s
excessive—I’m letting myself get out of control. I’m behaving like a whore. A
promiscuous slut. A cum dump!


Maybe Markus won’t like it, if I whore
around too much. Especially with his buddy, Jozsef.


But—on the other hand—Markus is no better
than I am, so if he doesn’t like it, he can just go fuck himself. And, what the
hell? This is supposed to be a sex party, after all! Where anything goes.


Wish we’d get started with the actual
sex—!


Yeah, I’m impatient. I want some cock!
Damn, what kind of a sex fiend am I turning into?


But Arpad didn’t have long to speculate about his
hyperactive libido, because, inevitably, one of the other athletes began to get
a little itchy and frisky during his rest break, and this uninhibited muscle
man was bold enough to put his lewd thoughts into action. Not so
coincidentally, this instigator was the owner of the gym and the host of the
party.


“I’m so sweated. Dripping wet. Soaked through. I’m too
fucking hot,” Jozsef declared, a bit breathlessly, as he set a heavily loaded
barbell back in its rack, and then he straightened up and swaggered into the center
of the weight room, grinning at the other men, who automatically paused in what
they were doing to glance up at him.


They were rewarded when Jozsef unbuckled his wide
leather lifting belt, flung it to the floor, and unfastened the drawstring at
the waist of his sweatpants. He let the sweats slide down his huge, tree-trunk
thighs to his ankles, before kicking them off.


“Yes, you’d better cool off,” Otto advised, staring
lustfully at his friend. “You don’t want to risk heat stroke.”


“God, no. That’s better,” Jozsef announced. He
proceeded to peel off his tank top, baring his thickly muscled torso and sleek,
hairless pecs. Throwing aside the sweat-soaked rag of a shirt, Jozsef leaned
forward and removed his training shoes and socks, and then he stood back up,
legs wide apart, arms held out at his sides, automatically posing and flexing
for the other athletes’ benefit.


Arpad had to admit that the big man had a lot to show
off. Clinging to Jozsef’s hips was his only remaining garment, a jockstrap, the
narrow elastic waistband of which barely held in place the nylon genital pouch,
filled to overflowing with Jozsef’s cock and balls. Even relaxed, his sexual
equipment looked huge, and Arpad found himself staring appreciatively at the
highly provocative display.


“Still in contest form, Jozsef, I see,” Otto remarked.


“I do try to maintain it,” Jozsef murmured. “After
all, you never know when you may be called up to provide an exhibition—in
public, or in private.”


“You have the most amazing body I’ve ever seen! Why don’t
you pose for us, Jozsef?” Nikola suggested, humbly, but with barely concealed
excitement. “You, too, Otto, please. We don’t often get a chance to see a couple
of championship physiques like yours—! And certainly not this close up.”


“Very well, if you insist,” Jozsef responded,
good-humoredly. “I’ll do it, if you will, Otto. We’ll put on our own little
show, shall we? We’ll go through all of the mandatory contest poses. You younger
men, you must tell us old iron pumpers if you find us lacking in any of them.”


Otto was agreeable. He too stripped down to his sweaty
jockstrap, eliciting excited stares from the four younger men in the weight
room.


Standing side by side, Otto and Jozsef flexed and
posed, fluidly transitioning from one muscle-displaying physical attitude into
another.


They had an appreciative audience.


“Shit, you guys,” Gusztav gasped. “With all due
respect—you put the younger competition to shame. You are one hell of a couple
of smoking hot muscle studs!”


“I don’t work out like this, like a dog, because I don’t
like to hear compliments, my boy!” Jozsef responded.


“God, you’re both hot as fuck!” Gusztav swore. His
blue eyes darted back and forth, restlessly, between the two nearly naked
mature muscle men, comparing them, and admiring them both.


“Which of us do you like better? No need for you to
say it—I can tell,” Jozsef teased Gusztav. “Otto, my friend, I believe you’ve
found an admirer. To add to the many of them already served by you.”


The pink-cheeked Gusztav blushed, his face reddening
all the way up to the roots of his blond hair.


“Guess I’ve still got it, eh, Jozsef, old buddy?” a
smug Otto asked Jozsef.


“Hell, yes! You’re a freaking muscle god, my friend. But
then, so am I,” Jozsef bragged, shamelessly.


“Why don’t we go all the way?” Otto suggested. “Lose
these fucking jocks, and just work out naked. In fact, maybe we should all
strip down. It’s quite warm in here. No need for any of us to be modest. Or to
feel constricted and confined by clothes.”


Arpad and Markus once again exchanged knowing glances.
They’d seen this coming! This was the signal for the party really to get
rolling. The only surprise was that it had taken this long!


Immediately, training shoes and gym clothes were shed,
and in less than a minute, all of the men were either naked, or nearly so. In
their haste to bare most parts of their bodies, a couple of them retained, for
the time being, their socks or jocks, or both. The floor of the weight room was
littered with shoes, socks, tank tops, shorts, sweatpants, and jockstraps.


 “Look at us, men,” Arpad said, excitedly. “Look at
all of these hot bodies, all the fucking muscles and the big dicks, right here
in this one room. It’s incredible.”


“Manhood—‘fine young Hungarian manhood,’ to quote
Otto, yeah! And it’s all going to waste,” Jozsef declared, grinning
suggestively. “At least at the moment. Although that wastefulness can be easily
rectified. Those muscles and those cocks of yours deserve to be put to good use.”


“They certainly do,” Otto was quick to agree. “Come
on, guys. Let’s fuck!”
















 


Chapter Fifteen: A Muscle Orgy


 


 Otto had spoken the magic words. His exclamation
“Let’s fuck!” was greeted not as a mere suggestion, but as an imperative, not
to be refused.


The atmosphere in the gym had grown increasingly
sensual, and now that sensuality spilled over into explicit, raw sexuality. Nude,
or virtually nude, aroused men paired up. They embraced and kissed, their hands
eagerly exploring each other’s bodies, paying special attention to firm glute
muscles and potent, protruding cocks.


At first, Jozsef and Otto just stood there, near each
other, excitedly observing the younger men as they gave in to their lustful
impulses. But then Otto singled out Gusztav, and he approached the young blond
bodybuilder.


“So—you like me, do you, boy?” Otto purred.


“I like you a lot,” the still-blushing Gusztav
admitted.


“There’s no need for you to be shy. If you’d like me
to do anything for you, just come right out and tell me.”


Otto was offering sex, of course, so he may have been
a bit taken aback when his young admirer made a rather different request,
first.


“Then, please, pose for us some more, Otto, if you
will,” Gusztav told him. “Give us another chance to see those muscles of yours!
Flex them. Let us see them in action, bulging, swelling—! Oh, just the sight of
them gets me so fucking hot. So fucking hot, that I’ll do anything you want!”


Otto smiled. “Want me to go through the mandatory
poses again for you? Sure, why not? Watch this—”


He proceeded to give quite a provocative posing
exhibition. Naked and erect, looking like a cross between Hercules and Priapus,
the veteran pro bodybuilder treated his appreciative audience to quite a
display of muscle!


“You’re magnificent, man,” Nikola groaned. 


Markus, like a shark attracted to chum in the water,
had zeroed in on Nikola. He’d put a “friendly” arm around the young muscle
pup’s shoulders and encouraged him to sit down comfortably beside him.


Now, locked in Markus’s increasingly intimate embrace,
Nikola lay with him on one of the padded floor mats. Rubbing his body
erotically against Markus’s, he had turned his head to watch Otto’s
performance. “If you don’t mind me saying so, no disrespect intended—but for a
guy your age, you are so fucking hot!” Nikola blurted out.


“So, you think this old man’s still got it? I don’t
mind being admired, sonny,” Otto said, graciously. “That’s the whole point of
bodybuilding, isn’t it? To look good? And—if you’re gay—to attract other men? I
like to have my body worshipped. Are any of you men interested in worshipping
me?”


“All of us are,” Jozsef blurted out. “I’d be willing
to get down on my knees and lick the sweat off your body, like the hottest,
horniest muscle sub you’ve ever dominated, buddy. And that’s only the beginning
of what I’d like to do for you with my mouth!”


Otto laughed. “You’ve had me, Jozsef,” he told his pro
bodybuilder buddy. “And very often. Don’t be selfish. Give one of these other
men a chance!”


“Sure, toss me aside, break my heart,” Jozsef
complained, facetiously. “You, you sexy blond fucker, you,” Jozsef then addressed
Gusztav. “You seem to like Otto. Don’t be shy. You look as though you know how men
like Otto and me like to be treated. I assure you, Otto won’t bite—unless
that’s what you’re into! Go over there and get better acquainted with him. Much
better acquainted.”


Gusztav got up from the piece of equipment he’d been
using, and which he’d remained seated upon during Otto’s posing exhibition.
Breathing hard from his exertions, and following the other men’s example, he’d
quickly shed most of his workout attire. His creamy pale flesh contrasted to Otto’s
rather more dark-complexioned skin color, and, although he couldn’t match the older
man’s herculean build, his lithely muscular body was beautifully proportioned.
He had stripped down to his jockstrap, and, walking over to Otto, he stood
behind him. Placing his hands on Otto’s hips, he moved forward, and, after a
moment’s hesitation, very gently and provocatively he nudged the other man’s
bare buttocks with his stiffening fuck tool, trapped inside the pouch of the
athletic supporter.


“Do you feel that?” Gusztav inquired, politely.


Otto grunted. “How can I help it? Christ, you’re hung!
I bet you’d like to fuck me, wouldn’t you, boy? Fuck the old man, and breed his
horny ass for him?”


“May I? Really? Then yes, please,” the well-mannered
Gusztav gasped.


“You’re about to get your wish,” Otto promised.


Arpad watched, intrigued, while Otto lowered his
brawny arms and put his hands behind him, blindly groping for Gusztav’s crotch,
and, once he found it, cupping the pouch holding the young blond muscle man’s
sex organs in his big, warm hands. His fingers caressed Gusztav’s testicles
through the elastic, and then, slowly, Otto began to push the jockstrap down,
away from Gusztav’s genitals. 


When the athletic supporter slid downward over Gusztav’s
thighs, his blond, curly pubic hair sprang into view, and then the base of his
stiffened prick appeared, as well. Otto worked the jock down lower, exposing
the other guy’s cock inch by inch, until, with a final tug, he freed the penis
completely and the thick prong rose into the air and slapped against his naked
buttocks, its swollen tip gleaming in the strong illumination from the weight
room’s light fixtures.


“Ah, that’s fine, son,” Otto gasped. “Yeah, that’s a nice
big piece of meat! Rub it against me. Let me feel it. Aw, that’s hot! This is
what I’ve come to Budapest for. Hot young muscle cock!”


“If I may ask you—?” Gusztav whispered.


“Yes, boy?” Otto asked. “Don’t be shy, speak up.”


“I can’t get enough of seeing you flex! Would
you—please—pose for us, some more?” Gusztav begged. “Show us your muscles. Pose
for us, like you pose on stage, during a contest.”


“Sure, my lad. When you ask a bodybuilder to
pose—shit, that’s like tossing a dog a ball, and urging him to chase it! In
both cases, they’re doing what they love. But I’ll flex only if you agree to
pose right along with me, and show yourself off, too. Come on. We’ll run
through all of the mandatory poses together! We’ll have ourselves a pose down.
Winner takes all! But—you have to lose the jock, first, stud,” Otto told
Gusztav, salaciously. “You have to pose naked, like me. Let everything hang
out, be free, unencumbered.”


Gusztav obeyed.


Then, both nude, Otto and Gusztav flaunted their
muscles, shamelessly, displaying their muscular development, striking pose
after pose, inviting comparisons.


“What’s the judges’ verdict?” Otto panted, when the
duo was done.


“Come now,” Jozsef said. “It’s an unfair comparison.
You’re older, more experienced, and bigger, Otto. You have an unfair advantage.
But Gusztav has a fine build, for a beginner.”


“Yes, I concede,” Gusztav said, graciously. “Otto’s
the champ. But then, we already knew that.”


“When you’re Jozsef’s age and mine, Gusztav, with more
experience, more hard weight training, it may be different. Right now? I see a
few of you guys still wearing some clothes. Why? Let’s all get naked,
men,” Otto urged. “Strip, you studs. Strip for action!”


Nikola and Markus, who were still lying on the gym
floor in repose, their eyes fixed on the two naked athletes who’d engaged in
the pose-off, began to get worked up. Without bothering to get up from the
floor, they stirred, and they wriggled their way out of their remaining sweaty
gym clothes, until they, too, were both stark naked, lying with open legs,
their hard, long extensions of solid prick throbbing along their flat, muscled
bellies.


With Arpad observing them, the other two young
bodybuilders began to make love.


Markus reached out and grasped Nikola’s massive penis
firmly with his hand. “So,” Markus said, casually. “You and Jozsef have been
seeing each other?”


“We—uh—he’s been giving me some training tips,” Nikola
stammered.


Glancing at Jozsef, Markus saw that the gym owner had
a big, smug smirk on his face.


“I bet he has,” Markus said. “And who better to show
you the ropes? Right now, though, let’s exercise this dick of yours. It looks
as though it’s ready to be pumped up!”


“Maybe we shouldn’t,” Nikola responded. “Not in front
of Jozsef and the others guys.”


Markus scoffed. “It’s an orgy, buddy!” he
reminded Nikola. “We’re here to have sex. Don’t be shy. Jozsef won’t mind, I’m
sure. And neither will anybody else!” 


Still a bit shy, Nikola instinctively pulled away
slightly, but Markus didn’t let him go, and this had the effect of exciting
Nikola further. His beautiful body, already flushed from sexual excitement,
turned a deeper rosy hue. Markus began to manipulate him slowly, and Nikola
closed his eyes, breathing heavily, his deep breaths quickly escalating first
into sighs and then becoming loud, passionate moans.


Suddenly, without opening his eyes, he grabbed
Markus’s dick and he began to pump forcefully—almost brutally—on it. As
hypersensitive, as keyed up as he already was, this unexpected gesture made
Markus nearly explode in a torrent of semen on the spot. But, wanting to
postpone his ejaculation for as long as possible, he slid out of Nikola’s grip.


“Stand up,” Markus told the boy.


When Nikola did so, Markus repositioned himself, too.
He got down on his knees on the floor mat before the other young man. Markus
was perspiring, the result of the bench pressing he’d done with Arpad, combined
with his intense arousal. The hot sweat emerged as beads of moisture on his
face, chest, and back, and it ran in wet trickles down over the rest of his
body.


With one hand under Nikola’s balls and the other
stroking his thick cockshaft, Markus seized his prickhead between his lips and
he began to suck on the bloated meat. Nikola gasped with excitement and he
pulled Markus’s head in against his groin until Markus nearly gagged.
Gradually, Markus slipped his face backward from the other guy’s groin,
relinquishing Nikola’s cockshaft inch by inch, and grazing it with his teeth.


“Don’t bite, dude,” Nikola pleaded. “Just suck!”


Markus held Nikola by his smooth, hard buttocks, and
Nikola pulled him into his crotch again, running his fingers through Markus’s
disheveled, sweaty hair. Markus worked his mouth more and more furiously,
sucking the cock until he lost all track of time. The tension in Nikola’s
sturdy physique, his knotted muscles, betrayed the fact that he was enjoying
what Markus was doing to him—as did his stifled, guilty grunts and mews of
pleasure.


But then, suddenly, after long delicious minutes,
Nikola’s cock began pulsing madly. Stifling louder sobs of pleasure, he
ejaculated, and he forced-fed Markus his thick, creamy, salty-flavored cum.
Gulping, choking, Markus swallowed it all, the semen searing his tongue and the
inside of his mouth before it slid down his throat and sent a hot wave of wild,
utterly sexual response tingling through his entire body.


Markus held the cock in his mouth until he was certain
he had ingested every drop which Nikola had to give him, including the final
sluggish dribbles which emerged from the boy’s spent male organ.


Tastes so good,
Markus exulted. Oh, his cum tastes so damn good! There’s nothing like the
taste of another muscle man’s fresh, hot load—in your mouth, down your throat! Cum!
Yeah, cum! It’s got a flavor like nothing else. A flavor which makes you want
to eat a lot of it!


You may be Jozsef’s new fuck boy, kid, but
now I’ve had you, too! Okay, I admit it. Generous of Jozsef, to share his boy
toy with me!


Markus got up, brushing against Nikola’s legs with his
knees, and when he was standing erect against the other young man he kissed him
on the mouth. Nikola, to his delight, not only let him do it—he returned the
kiss. He even slipped Markus his tongue. He’d gotten over his shyness, and
quite decisively! After long, breathtaking moments, reluctantly, Nikola broke
the kiss and pulled away, wiping his lips.


“Damn,” he gasped. “I can taste my own cum in your
mouth, big man! That was one hell of a good blow job. Jozsef’s told me how hot
you are. Now I know he wasn’t kidding!”


Markus pressed his body against Nikola’s to
demonstrate the ferocity of his own need, and he began to push Nikola down by
his shoulders, to urge Nikola to blow him in return. But then Markus glanced up
and he saw Arpad standing there, nearby, looking at them—in an acute state of
arousal.


“No, wait,” Markus suggested. “My buddy—take care of
him.” He pushed Nikola, who was quite willing, toward Arpad.


Arpad still stood where he was, his own cock unfurling
into erection quite uncomfortably inside his jockstrap, which kept his hard-on
pressed tightly against his stomach. Then he was aware that Nikola was standing
nude by his side, pressing his sizeable, thick, juicy-looking prick against his
thigh. Arpad could smell the aroused animal maleness of the other young guy,
and, like a sleepwalker, he lifted his arms and allowed himself to be undressed
by his fellow weightlifter. Nikola pulled Arpad’s tank top over his head and
off, and then he opened the waistband of Arpad’s sweatpants and drew them down
to his ankles, so that Arpad could step out of them and kick the pants aside.


Once he was completely stripped, jockstrap and all, Arpad
felt Nikola grab hold of his man-sized weapon, fondling it, squeezing the wet,
pulsating knob.


“Ah, Arpad, you’ve sure got a nice big one,” the other
bodybuilder exclaimed, excitedly, in a voice hoarsened by desire, which made
everything he said sound sexy. Nikola’s other hand was between Arpad’s ass
cheeks, stroking the soft hair which lined the cleft between them, rubbing the
puckered rim of his anal opening with urgent, passionate strokes. “Muscle
cock,” Nikola declared. “I like it!”


“Yeah? How do you feel about muscle ass?” Arpad
retorted.


“I like that, too.”


“Then try this hole on for size, dude!” Arpad urged.


With a moan of delirious desire, Arpad pushed his butt
back into Nikola’s palm, inviting the other tautly-muscled stud to push his
fingers up inside his craving anal canal.


He had now caught hold of Nikola’s own thick, hefty
dick and he was kneading the throbbing phallus in his hand, hot lust sweeping
through him in waves.


Nikola didn’t hesitate, but hastily jammed two fingers
up into Arpad’s waiting asshole and began mercilessly to finger-fuck him, while
continuing to pump on the other guy’s rigidly outstretched penis.


Arpad felt the fingers push their way deep into his
anus. Continuing to moan with excitement, he swayed his hips and forth, feeling
the hot jism rising in his loins while his cock was erotically massaged by Nikola’s
fist.


Meanwhile, Markus hadn’t been idle. Far from showing
any jealousy at the sight of Arpad indulging himself with Nikola, he smiled at
his fuck buddy, urging him on. Then Markus approached Jozsef.


“With your permission, sir—?” Markus asked, archly.
“If a mere novice can dare to approach a famous bodybuilder like you—?”


“Yes? Want my autograph?” Jozsef joked, playing along.


“No. I’d like to lick and suck every part of that
magnificent body of yours!” Markus blurted out, mimicking the way he thought a
starstruck kid like Nikola might make the request. He was also determined to
prove that his buddy Arpad had no monopoly when it came to boldness!


Jozsef grinned. “Permission granted, my boy.” He
raised his arms above his head. “You can begin by working on my sweaty pits.
Get a good taste of them. And, when you get to my nipples—you know I like to
have them bitten, not just sucked! Chew on the motherfuckers. Knock yourself
out.”


Soon, while Arpad and Nikola continued to play with
each other, Jozsef found himself the object not only of Markus’s attentions,
but of Gusztav’s and Otto’s, as well. With Markus hungrily kissing and licking
the big bodybuilder’s chest, remembering to sink his teeth into the nipples and
tug on them with his teeth, Gusztav got down on his knees in front of Jozsef
and sucked his cock. Otto squatted behind his friend, separated his butt
cheeks, and buried his face between them. Jozsef shuddered with delight,
reacting to the triple stimulation of Markus’s lips and tongue and teeth on his
nips, Gusztav’s mouth on his prick, and Otto’s tongue probing and swabbing out
his ass.


“Aw, fuck, fucking hell! You guys are driving me wild.
Ganging up on me—God, I’m so fucking turned on! I’m glad I decided to throw
this party,” Jozsef gloated. “This is my idea of a workout! Hot men—a gym full
of hot muscle men—yeah, that’s what I like to see!”


Gently, Arpad disengaged himself from Nikola. “I’m
going to come, if we keep this up,” he warned the other young man, whom he
kissed on the mouth. “Give me a minute to catch my breath and calm down.” Arpad
smiled. “Why don’t you go over there and help yourself to a slice of that stud
Jozsef?” he whispered. “There seems to be plenty of him to go around.”


Nikola went over to Jozsef, and Markus generously
stepped back and let Nikola take over the body worshipping duties. Meanwhile, Gusztav
and Otto continued to service Jozsef, fore and aft, blowing and rimming him
with unabated lust.


“Ah, lick me, suck me, kid!” Jozsef cried, addressing Nikola.
“Damn, boy, you know what I like!” he moaned—inadvertently confirming, in the
heat of his passion, Markus’s suspicions about just how intimate he and Nikola
were. “And you, Gusztav, you suck my cock! Swallow it! Choke on it! Deep-throat
the motherfucker, boy! Suck! And you, Otto, you old whore—kiss and lick and
suck my ass! Eat out my hole! Yeah, we both know how much you like the taste of
it! Suck ass, buddy! Suck ass! Don’t you dare stop. And that’s an order, you
ass-licking muscle bitch!”


“Uh, your ass tastes so good, Jozsef.” Otto avowed,
between tongue swipes of the other man’s flexing pucker. “Hot, like paprika—!”


“Like garlic, too,” Jozsef taunted him. “That’s a
spicy butt! Get in there, deep, with that fucking tongue of yours! Clean out
that shitter of mine, buddy! You know you’re hungry for it. Go on, bitch. Eat
your fill! Eat out that ass!”
















 


Chapter Sixteen: A Little Privacy


 


During a break in the activities, the men availed
themselves of the various liquid refreshments.


But it wasn’t long before their hyperactive libidos kicked
in again, stirring up new surges of desire in their groins.


Otto, who’d been chatting with Jozsef while they
drank, drew him toward where Markus stood. Familiarly, Otto threw one huge arm
across Markus’s broad shoulders.


“This is a big, strapping boy! So, Jozsef—would you mind
if I borrow your handsome boyfriend for a while?” Otto asked.


“Go right ahead. But Markus will be the first to say
that he doesn’t think of himself as my ‘boyfriend,’ I’m afraid,” Jozsef
replied.


Otto glanced around. “I know this is a strange thing
to say at an orgy, but I wouldn’t mind a little privacy. So that Markus and I
can amuse ourselves, away from prying eyes—?”


“Use the couch in my office,” Jozsef suggested. “It’s
seen plenty of sex in its time. I left the door unlocked.”


Markus had been in Jozsef’s office, often, although—interestingly
enough—he’d never been invited to have sex there. He couldn’t help speculating
which members of the gym, or its staff, Jozsef may have entertained on that
couch!


Meanwhile, he showed Otto the way.


The couch in question, positioned against one wall,
was a long, roomy, old one, its leather well worn by age, and its cushions
thoroughly broken in.


Otto sat on the edge of the couch. His sexual
equipment, jutting up from his groin, was large and impressive, as befitted his
physique.


“Jozsef’s told me so much about you,” he said. “How hot
you are. He promised me I’d have a chance to play around with you.”


“Don’t I get a say in the matter?” Markus joked.


Otto leered at him. “What’s the matter? Do you find me
unattractive? Repulsive?”


“Well—hardly,” Markus admitted.


“Okay, then,” Otto grunted. “This is our chance to get
to know each other—sexually. Come on over here and get down on your knees. Get
down on your knees, and suck me. Suck my cock!”


Otto was behaving a bit arrogantly, taking Markus’s
willingness for granted. Markus experienced a flicker of resentment, but he
quickly got over it. He was willing, indeed eager, to have sex with
Jozsef’s pro bodybuilder buddy.


Fuck it, Markus thought, but
the son of bitch is hot! I want him!


Markus walked over to the big muscle man and knelt in
between his spread legs, leaning his forearms on Otto’s thighs, which were hard
and inflexible, providing him with no cushioning. Markus took the guy’s big,
thick cock in both of his hands, and the penis responded immediately,
stiffening into a fuller degree of erection and pulsating with lust. Markus wet
his lips and brushed them back and forth over the head of the penis, squeezing
its shaft with his hand and feeling it respond even more avidly. Then he gave
other man what he wanted—a hot, wet mouth surrounding his cock. He blew the sexy
visitor from out of town with all the oral skill he had at his disposal.


The mouthful of hot, hard cock which Markus now found
himself slurping on drove all lingering resentment from his mind. Otto could be
as smug and cocky, as demanding, as he wanted to be. Now, far from feeling that
he was being used, the younger bodybuilder was half in love with the older guy!


“Suck, baby!” Otto cried. “That’s right, you pretty
muscle boy. Suck! Suck cock!” 


Otto didn’t stop Markus from caressing his thighs, his
taut, ridged belly, his muscular yet resilient pectorals and the hot spikes of
his nipples. He was responding eagerly to the blow job, breathing very deeply
and suppressing gasps of excitement.


“I knew you’d be good,” Otto declared. “Every bit as
good as Jozsef told me you’d be. I can’t be bothered, wasting my times on young
guys who think they’re still straight. I like a gay muscle fuck! I can
tell when a boy likes cock. When he’s no virgin, when he knows what he’s
doing—how to satisfy another man—!”


Markus knew that Otto was coming close to the end. He
felt the man’s hands on his shoulders and he thought for a moment that the stud’s
tough-guy, top man posture, which had already been stretched to the breaking
point, was going to collapse altogether, and that Otto would deign to enfold
him in a man-to-man caress. But instead Otto took Markus’s shoulders in a
strong grip and he pushed him away, forcing the naked young bodybuilder to pull
his lips off his dick.


The hard-on, wet with saliva, throbbed hotly in front
of Markus’s eyes. The kneeling youth stared at it lustfully for a long moment,
wanting it back in his mouth. Then Markus looked up at the other guy’s face,
imploringly. Mutely, he begged Otto to let him have his cock again—and to blast
his sperm down his throat.


Otto’s face was aflame with desire, and his eyes gave
his lust away. They were blue flames, with hot black coals in their centers.


“No,” he panted, getting up from the couch. “I don’t
want it that way any longer. Lie down here. On your belly, boy. Ass up! I’m
going to take that hole of yours. If it hasn’t been stretched by a really large
muscle cock before, then it’s sure as hell going to be stretched by one now.
You understand?”


“I think I get the general idea,” Markus said, lying
on his belly and spreading his legs.


The other man didn’t waste any time. He climbed onto Markus’s
back. Jozsef had provided lubricants, in the weight room, but they’d forgotten
to bring one of the containers with them to the office. Markus paid for that
omission now. Undeterred by the lack of lube, Otto simply rammed his
unlubricated cock forward and down, its thick head rending Markus’s sphincter
muscle so brutally that the younger weightlifter, who’d folded his arms under
his chin to pillow his head, bit into his own forearm, to stifle a scream of
pain.


“Shush,” Otto hissed, into Markus’s ear. “This is what
we both know you like—having a hard, hot cock shoved up your ass!”


“I do want it, but, goddamn it! Go easy, can’t you?
Not so rough. You’re hurting me!”


“Man up! Take it!” Otto advised.


“Please—!”


“Shut the fuck up, bitch. You’re getting fucked. Big
deal! Plenty of other muscle guys have had this dick of mine shoved up their
butts, and none of them complained. Man up and take it. Oh, yeah, take that
cock, in your hot little manhole—you sweet muscle bitch, you—you hot fuck—!
Raped,” Otto growled, savagely. “Have your ass raped, and learn to love it!”


“Oh, my God!” Markus screamed.


“God can’t help you, boy. Your hot daddy Jozsef, who’s
so crazy about you, he isn’t here to protect you, either. He’s handed you over
to me, for me to use. No, your ass is mine! I’m going to show you the meaning
of a real muscle fuck!”


Otto’s arms went around Markus’s waist, and he shoved
and pumped until his dickshaft was inserted in Markus’s rectum all the way and
his hipbones were crushing Markus’s buttocks. For good measure, Otto grabbed Markus’s
nipples, pinching, wrenching, and tugging on them, sending jolts of hot pain
shooting through Markus’s pecs. Otto thrashed about on top of the other
powerfully muscled nude body like a wild animal, obviously impatient to get his
rocks off. Just as Markus was beginning to adjust to his fucker’s massive size
and rough technique, just as he was almost starting to find a perverse pleasure
in submitting to the abuse and he admitted to himself that he enjoyed having
the guy’s cock in his ass, it was all over, in a hot wet shower of jism which
seemed to saturate Markus’s traumatized anal membranes, soaking them
completely.


Otto lay on top of him for a moment, panting, and
then, after unceremoniously yanking his spent prick out of Markus’s butt, he
got up. Markus rolled over on the couch, grimacing with lingering anal
discomfort. The pro bodybuilder was standing over him, looking down at him,
staring, a look of triumph in his eyes, of pure animal satisfaction, of sexual
conquest.


“What’s the matter, boy? Did it hurt?” he asked, in a
jeering tone of voice.


“Yes, it did, as a matter of fact. You’re hung like a
pile driver, and you really fucked me hard.”


“Tough shit, kid! You’re going to have to man up and
learn to take it, if you want to get men like me satisfied.” Otto shook his
head. “Move. Let me see the couch cushion.” Mystified, Markus rolled to one
side, and Otto examined the leather upholstery upon which he’d been lying. “No
cum stains, huh? You didn’t come, did you? You didn’t shoot when I did?”


“No, I didn’t. How the hell could I? You didn’t give
me a chance.”


“Listen,” Otto scoffed. “I did you a big favor when I
plowed your ass. Got you well warmed up, for the other guys out there to fuck.
But if you really want to unload—”


“I do. My balls ache.”


“Well, take care of your business now. Beat off.”


Markus hesitated. He supposed he’d be able to
ejaculate more than once, before the sex party was over. Still, it was
early in the evening—!


“You heard me, boy,” the impatient Otto said. “Beat
your fucking meat. Make yourself shoot. I want to see you come. Do it! And
goddamn it, boy, when I tell one of you muscle pups what to do, I expect
obedience. Nothing short of blind, instant, total obedience. Jerk yourself!
Make yourself come. And be quick about it. I’d better see that cum fly out
soon, boy, or else—!”


Markus lay on his back on the couch, spread his legs
wide, took his stiff, unsatisfied cock in his fist and began to stroke
it—slowly and self-consciously at first, but then with mounting intensity.


“That’s right, muscle boy,” Otto coaxed him, his voice
now sounding oddly silky and seductive. “Play with yourself, the way you do when
you’re alone in your own bed at home, thinking about all the hot guys at the
gym you want to have sex with. Guys like me, and your buddies out there,
waiting for us. Beat that goddamn big piece of meat! Like a stud doing a solo
in a porn video,” he gasped, as he climbed up onto the bed, straddling Markus’s
head with his sturdy thighs. “Do it the way they do it in those dirty videos.”


Otto quickly pushed his groin down against Markus’s
face, squeezing his thigh muscles together on either side of Markus’s head to
trap him between his legs. In this position, Otto’s big, hairy balls fell
heavily on top of Markus’s open, panting mouth. With one hand, Otto reached
down and stuffed his testicles inside Markus’s mouth. With the other, he seized
his prick and masturbated it frantically back into full erection.


“Suck, boy!” he grunted, hoarsely. “Fucking tea bag
me! Suck my balls! Get your fucking tongue busy on them. Lick the
motherfuckers!”


Markus obeyed, and he heard Otto groan with pleasure
above him.


“Now play with your asshole, too, boy,” Otto
instructed him. “Put your fingers in your asshole and fuck yourself with them
while you jerk off. Get in there deep. I want you to remember how good my dick
felt in there, and how hard it fucked you, and how it made you shoot off all
over yourself.”


The lewd act didn’t take long to reach its conclusion.
After a few frenzied minutes of ball-sucking, finger-fucking, and masturbation,
Markus felt his cock spasm in the throes of a violent ejaculation, and it
sprayed his warm, wet jism all over his belly and chest. A moment later,
moaning with raw excitement, Otto joined him in orgasm, depositing a second
load of his own sperm onto Markus’s writhing torso.


The huge muscle man stood up, gasping, and he slapped Markus
on the butt. “Good job, kid. You’re not so bad, after all, as a muscle pup like
you goes. I’ve had worse. Dumbass pumped-up punks, who didn’t know that their
dicks were good for anything other than pissing, and their asses were good for
anything but shitting, until I taught them different.” Otto spoke with relish,
as though he was lost in nostalgic reminiscences. “Now, let’s go see what the
other guys are up to.”
















 


Chapter Seventeen: A Floor Show


 


Back in the weight room, Markus helped himself to a
beer, to quench his thirst, and to one of the towels, which he used to wipe the
perspiration from his body.


Arpad joined him. “Looks like you and Otto had
yourselves a workout,” he remarked.


“I know I worked up a real sweat,” Markus replied.


“How was he?”


“Different,” was Markus’s evasive answer. “I’ll tell
you all about it later.”


“But did you enjoy it?”


“In a perverse kind of way, yeah.” Markus embraced and
kissed his buddy. “You’re still my favorite, though. Well—one of my favorites.”
It wouldn’t do for him to let Arpad develop a swelled head.


“I’d better still be on your short list,” Arpad
warned, playfully. “Fucker, I’m willing to share you with other guys. But you’d
better always come back to me. When you get tired of second and third best, and
you remember what the real thing can be like.”


“I will. I promise. I swear! Now, what did I see you
and Nikola doing, before?” Markus inquired. “You were jerking him off and he
was diddling your ass, as I recall. Something like this—?” As he spoke, Markus
guided Arpad’s hand to his cock, and with his other hand, he attacked Arpad’s
anal cleft.


“Easy,” Arpad groaned. “Don’t get me too worked up too
fast. That hair trigger of mine, remember. While you and the big guy were off
doing your thing together—whatever it was—I kept busy playing around with all
these other guys. They kept edging me, and I edged myself. Every time I got
close to coming, I forced myself to hold off.”


“I’ll finger-fuck you nice and slow,” Markus promised.


They toyed with each other, often pressing their lips
together in impassioned, open-mouthed, tonguing kisses as they did so.


Hearing unusually loud moans coming from the other
four men, Arpad turned his head to look at them.


In front of where he and Markus were standing, Jozsef
and Gusztav, and Otto and Nikola, had gotten down onto one of floor mats. Lying
there on their sides, they had merged themselves into a sort of interlocked
lineup of lust. They’d formed an anal intercourse row. Jozsef, the powerfully
built mature pro bodybuilder, lay at one end, and Gusztav was right behind him,
forcing his jerking prick hard up into the bearded stud’s squirming asshole.


Behind Gusztav, Nikola had settled down, resting one
hip, and he’d stuffed his cock halfway up inside Gusztav’s cheeky butt—while Otto
had positioned himself on the mat behind Nikola. Otto’s lust had only been
whetted by his tryst in the office with Markus, and he ready to fuck again,
with Nikola the object of his desire this time. Otto was having a little
trouble getting his huge prick to fit inside the groaning youngster’s tiny
asshole. Arpad saw him pull his rampant phallus out from between Nikola’s
buttocks and, spitting on his hand, cover his fiery cockhead with the saliva
before reinserting it between the quaking ass cheeks.


This time, the monster cock sank into its target much
more easily, and, with a loud groan of pleasure, Otto penetrated the younger
guy’s tender anus inch by inch, until the whole awesome length of his dick had
disappeared between Nikola’s buttocks.


“That’s right, men,” Jozsef instructed his three
partners. “Keep those hot bodies jammed together, nice and tight. Keep those
dicks shoved up those holes! Fuck! Fuck, you horny muscle bastards! Fuck!”


Arpad, seeing the other guys locked in their group
fuck in front of him, swayed his pelvis back and forth even faster, frantically
massaging Markus’s prick in his hand, and fucking himself on the fingers which
his buddy had inserted in his butthole.


“Aw, Christ, Markus! I’m afraid I’m going to shoot,
man! Damn!” Arpad cried.


Immediately, Markus let go of Arpad’s cock and he also
pulled his fingers from between the other bodybuilder’s buttocks.


“Not yet, you horny fucker—make it last,” the impassioned
bodybuilder coached his buddy. “Don’t shoot yet! Let’s go and join the others.
Come on, buddy. Let’s get in line!”


“That’s right, Markus, Arpad,” Otto jeered. “We can
all see you two are lovebirds! But break it up. Share the wealth with the rest
of us. Come here! On the double!”


Markus seized Arpad’s hand, which was slippery with
sweat, and led him over to the four men who were thrashing away together on the
mat. He paused in front of Jozsef, who was heading the human chain, and Markus,
kneeling down, reached out and fondled his older friend’s balls for a moment. Jozsef
threw his arm up, grabbed Markus, and kissed him.


“Want to fuck me?” Markus volunteered. “Otto just did.
He said he’d get my ass warmed up and ready to take on another cock, and he was
right.”


“I’d love to screw you, baby, but not now. I know from
past experience that fucking and being fucked at the same time is too
damn much for me! It makes me come right away. No, go to the back of the row,
you and your sexy buddy. One of you shove your dick up Otto’s ass. And I’ll
catch up with you later.”


Dutifully, continuing along to the end of the supine lineup,
Markus stationed Arpad behind Otto’s pumping ass cheeks while the muscle man
from Szeged fucked away at Nikola’s backside.


“Come on, Arpad, push that big cock of yours up the stud’s
ass, and I’ll give you a good fucking while you screw him,” Markus
breathed, in a hoarse voice.


This sounded good to both Arpad and Otto, and Arpad
moaned when Markus stretched out on the mat behind him and he felt his friend’s
squat, dripping-wet ramrod press hard into his anus. At the same time, Markus
had put his arms around Arpad’s midsection, and, taking hold of his cock, he
was helping to push it home into Otto’s butch asshole. But the stalwart young bodybuilder’s
penis was too big to fit in there comfortably, and eventually Arpad resorted to
the same solution which Otto had used with the guy whom he was now fucking.


Spitting onto his palm, Arpad rubbed the saliva onto
his pulsating prickhead and jammed it viciously forward and upward. Otto, who
was just preparing to make another thrust deep into Nikola, gave a yelp when
his own asshole was impaled all the way upon Arpad’s potent fuck tool.


“You goddamn big-dicked muscle pup,” Otto gasped. “Go
ahead and fuck me, you horny son of a bitch, but for Christ’s sake, don’t rip
me apart!”


“Oh, nice mouth, man!” Arpad complained. “Nice way to
talk. When I’ve never shown anything but the utmost respect for you,” he added,
ironically. “Why, I used to jerk off over your photos in the muscle magazines, when
I was just a kid. Years ago—you know, when you were still—ah, young?”


“Shit, boy! Think I’m old and past it, do you? I’ll
show you otherwise. Listen, you young whelp, I was pumping iron back when you
were just a squirt of your daddy’s semen that found a home! This is a hell of a
way to treat another iron pumper,” Otto griped.  “We’re all in this gangbang
together. We need to work together—!”


“Yes, sir,” the hard-breathing, perspiring Arpad
agreed. “And right now we’re working together to get your ass fucked, aren’t
we?”


“I wish I had two dicks, one to ram up your butt and
the other to stick in your mouth and shut you up! Damn it, that’s some big cock
you’re shoving up my ass! Well—now that you’re in there—you might as well go
all the way. Go ahead and fuck me, muscle boy, if you think that big pecker of
yours can do the job!”


“I’m sure it can!” Arpad bragged.


“Don’t be so hard on the lad, Otto,” Jozsef told Otto.
“He’s doing his best to please you, I’m sure. Now, let’s fuck, men! Fuck!
All together, now! Get those cocks in those butts, you guys! Fuck! Fuck
some hot Hungarian muscle ass! And you can all shoot off whenever you’re
ready.”


Laughing breathlessly, Arpad took hold of Otto’s hips
and he began to push his dick deep into the older stud’s rectum. While he did
so, Arpad felt Markus’s cock press roughly against his own anus—and then, with
a rush, it entered up into his backside, taking his breath away. But it wasn’t
long before Arpad got into the rhythm of the anal conga line, and once again he
felt the seed rising in his loins while he fucked away mindlessly at the hot
ass in front of him, also enjoying Markus’s no-nonsense fuck tool pumping away
inside his own rear end.


All six men continued to sway back and forth in a
panting, grunting row. Arpad could feel Markus’s incredible body pressing into
his back, the hard pec muscles and nipples rubbing into his shoulder blades,
while Markus rotated his pelvis in an effort to force even more of his dick
inside his asshole.


It was Jozsef, up at the front of the line with nobody
to fuck, who started to shoot first. While Gusztav pumped the big pro physique
star’s butt, he had also been masturbating him, and Jozsef couldn’t control
himself any longer. With a loud cry, he suddenly spewed a stream of creamy
semen through the air and let it spatter onto the gym floor in front of his
feet.


That was a signal for the rest of the men to feel free
to unload, to fire at will, as they’d been invited to, and Otto’s hot ass began
to gyrate rapidly around the shaft of Arpad’s near-bursting prick. Markus began
to fuck Arpad harder and faster, and Arpad squeezed his buttocks and his
sphincter muscle tightly closed around the fuck tool which was plowing his ass,
enjoying it to the utmost. The conga line was going wild now. One by one, the
naked athletes blasted their loads up each other’s assholes, like so many
sticks of dynamite going off in succession!


Finally, it was Arpad’s turn to come. Slumping against
Otto sweaty back, he began to shoot, helplessly, filling the pro bodybuilder’s
quivering manhole with his cum. As though from a long distance, he heard Markus’s
sultry voice behind him. “Oh, I’m coming, men, I’m coming!” Markus said. Still
firing his wads into Otto’s butt, Arpad kept his own firm young ass cheeks
squeezed together while Markus’s cock exploded deep inside him, filling his
anus with semen.


It seemed to Arpad’s pleasure-drugged mind that an
eternity went by while he emptied his orgasm into Otto’s wriggling bottom. He
didn’t know exactly how long he remained lying there on the mat as part of the
hot row of heaving, sweating bodies, with his own cum ejaculating inside Otto.
He felt convinced that he could go on coming forever. Finally, though, he did
release a last sluggish spurt of fuck fluid into Otto’s thoroughly-fucked ass.


He got really shameless then, breaking away from the
chain and flinging himself belly down over a pressing bench, with his legs
spread and his ass thrust up into the air. He reached behind himself, grasped
his ass cheeks with both hands, and yanked them obscenely wide open, exposing
the hairy, sweaty cleft between them, and revealing a trickle of Markus’s
semen, emerging slowly out of his sore, chafed-looking anal pucker.


“Do any of you guys want to fuck me?” Arpad demanded.


Several of them laughed at his horniness, and Arpad
was grateful when Gusztav immediately rose to the challenge. Arpad really liked
Gusztav’s sleek, pale-skinned body and hot stud cock!


Eagerly, Gusztav rimmed Arpad first, sucking Markus’s
cum out of his ass, priming the hole with his talented, tireless tongue. Then,
with both men gasping for breath, he plunged his hand down between Arpad’s
spread legs and grasped his huge prick, which was still stiff and throbbing,
pressed downward against the edge of the padded bench. While he played with Arpad’s
prick and balls, Gusztav took his own swollen, ass-hungry cock in his other
hand and fondled it back into full, ready erection.


Taking his hand from between Arpad’s legs, Gusztav
spat vigorously onto his palm, and he rubbed the saliva all over his dark pink,
glistening cockhead. Inserting his overloaded male organ between Arpad’s ass
cheeks, he quickly located the familiar entry point and, shoving forward, he
sank a good half of the length of his fuck tool inside the other bodybuilder.


Arpad clawed at the bench with both hands to steady
himself when the first half of Gusztav’s cockshaft split his anus, but he was
given no respite, nor did he really want any. With another quick forward jab, Gusztav
didn’t stop penetrating him until his large, swinging balls rested against Arpad’s
buttocks. Lying directly on top of the other young man, the blond stud began to
screw him, all the while reaching around to tweak Arpad’s hot, sensitive
nipples with his fingers.


“Ah! Now you’ve got my cock in your ass, Arpad,” Gusztav
announced. “How do you like it?”


“Just fine,” Arpad confirmed.


“Am I screwing you the way you like it?”


“No, you bastard,” Arpad grunted. “I’m sure you can do
a lot better than this! Fuck me harder! Faster! Hotter! Come on, tear up my
hole, you son of a bitch! Hurt me—oh, hurt me with that big cock!” he
begged.


Manfully, Gusztav strove to satisfy him, pounding his
ass without mercy.


“Yeah, bitch, that’s more like it,” Arpad gasped. “Go
on. Fuck that hole!”


The other men were watching, of course, which only got
Arpad hotter. When Gusztav’s rock-hard rammer began to punish his ass with
long, hard strokes, Arpad let out groan upon groan of desperate excitement. His
own prick, angled downward and compressed against the edge of the padded bench,
received a certain amount of friction each time Gusztav’s hard-muscled body
descended onto his exposed ass cheeks to drive his dick home between them. It
was more than enough to make the hot sperm rise in Arpad’s groin, and soon Arpad
was grunting away and squirming his bottom under his fucker in the throes of
raw sexual need.


“Fuck him, kid!” Jozsef shouted. “That’s the way, my
boy! That’s how to take care of one of your gym buddies, that’s how to satisfy
his ass!”


“Yeah, fuck him, Gusztav!” Otto yelled, wildly aroused
by what he was witnessing. “Fuck his hole! That Arpad’s an arrogant bastard.
Maybe you can fuck some of the smartass out of his! God knows I’d like to.”


Jozsef chuckled. “Knowing you as I do, Otto, I’m sure
you’ll get around to that before we’re done tonight. But I like a muscle pup
with spirit, myself.”


“I prefer a muscle pup with spunk,” Otto retorted.
“Provided he’s willing to spurt it for me, on command, after I’ve turned him
into my submissive little bitch!”


Not really listening to the two men’s’ discussion, Gusztav
was bouncing away merrily on top of Arpad, the force of an impending orgasm
gathering strength within his urgently throbbing penis. He couldn’t hold his
cum in much longer. He would simply have to let the hot seed burst out of his
pulsating prick and bury itself deep in the well-plowed furrow of Arpad’s ass.


The young blond stud began to fuck Arpad more rapidly,
his strokes getting shorter, sharper. His climax was upon him. And then he was
coming, in a long, foaming tidal wave of blissful erotic release. His weight
remained pressed down on Arpad’s upturned buttocks, his spurting phallus jammed
as far as he could possibly get it into Arpad’s hole.


Arpad howled when the swollen tool spewed out its load
of cum, filling his anal passage to capacity. Pushing his own stiff prick
against the side of the bench across which he lay sprawled, he managed to shoot
his own load, soaking the leather covering and the floor under the bench with
the liquid proof of his violent climax.
















 


Chapter Eighteen: A Muscle Marathon


 


For a while, both men lay gasping on the bench, until Gusztav
dragged his trembling phallic weapon out from between Arpad’s twitching ass
cheeks and he went to retrieve his scattered gym clothes and pull them on.
Having second thoughts about getting fully dressed, he wriggled into his
jockstrap, and he wore that alone.


“You’re not leaving, are you?” Arpad asked.


“No. But I think I’ve had enough sex for one night. While
I’m here, I may as well work out—legitimately, I mean, with the weights,” Gusztav
explained, with a laugh.


“Aw, come on, dude. The party’s just getting started,”
Arpad insisted. But, ignoring all of the frantic sexual activity which was
still going on in the gym all around him, the single-minded, stoical Gusztav
went over to the squat rack. There, nude except for the athletic supporter, he
balanced a heavily-laden barbell across his shoulders, and he began to perform
a set of full squats.


Arpad sat down nude on the bench to catch his breath,
and he looked around, casually, to see what some of the other guys were doing.
A couple of them, fucked out, were simply resting, lying on the floor mats where
they’d collapsed after coming.


Otto, however, had definitely gotten his second wind. Or
maybe his third or fourth! Once again, the man from Szeged seemed insatiable. Was
there something in the water there? He stood with his back to the large mirrors
on the weight room’s walls, so that his big body was reflected in them from
behind. His cock was fully erect again, and Arpad wasn’t too surprised to see
that Markus, that indefatigable young muscle slut, was on his knees in front of
him, stuffing Otto’s meaty phallic sausage into his mouth.


Arpad felt a slight twinge of jealousy, when he saw
Markus playing the muscle whore with the guest from out of town—but he
immediately forgot about it, when he saw how sexy his buddy looked, blowing the
herculean pro bodybuilder. Markus’s hot mouth looked extremely skilled and lewd
as it massaged the hard flesh of the tall, massively built older man’s cock.
But what next caught Arpad’s attention was Nikola. He had found a bottle of
baby oil, which somebody had left lying about in the gym, and he was smearing
his lean, hard body with the oil. 


When he was fully greased, his skin gleamed in the strong
light which poured down from the ceiling fixtures. He approached Otto and Markus,
while Markus went right on sucking the visitor from Szeged, who groaned with
pleasure when Nikola began to run his hands all over his body.


The three naked men were soon all glistening with oil
and sweat. After Markus reluctantly pulled his mouth away from Otto’s thick,
hard cock, Nikola drew both of the other two guys down onto one of the rubber
exercise mats spread out over the floor nearby.


It was a sensuous experience all in itself, just to
sit there and observe the three men making love, Arpad realized. Better than
jacking off while watching a porn video!


Nikola mounted Otto first, while Markus knelt at Otto’s
head. While Nikola worked his oiled prick between Otto’s gleaming ass cheeks, Markus
thrust his semen-dripping cock into the mature, hard-bodied stud’s open, eager
mouth.


“Suck me, Otto—please,” Markus asked, minding his
manners and showing proper respect for the pro bodybuilder.


“Ah—yeah—and may I fuck you, Otto?” Nikola inquired, a
bit belatedly.


The famous muscle man emitted two muffled grunts in
rapid succession, which the younger, amateur bodybuilders interpreted,
correctly, as assent.


When Otto felt Nikola’s prick part his butt cheeks and
lunge deep into his anus, he growled with delight and he leaned forward on the
mat, taking more of Markus’s hot, oily dick into his greedily sucking mouth,
paying the young stud back for the oral pleasure which Markus had given him
only a few minutes previously.


The three men then fell silent except for heaving
breathing and the occasional moan, while they sucked and fucked, each
participant lost in his own private world of physical pleasure. Sandwiched
between the two other men, Otto took cock fore and aft. It had been some time
since Arpad had witnessed anything as arousing as this—three good-looking,
fantastically well-built and well-hung muscle men working away on one another, venting
their lust, sharing their bodies, their sexuality, with such uninhibited, lusty
relish.


Otto felt Nikola’s prick jackhammering faster inside
him, pistoning harder and deeper into his asshole—and then Nikola froze as
though in shock. He was getting ready to come! Wildly aroused, Otto licked his
tongue up and down the underside of Markus’s meaty prick, and then he went all
the way down on it, swallowing the thick glans down into his throat, loving the
feel and the taste of the other man’s manhood.


Nikola groaned with pleasure and he began a series of
rapid humping movements, and Otto could feel his hot jism squirting up into his
ass. The young muscle stud was full of cum, which he unloaded inside Otto’s
rectum in astonishing quantities, really rinsing out his anal depths.


Being bred like that felt wonderful, and Otto, who was
no newcomer to group sex parties, knew it was going to be his turn to come
next. He knew that they would then swap positions, sucking and fucking some
more, until there wasn’t a drop of sap left in any of their bodies. Ever since
he had started planning this visit to Budapest, this reunion with his fuck
buddy Jozsef, Otto had hoped for a sexual marathon like this, a total plunge
into hedonism which would leave him wholly satisfied, indeed worn out. Jozsef
knew Otto’s tastes. And the gym owner hadn’t disappointed him! Otto would have
been satisfied had Jozsef provided him with two fresh young muscle studs.
Instead, his friend had supplied him with no fewer than four!


Nikola, having shot his cum in Otto’s butt, rolled off
him, and Markus, without taking his cock out of Otto’s mouth, moved over so
that he could straddle the older stud’s huge barrel chest and fuck his face
even more forcefully. Otto grabbed Markus’s buttocks to hold him down, with Markus’s
crotch pressed right against his face, and he recklessly jammed every inch of Markus’s
prick into his mouth and down his throat. In his reckless haste to deep-throat
Markus, Otto gagged on the choking bulk he’d swallowed. But, manfully, he held
on, refusing to relinquish so much as an inch of the thick shaft.


A few fast, hot sucks, a few quick swirls of his
tongue, and Otto got what he wanted—helplessly, Markus spewed his hot, salty
fuck juice into his mouth, and it was all Otto could do to swallow the creamy
torrent fast enough to contain it all.


Then, it was Nikola’s turn to get on the mat on his
hands and knees, between the other two men, with Markus behind him and Otto up
front.


Nikola grinned slyly at Arpad, who was still watching
the three men from the sidelines, while Markus drove his prick into the hot young
muscle pup’s perky stud ass. It was amazing—Markus had stayed quite hard, even
though he’d just come like crazy, feeding Otto his full load.


As for Nikola, he may have started out the evening as
a shy, comparatively inexperienced young gay guy. Now, though, he was behaving
like one of the hottest muscle whores in Budapest!


“Ah, you’re fucking me real good, big guy!” Nikola
gloated. “Take me! Take me! Use my hole!”


Shit! Arpad told
himself. These dudes are every bit as oversexed as I am! It’s got to have
something to do with us being naked and erect in here together, all of us at
the mercy of our raging hormones—!


While Markus began thrusting his fuck tool deep into Nikola’s
ass, Otto moved in closer and he angled his prick into Nikola’s open, slavering
mouth.


Arpad happened to look up, to see Jozsef—looking at him,
not at the three-way action, as though he was curious and he wanted to gauge Arpad’s
reaction.


“It looks like we’re showing my friend Otto a good
time,” Jozsef remarked, pleasantly, as though he and Arpad were old friends,
who could joke around with each other.


“We’re all doing our best,” Arpad said, warily. He was
well aware that Jozsef was Markus’s mentor. And that, furthermore, Jozsef could
be jealous and possessive of Markus, resenting the fact that the younger guy
had other fuck buddies. Markus had confided in Arpad about the complicated
nuances of his relationship with Jozsef.


But this evening, though, Jozsef seemed to be in a
tolerant, conciliatory mood, either because he wanted to be a gracious host, or
because he was being sexually satisfied himself, or both.


“And don’t think I don’t appreciate it, Arpad. I know
you and Markus are tight,” Jozsef said. “But that’s no reason why you and I
shouldn’t be friends.”


“Yeah, I agree. I’d like that.” For once, Arpad spoke
sincerely.


“Excellent! Well, you can start right now. By helping
me to keep my guests happy, tonight. This party doesn’t show any signs of
winding down, not yet, does it? You’re young. Have yourself a good time.
Mingle. Get over there, join those men on the mat. Turn that threesome into a
quartet!” 


Having said that, Jozsef turned to Gusztav. “And you, my
beautiful young blond friend! You can work on your frigging muscles, pump them
up, some other time. Right now, boy, I need you to work on me. Get your
ass over here, good-looking. Lose the jock. One of us is going to fuck the
other! We’ll wrestle for it. The loser gets fucked. This is the iron game,
men,” the pro bodybuilder declared. “It’s serious business! There’s no room for
slacking off, here. We can never get enough hard training. And when there’s a
job to be done, including a gym buddy’s sex needs which need to be taken care
of, we do it.”


Up until now, the evening hadn’t exactly been a
stodgy, inhibited affair. But what followed was a real orgy, an exercise
in sexual excess.


Markus and Arpad remembered, at one point, Otto lying
on his back, with his legs raised. He’d commandeered Gusztav’s sweaty, grimy
jockstrap, which he clutched in his fist and held against his face, sniffing
it. “Fuck me, fuck me,” the oversexed physique champion chanted, while he
inhaled the ripe aroma of the well-used athletic supporter. “All four of you goddamn
studs, come here, get your dicks in my ass! One of you screw me, right after
the other. You, too, Jozsef,” he told his friend, the gym owner who was hosting
this orgiastic extravaganza in his workout facility. “God damn you, buddy, you
promised me that when I came to visit you here in Budapest, you’d treat me to some
prime muscle cock! I guess I’m going to get it. But I want your dick in
my ass, too, old buddy! Fuck me, for old times’ sake! Come on, Jozsef! Show
these boys how it’s done! Pound my hole! Cock!” Otto demanded, in a frenzy. “I
want some hot, hard, Hungarian muscle dick! In my ass! Fucking my ass!”


The horny guy got his wish.


“Fuck me!” Otto screamed. “For the honor of Hungary! Magyar
muscle, that’s what you’ve got, and that’s what I want. Magyar cock—in my ass!
Come on, you muscle men! Prove to me that we Hungarian bodybuilders are the
hottest, horniest, dirtiest muscle fucks in Europe! No—in the world. Fuck me. Fuck
my hole!”


Only the insertion of a hot, hard cock in his mouth,
to go along with the prick simultaneously shoved up his ass, prevented Otto
from repeating “Fuck me!” and variations of the demand.


Hours later that night, after the men finally called
it quits and the party broke up, Markus and Arpad left the gym. They went to
Markus’s apartment. There, they lay in Markus’s bed together, well and truly
fucked out, recuperating from their extreme exotic exertions in the quiet,
darkened bedroom.


“Uh—is it still Sunday morning?” Arpad asked.


“Yeah. Very early on Sunday morning,” Markus told him,
after looking at the digital display of the alarm clock on the nightstand
beside his bed.


“So we survived that gangbang? For a moment, I thought
we’d died and gone to a chaste heaven where we wouldn’t be tempted to
suck and fuck ourselves to the point of exhaustion.”


“No such luck, I’m afraid,” Markus said.


“I thought that dude Otto would never get enough cock to
satisfy him. And Jozsef, that horny bastard, was right there alongside him,
wanting cock, cock, and more cock! At their age, Jesus, you’d think those guys
would be a hell of a less horny! Downright indecent, I call it. Anyway, we were
right behind them, sex act for sex act, orgasm for orgasm. Disgusting! Now I
know the real meaning of the expression ‘fucked out,’ buddy,” Arpad whispered.
“Do you?”


“I’m afraid so,” Markus responded, wearily. “I’m limp.
Wrung out. All over, not just my prick. But especially down there. I don’t
think I’ll ever be able to get my cock hard again!”


“Oh, you will,” Arpad assured him. “I may have to help
you, man, but you’ll rise again. The resurrection of the flesh. And soon! Wait
and see.”


“I’m going to hold you to that, buddy.”


“Tomorrow—we’ll try to revive you, sometime tomorrow.
Using any means necessary! Meanwhile, let’s get some sleep,” Arpad urged. “God
knows I need it! Goodnight.”


“Yeah—goodnight.”


Markus felt content, as he drifted off to sleep. 


Life as an in-demand young muscle stud wasn’t so bad,
after all, he concluded. And it was certainly full of surprises! To say nothing
of manly pleasures. He’d certainly had his fill of those, that evening!
He’d glutted himself on hard, hot muscle and cock. He’d behaved like a dirty
sex pig, indulging himself without limits, without shame. Wallowing in vice!


But he didn’t regret one damn bit of it! On the
contrary, he exulted in his depravity.


And now he had Arpad, his special gym buddy, his
partner in erotic excess, in bed with him, lying beside him.


A happy man, Markus slept.


 


 


 
















 


Chapter Nineteen: More Than Just Gym Buddies?


 


The sex party had been a great success. But it had one
unexpected effect. Oddly enough, after that Saturday night’s activities, and
excesses, Markus felt closer to Arpad than ever.


Markus was self-aware enough, sufficiently honest with
himself, to admit that he was promiscuous by nature. He liked to have a variety
of sexual experiences, and sex partners.


Still, he’d always made a distinction between two
basic categories of men. There were guys he was fond of—often very fond
of. Markus considered them friends, with whom he had sex.


Then there were his casual hookups, often fleeting,
including one-night stands. These men served their purpose as momentary
diversions, and Markus was extremely grateful for them.


He’d discovered that Arpad felt much the same way. Arpad
enjoyed recreational sex as much as Markus did. Arpad had thrown himself
wholeheartedly into the sex party which Jozsef had hosted. But Arpad valued
friendship, too.


But now Markus had begun to think he needed to create
a third category, reserved for certain men—one in particular—whom he thought of
as quite special.


Markus and Arpad were in bed together, one morning,
after a night of intense, hot, sweaty lovemaking.


They’d both been exceptionally revved up, even by
their standards, and as a result the sex had gotten kind of wild.


“I want you to fuck me,” Arpad announced, at one
point.


As usual, Markus’s heart pounded faster, at the mere
thought of possessing Arpad’s butch ass.


“No kidding?” he gasped.


“I don’t kid around, not when it comes to sex,” Arpad
declared, matter-of-factly. “This is your lucky night. I’m in the mood to get
fucked.”


He repositioned himself on the bed, on his hands and
knees on the mattress, with his hands gripping the top of the headboard to
stabilize himself.


“We don’t need any lube,” he announced. “Just shove it
in me—dry and raw. I can take it. You’ll see.”


Markus thought he was in muscle sex heaven. His
musclebro was asking him to fuck him, and he’d soon have his cock buried in
that tight, virile manhole.


“Go in slow at first, though,” Arpad coached him.


Markus roused himself from his stupor. That beautiful
male ass was there, bared to him, waiting for him. What the hell was he waiting
for?


He was leaking so much pre-cum from his piss slit that
he made good use of the discharge, pressing it into service as a natural
lubricant, gathering it in the palm of his hand and smearing it all over his
bloated, throbbing glans. He nudged his wet prickhead between Arpad’s buttocks,
against the puckered entrance to his anus. Arpad pushed his behind backward
into Markus’s groin, mutely urging him to penetrate him. 


Eagerly, Markus did so, violating the other young
man’s yielding sphincter. While he drove his dick into Arpad’s ass, he also
reached around and grasped Arpad’s prick in his hand, which he closed in a snug
fist around the swollen prong. He shoved his cock deeper into the other stud’s
ass. God, he was tight! Tight and hot! Markus rammed himself, roughly, the rest
of the way inside that provoking hole, and Arpad tensed and let out a yelp as
he accepted the phallic invader.


“That’s a big dick!” he cried. “I’d forgotten just how
big it is.”


“That’s a hot ass!” Markus responded. “But I’ve
remembered exactly how hot it is, buddy!”


“Okay, stud, you’ve nailed it, you’re in there—all the
way—you big-dicked son of a bitch! Now fuck it! Come on, make good use of that
hole! Come on, goddamn you, I need cock in there! Start pushing that dick of
yours in and out of me. Yeah, like that. Just like that! Good job. Take your
time, stud,” Arpad muttered. “Work that hole of mine. Yeah, work it slow and
sweet! Give me a good fucking.”


Markus was experiencing delicious torment. Fucking
Arpad’s butch ass was getting him so hot that he fully expected his flesh to
melt. Already, he knew that this extreme pleasure was too intense to last long.
It would have to come to its inevitable explosive end, and soon. All too soon!


“Oh, your ass,” Markus moaned.


“Like it?” Arpad asked him.


“I love it!”


“And I’m loving the way you’re pounding my hole,
buddy,” Arpad assured him. “Go ahead, don’t feel you have to hold back. Give me
everything you’ve got. Fuck me rough. I can take it. I like it that way. When I
get fucked, I want to be fucked by a real man, who’ll take charge and use my
hole. I’m not one of those dumb macho guys who thinks there’s something unmanly
about giving up my ass to another guy. Men should fuck and get fucked, back and
forth, taking turns. That’s the really masculine way for them to have sex
together.”


Markus couldn’t have agreed more!


“We get along just fine, don’t we?” Arpad asked. “That’s
because we’re two of a kind. And you’ve got at least two of the things it takes
to be more than just my gym buddy. A hot body and a big dick. Oh, make that
three things. A strong sex drive, too. You seem to have plenty of stamina. I
like a guy who can work out hard at the gym, and then pump with his cock as
hard as he pumps the iron.”


Spurred on by Arpad’s praise, Markus strove even
harder to satisfy the other man—and himself.


“Come in my ass,” Arpad begged. He sounded less cocky
now, his arrogance yielding to his lust, to the intense pleasure he was deriving
from having his anus invaded so thoroughly. “Yeah, come in my ass, stud! I want
to feel your hot stuff squirting into me.”


Markus groaned. “You’re about to get your wish,” he
promised. “I’m just about there.”


“Then come, Markus, buddy,” Arpad moaned. “Come!”


Whorishly, he titled his butt up at a higher angle, at
the same time pressing his ass cheeks back into Markus’s groin, and rotating
them in a lewd grinding motion. That did it for Markus. The sudden, extra
stimulation, the awareness that Arpad wanted his cum in his ass so desperately,
was too much for him to withstand. Unable to delay his orgasm any longer, he
gave in to it. He felt the familiar strong throbbing of his cock as it
unloaded, and his liquid lust gushed out of it, into the depths of Arpad’s ass.
Lost in the joy of coming, Markus fucked his way through his ejaculation,
breeding the other bodybuilder’s ass.


Finished, he pulled his cock out of Arpad’s butt, and
he slumped down on the bed, amid its tangle of sheets. Semen still dripped from
his piss slit. Slowly, voluptuously, Arpad turned around on the bed, raising
one hand to brush a sweaty lock of his hair back from his face. He smiled at
Markus.


“I like the way you fuck,” he said.


“I like the way you take it.” Markus replied.


“I know you like it both ways—”


“I do.”


“But If you don’t mind, I won’t fuck you, not right
now. Next time, okay? I always like to keep something in reserve, to keep the
other guy interested and give him an incentive to see me again.” Before Markus
could blurt out that he hardly needed an excuse to see Arpad again, nor was he
likely to lose interest in him, his bedmate went on, “But I didn’t shoot when
you shot off in my ass. I saved it. You’d like to see me come, now, wouldn’t
you?”


“Hell, yeah,” Markus declared.


“I want you to get on your knees. Jerk off yours while
I jerk off mine. Then, when I’m just about ready to shoot, I’ll let you know.
Then you open your mouth, so I can come right in it. I want you to swallow it.”


“Sure,” Markus agreed, gasping for breath. He was so
intensely aroused, so hot for Arpad, that he would have been willing to do
anything the other guy demanded from him, no matter how perverse or
humiliating. Having another man masturbate in front of him and ejaculate in his
mouth scarcely even qualified as kinkiness.


Markus moved quickly to obey. Arpad stood beside the
bed, and Markus joined him, getting down on his knees at Arpad’s feet. He
couldn’t wait to see the other muscle man’s huge cock explode and spew out its
charge of semen. He was certain that the sight would be overwhelmingly erotic,
and that it would help to trigger his own orgasm. Next time the two of them got
together, Arpad had said he would fuck his ass. Markus intended to hold him to
that promise. It would give him something to look forward to and to fantasize
about, in the meantime. The mere thought of surrendering his ass to Arpad again
made Markus feel even hotter.


He crouched in front of Arpad, masturbating, as Arpad
had instructed him to do. Arpad began jerking off, too. His foreskin, like
Markus’s, was peeled back, exposing his swollen, agitated glans. Both men were
leaking jism, evidence of their intense mutual arousal. Shamelessly,
covetously, Markus gaped at the other guy’s prick. What a piece of meat,
he thought, dazedly. Thick! Thick and hard! What a pair of big balls, too.
Uh, I want to see that thing unload! I want this guy’s hot cum! In my
mouth—down my throat—!


Arpad was enjoying himself. Exerting his dominance
over another bodybuilder increased his excitement, to the extent that he had to
struggle to maintain self-control and prevent himself from coming too soon. He
looked down, with a stern expression on his handsome face, at the equally
good-looking stud who knelt so servilely at his feet. Markus had a rapt,
worshipful look on his face, which was just what Arpad wanted to see. Both men
were flushed, their skins turning red and perspiring heavily. Their eyes were
glassy with desire.


“Are you going to swallow my jizz, like a good boy?”
Arpad asked.


Fuck! a lust-dazed Markus
thought. He sounds like Otto! Bossing me around. Calling me “boy.” Looks
like that damn sex party put some ideas in his head. But what the hell? I kind
of like it!


“Yeah. Let me have it. Give it to me, please!”


“Not until I’m good and ready.” Arpad’s hand was
pumping more rapidly on his prickshaft.


Markus groaned in frustration. He started jacking his
own cock faster, more roughly.


“Don’t come until I do,” Arpad warned him.


Markus quaked with erotic anticipation. Being ordered
around by the big muscle stud was incredibly arousing. There was a perverse
pleasure to be found in submissiveness. He couldn’t ejaculate until Arpad
did—he’d have to pace himself, prolong his masturbation, and time his
self-induced orgasm just right. Oddly enough, he was finding this mutual
masturbation to be almost as satisfying as having Arpad fuck him in the ass. He
remembered fucking Arpad, how the other guy had taken his cock, obviously enjoying
it. Markus knew from past experiences that Arpad would be every bit as good
when he assumed the active role in anal intercourse. 


Markus had been mildly disappointed when Arpad hadn’t
come while he was screwing him. Now, though, he was grateful that Arpad had
saved his load. Soon, Markus would be able to watch that huge, dark-pink
cockhead pulsate uncontrollably as it spat out its thick, wet white load. The
delay, the suspense, was agony for him!


“Not yet,” the hard-breathing Arpad gasped out.
“How’re you holding up?”


“My balls ache,” Markus complained. “I want to come so
bad, it hurts.”


“Good,” the other muscle man taunted. “I want you so
hot that when you do pop, you’ll go crazy.”


Markus groaned. He already felt crazed, insane with
lust.


“Keep jacking that big hard thing of yours,” he was
instructed by his stern muscle master. Markus groaned again, in frustration and
despair. Arpad was like a muscle god, a deity who demanded nothing less than
total adoration from his worshippers.


Arpad began to edge himself, prolonging his pleasure,
delaying his orgasm. He would give himself a few light, teasing strokes with
his hand, but then he would pause. More fluid leaked from the gaping piss slit
which split the tip of his prick. Collecting the pre-cum on the ball of his
thumb, Arpad slowly, voluptuously spread it over his glans, making it slick.
Markus stared at the other bodybuilder, unwilling to avert his gaze, afraid
even to blink, for fear he might miss something. Markus had done something
similar to himself many times, toying with himself while he masturbated—but it
was even more exciting to watch another guy do it. 


And Arpad seemed just as fascinated by his own cock as
Markus was obsessed with it. The goddamn stud was proud of his big cock, Markus
surmised, and with good reason. He was exceptionally well hung. He really ought
to peddle that dick and get paid for it, the way Markus did. He’d be real
competition on the meat market!


“You look like you’re about ready to bust your nuts,”
Arpad observed, in a husky tone of voice. “Are you?”


“Yeah, I’m getting close,” Markus panted. “I want to
come when you do.”


“I like to drag it out for as long as I can,” Arpad
admitted. “Until I can’t stand it any longer, and I just have to shoot.
That’s always hot. And it always makes me come extra hard and thick.”


His cock jutted upward at an angle, like a derrick,
its head aimed at the ceiling. He would have to use his hand to pull it down in
order to jettison his load into Markus’s mouth. When he did so, Markus
realized, that would be Markus’s signal that he needed to open his mouth. Wide!
Arpad would surely force-feed him a mouth-filling, throat-choking torrent of
fresh hot sperm! Markus’s lips and tongue, the interior of his mouth, his
throat—they all felt dry and parched. He was thirsting for the soothing relief
which the other guy’s semen would give him.


“Work that prick,” Arpad demanded. “Get ready. I’m
just about there.”


At last! Markus wanted to
shout, in triumph. But he maintained a tense, expectant silence, except for his
labored breathing—and the steady, rhythmic slap of flesh upon flesh which his
uninterrupted, increasingly desperate, masturbation created. 


Arpad was emitting similar sounds. He stared down at
the way Markus was pumping on his cock with his fist, at the way Markus’s arm
muscles bulged from the effort he was exerting, trying to squeeze the semen
from his overexcited, tormented dick. The standing bodybuilder’s facial
expression grew more intense, screwed up into a satyr-like mask of lust, an
effect which the lewd, gloating gleam in his eyes and his sleep-disheveled mane
of hair only emphasized. His whole big, hard-muscled body began to shake. He
was getting close! So close, Markus realized with glee, that he wouldn’t be
able to keep holding his orgasm back, even if he wanted to!


“You hot goddamn muscle fuck!” Arpad yelled, abruptly,
his face contorted, his body quivering. “Here it comes, you cocksucker!”


Markus felt lightheaded and dizzy, almost faint, with
longing. Frantically, he sped up the pumping action of his hand on his own
tortured prick. Arpad lunged forward, pushing his cock downward, aiming it at
Markus’s face.


“Open your fucking mouth!” Arpad roared. But the
command was superfluous. On cue, Markus had already opened his mouth, as wide
as he could, and stuck out his tongue, also as far as he could force it from
between his lips. At the same time, he thrust his face forward, toward that penis
which was now pointed at him like a weapon.


Cum erupted like a geyser from the gaping piss slit in
Arpad’s glans. He sprayed his first few spurts of semen all over Markus’s face,
before he corrected his aim and he fired his next thick wads directly into
Markus’s mouth, and onto his protruding tongue.


“Yeah, take that fucking jizz all over your face!”
Arpad barked. 


Markus’s fist had finally done its work. He was
ejaculating, too, with a force which was almost painful, his cum flying through
the gap between Arpad’s legs and splattering all over the floor behind where he
stood. Whimpering, Markus swallowed the other man’s sperm, while he milked
himself dry of his own unusually copious load.


Arpad maintained his domineering stance until he had
finished ejecting his seed. Only then did he stumble backward. Markus slumped
back with his buttocks resting on his heels, his mouth tingling with the
lingering salty taste of Arpad’s cum, his throat coated with the residue of the
male slime he’d swallowed so greedily.


Panting for breath, Arpad stepped forward again.
“Clean it off,” he commanded. 


Abjectly, Markus took the guy’s softening cock back
inside his mouth. He sucked and slurped on it, soaking it in his saliva, which
was flowing freely again, and licking it with his tongue. When he was confident
that he’d washed it thoroughly, he released the now-flaccid male organ, with
the greatest reluctance, giving it an impassioned goodbye kiss. Goodbye just
for now, he promised himself. I’m going to suck that thing again,
soon—and often!


“Come back to bed,” Arpad gasped. “Whew! That was
intense.”


“Yeah,” Markus agreed.


They climbed back onto the bed, where they got
comfortable, relaxing and recovering from their violent orgasms.


“You’re not bad as a sub, dude,” Arpad deigned to say.
“I like a guy who knows how to follow orders.”


“And I like a guy who knows how to give them. But
don’t get too used to being the top,” Markus warned. “I like to fuck and get
fucked, as the mood takes me. And just because I like to submit occasionally,
that doesn’t mean I’m just a bottom. As you ought to know, by now.”


“Got it, tough guy,” Arpad murmured. “Next time, you
can order me around. Ought to be fun!”


“We always have fun together, don’t we?”


“Hell, yeah.”


“I’ve come to a decision,” Markus said, as he lay
there in the other muscle man’s arms.


“Have you? Which is?” Arpad inquired.


“I want to try to be less of a whore.”


Arpad, to Markus’s chagrin, couldn’t help laughing.


“Oh, nice,” Markus complained. “You’re being very
supportive.”


“Sorry,” Arpad gasped, still fighting his impulse to
guffaw. “You, dude, less of a whore? A tough sell, even you have to
admit.”


“Is it that impossible? Am I that much
of a slut?” Markus asked, plaintively.


“I guess you’re no better than you ought to be, as the
saying goes.”


“Oh, some endorsement!” Markus fumed. “Well, for your
information, Mr. Sarcastic—it’s you I’m thinking about, as part of my
resolution to reform.”


“Thinking of me? In what capacity?”


“Uh, in terms of a less casual relationship, maybe,” a
suddenly tongue-tied Markus fumbled.


“As in—us seeing more of each other? Outside the gym?
Like this?”


“Yeah. I’d like that.”


“I’d like that, too. Are we going to be—?” Arpad broke
off, hesitating.


“Be what?”


“I don’t know. Lovers?”


“Yeah, if that’s the label we decide to stick on it.
Lovers, yeah, why not? That has a kind of nice, old-fashioned sound to it.”


“Exclusivity—I have to warn you, Markus. That’s a
little too old-fashioned, for my taste. And too restrictive. Are we
going to have an open relationship?”


“Um, I’m thinking about something flexible. A
reasonable degree of monogamy, without getting carried away and taking the
concept to excess. After all, I’d hate to think we’d do without the occasional
fling with Gusztav, Jozsef, and our other musclebros. Including any hot guys
whom we have yet to meet. But you know what gay American bodybuilders say, when
it comes to their sexual priorities, don’t you?”


Arpad was mystified. “I have no idea. What do they
say?”


“Their expression is ‘izmos testvérek előtt
férfi prostituáltak.’ I admit, it sounds kind of clumsy in Hungarian. In
English, it’s ‘musclebros before male hos.’ Words to live by, wouldn’t you
say?”


Arpad laughed. “Yeah! Okay. I agree with what you’re
proposing. About how we’ll manage our relationship, as it develops.”


Markus was jubilant. “See? We think alike. We’re
compatible.”


Arpad laughed. “We’re
incorrigible—degenerate—shameless. Among many other undesirable things. That’s
what we are!”


“And we both love it, don’t we?”


“Yes, we do. Without getting too carried away, I love you,
in my way. In a ‘more than just gym buddies’ way. I do know that.”


“The same right back at you, fucker. Come here. Give
me a kiss!”


Their lips met, sealing the bargain they’d just made.


 


The
End
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