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Chapter One: An Oral Exercise


 


Call me Arpad.


I’d be embarrassed to tell you my real name. If I did,
I wouldn’t be able to share my story with you, in all of its explicit detail.
And then there’s the fact that some of the things I’ve done, and which I’m going
to describe, don’t necessarily reflect all that favorably upon me. I don’t want
my family, back home on the farm in Siklós, to disown me. The big city of
Budapest has corrupted me, as it has corrupted so other young men. In short,
I’ve been a very bad boy!


So, contrary to what my good buddy Joska once told me,
taunting me, I do have a sense of shame. Fortunately for me, it’s not
the kind of shame which prevents me from enjoying myself, especially when it
comes to indulging in sexual activity.


I’ve never thought of myself as an Adonis, but I
flatter myself that I’m not exactly repulsive-looking, either. And, at the risk
of sounding immodest, even arrogant, I do have a nice fucking body—fucking
being the operative word. I’m a bodybuilder, and a good one. I’ve worked like a
dog to realize my body’s potential. 


There seems to be no sitting on the fence when it
comes to gay men’s attitudes toward extremely muscular physiques. Either they
dislike them, finding large muscles—and I quote from comments I’ve overheard, and
even directed at me, to my chagrin—“unreal,” “exaggerated,” “excessive,”
“disgusting,” and “ugly”—or they are hotly aroused by them, to the extent of
fetishizing muscle men. Needless to say, I prefer to associate with men who
fall into the second category!


Feel free to fetishize me all you want.


I like to receive appreciation for all the hard work I
put in at the gym. I love it when I have a gay guy worshipping my body, really
getting off on it, watching me flex and pose for him. Using his hands and his
mouth and his tongue on me, striving hard to stimulate me. Sucking my dick!
Rimming my ass! Bending over and offering his own manhole to me, for me to
fuck!


Yeah, that’s hot. That’s the payoff, the reward, for
all of those hours spent pumping iron in the gym. For the dieting and the
aches.


Sexually, I guess I’m what’s called a power bottom.
Don’t get me wrong. I’m reasonably versatile. When a guy wants me to top him,
I’m usually happy to oblige. Want your ass fucked? I’m your man!


But my true delight is to submit to another stud. Just
the sight of a virile, muscular man, with a stiff dick, is enough to get my
mussy—my man pussy, or in other words, my asshole—hot and moist and tingling. I
love getting fucked! The rougher, the better! And when a guy screws me, I don’t
just lie there, taking it, accepting his use of me. No, I’m a very active
participant. I know what I like, and I don’t hesitate to demand it from the man
who’s taking me, to make sure that he satisfies me as well as himself.


“Goddamn it, you’re one hell of a bossy bottom,” I’ve
been told, more than once. I accept that, not as an insult, but as high praise.
My manhole has its needs, after all. Why shouldn’t I express them, candidly?


A lot of men have been surprised, and thrilled, when
they’ve discovered that a big, tough-looking, butch muscle stud like me is
really a submissive slut. A filthy man whore! A dirty sex pig! A cum dump! I’ve
earned each and every one of those titles. And I’ve done it the hard way.
Usually, by lying on my back, with my legs in the air, and my ass wide open,
ready, willing, and eager to take on all comers! Being a man whore isn’t easy, I’ll
have you know. It’s a lot of work!


Not all workouts take place in a gym. You can put in
plenty of exercise in the bedroom, too!


Well, if I’m going to discuss my sexual history, then,
logically, I’d better start at the beginning.


I lost my virginity—specifically, my oral virginity—while
I was a student, enrolled at Budapest’s Óbuda
University.


I wasn’t the most diligent scholar. I’d become
obsessed with pumping iron as an adolescent, and by the time I turned twenty
and I was enrolled at the university, I’d developed a pretty good physique, if
I do say so myself. I was starting to enter amateur bodybuilding competitions. Occasionally,
I won my weight division. (Starting out as a middleweight, I soon packed on
some more hard muscle, and as a result I could compete as a light heavyweight.)
After I moved from my home town of Siklós to Budapest and enrolled at Óbuda, I
wasn’t going to let anything interfere with my weight training. Especially not
something as boring as my studies! I’d much rather hit the weights than the
textbooks.


Maybe I didn’t shine, academically. But I was
certainly a big man on campus, in the literal sense.


Except for jacking off, I was still totally
inexperienced, sexually. Aware from an early age that I was attracted to other
guys, I’d secretly lusted after some of my sexy farmer neighbors, but I’d never
fooled around with a girl. And I was naïve about gay life. Sometimes a guy my
own age—or older—would compliment me on my build. I’d accept this praise, while
feeling a bit flustered by it. There were times when I suspected that my
admirer was making a discreet, subtle pass at me. I was dying to have my first
gay experience, of course, but I didn’t know how to respond to these advances,
how to encourage them and convey my willingness. So I went on masturbating,
while indulging in the most lurid fantasies imaginable about muscular men. In
these sexual reveries, my sex partners were always hard-muscled behemoths, who
manhandled me, ramming their grotesquely oversized cocks in my mouth and up my
ass, forcing me to submit to their lewd whims. In a way, this was good
training. Eventually, I was able to bring some of these fantasies to life!


My luck changed for the better, one afternoon, down at
the gym.


The gym I belonged to wasn’t a fancy “fitness center,”
catering to snobbish urban professionals. It was a small facility, located on a
narrow back street—almost an alleyway—in Budapest’s downtown business district.
The building was tucked away among warehouses and small shops. Inside, the gym
was a bit rundown, and sadly in need of some cosmetic repairs, but it was well
equipped with machines and free weights, which was all that mattered to me. The
members tended to be working-class laborers, although several of my fellow
students belonged.


Among them was a guy named Gyula, whom I’d met at the
gym, and who, by coincidence, was in a couple of my classes at the university.


Gyula was straight, and he prided himself on being
quite a ladies’ man. He was always bragging about how women found his physique
irresistible, and about how much pussy he got. To hear him tell it, the mere
sight of him was enough to make some horny broad spread herself for him! He
could be kind of a jerk, but he did have a good body, bulgingly muscular. We
started to work out together, and we hung out together during our leisure time.


Gyula guessed I was gay, which didn’t require much
detective work on his part. After catching me, on more than one occasion,
checking out the other guys at the gym, or on campus, he asked me, flat out. I
admitted to him that I was gay. I was too embarrassed to tell him I was a
virgin. Not bothered by my sexual orientation, Gyula shrugged it off. Like a
lot of highly sexed men, he was open-minded. Fucking was fucking, to his way of
thinking, and precisely which orifices were penetrated during the quest for
sexual satisfaction was a purely incidental, subsidiary consideration.


“At least we won’t be competing for the same bimbos,
which means that much more juicy pussy for me,” was the refined, gentlemanly
way he put it. “Maybe we can double-date some night,” he joked. “Me with some
hot-cunted slut, and you with a hot-assed man whore. If we find out they’re
both good at sucking cock, then we can always switch. I’ve always heard that
you queer guys are the best cocksuckers. Are you? Do you give good head?”


Because of my total lack of experience, I was in no
position to know. I blushed in response to his teasing. I only wished I knew
how to hook up with a man whore!


A month or so later, on that fateful afternoon, Gyula
and I had completed our workout, and we were shooting the breeze while we
showered and got dressed.


“I’ve got an hour or so to kill before my next class,”
Gyula remarked.


“Me, too.”


Standing in front of my open locker, I had a chance to
admire Gyula’s torso—all big shoulders, heavy arms, and massive, hairy pecs—for
one last time, before he put on his shirt.


He caught me looking at him, and he smirked. “Like
what you see?” he asked.


“It’s all right,” I told him, in a carefully
cultivated offhand manner. “Want to go grab a coffee, or something?”


“Yeah, why not. The ‘something’ sounds good.”


“Huh? What do you mean?”


“Never mind,” he said.


Dressed, we left the gym together, each of us with his
gym bag slung over his shoulder.


To my surprise, Gyula hesitated, once we were outside
on the sidewalk. He didn’t venture in either direction.


“Follow me,” he told me, brusquely, after a moment. 


I was even more surprised when Gyula turned on his
heel and led me into the narrow space which separated the side of the gym’s
building from the side wall of the structure next to it. The passageway was
cramped to the point of being slightly claustrophobic, especially with two
oversized young guys like us negotiating it—we wouldn’t have been able to walk
through it side by side.


At the end, we came out into a small rectangular open
space, surrounded on all four sides by the rear walls of other buildings. Three
of the walls were windowless, and the fourth had all of its windows boarded up
on the inside. A row of old, battered galvanized steel cans emitted an
assortment of pungent odors. There was brickwork paving underfoot, and through
gaps between the bricks weeds had sprung up. It was a pretty depressing spot.
Typical urban blight!


“What?” I inquired, baffled by why Gyula had brought
me there. The thought occurred to me that maybe he was going to invite me to
smoke some pot. If so, I was game.


“You know what goes on back here, don’t you? Especially
at night, when the gym’s still open, or right after it closes?”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


Gyula shook his head in disgust. “God, you are
a real innocent from the provinces, aren’t you?” (I wasn’t a native of
Budapest. I’d moved there from Siklós, a town in the county of Baranya, near
the Croatian border, to go to school. So far as Gyula was concerned, I was a
rural yokel, little more than a shit-kicking peasant—and, in Budapest, he had
plenty of company, when it came to his urban prejudices.) “What a dumbass. For
your information, farm boy,” he said, sarcastically, as though explaining
something to a child, “some of the guys come here after their workouts, to drop
a load before they head home.”


“Drop a load? You mean—?”


“Do I have to spell it out for you? Jesus, you’re
the one who’s supposed to be gay! They jerk off out here, sometimes, yeah.
Usually, though, they come here to get sucked. Or one guy bends over and he
lets the other guy fuck him in the ass. That’s right. Cocks in mouths, cocks in
asses, out here, in the open. Shit, the look on your face! You needn’t be so
shocked.”


I could feel my face warming, as I no doubt blushed
scarlet. “And you know this because?” I challenged Gyula.


He shrugged. “I’m not going to turn down a blow job,
if I’m horny and the other guy is good-looking and he knows what he’s doing.
Hell,” he added, after a moment’s reflection. “I’d even let an ugly
motherfucker go down on me, if he’s a good cocksucker. What the fuck? A mouth
is a mouth, a suck is a suck, and a come is a come,” he declared,
philosophically.


I was stunned! In my rustic naïveté, it had never
occurred to me that a guy who identified himself as straight would let another
male go down on him. No matter how hard up he was, or how much he wanted sex!


Gyula unslung his gym bag from his shoulder and
dropped it to the ground. He stood with his broad back turned to one of the
windowless walls, which was constructed of rust-red old bricks, scarred here
and there with age and exposure to the elements. The mortar had crumbled and
fallen out from some of the gaps.


“Man, I’ve been aching to get off all morning,” Gyula
proclaimed. With an insolent grin on his face, he placed the palm of his right
hand over his crotch, and, to my astonishment, he began to rub his cock through
his pants—brazenly, right there in front of me! “Okay, you frigging muscle queer,”
he went on, adopting a tough tone of voice. “I guess this is going to be your
lucky day. You’ve wanted to suck my dick ever since we met, haven’t you? Well,
now’s your chance.”


“Fuck you,” I told him.


“Who do you think you’re kidding? You know you want my
cock in your mouth, bitch.”


His smug tone of voice and manner infuriated me. I
hated his guts! But, perversely, I was aware of another emotion, surging up
inside me. It was an unthinking, overpowering lust! For a moment, I strove to
suppress it. But I did so in vain!


“We’d better not—” I was going to say, We’d better
not do it here, where anybody can come along and catch us, and
I was about to suggest that we go either to his place or mine, where we could
fool around together with impunity, behind closed doors. But he interrupted me.


“Stop being such a goddamn prickteaser, Arpad,” he
growled. “Come here and get busy.”


I lowered my own gym bag to the ground.


“Are you sure it’s safe here?” I asked, although the
truth was I didn’t give a damn whether we were risking getting caught or not.
When he stood there like that, the lump his genitals made in his pants looked
like it went all the way down to his knee. Shit! I’ve have been willing to blow
him at high noon in the middle of Kossuth Lajos Square, if that was the only
opportunity I had to suck his dick!


“It’ll do,” he said, with a laugh. He just leaned back
against the dilapidated brick wall and he unzipped. I couldn’t believe what he
hauled out of his pants! It was a monster cock, long and thick and hard.


Mesmerized, I watched him extract that thing, and then
he stroked and petted it as though it was a tame snake, until it stood up
almost a foot in the air, as big around as my forearm. I was so excited that I
almost creamed my pants. I had a lump in my throat the size of a golf ball,
choking me, and I was aware of a burning lust inside me which was making me
break out in a sweat, as though I was still inside the gym working out.


But it was my mouth which he wanted me to exercise.


“Don’t just stand there staring at it,” he told me,
all gruff impatience. “Get down on your knees and suck it. Come on, faggot, put
it in your mouth. We both know you want to.”


I did want to. I also wanted to tell him that
I’d never performed fellatio before. But, tongue-tied, I didn’t confess my oral
inexperience. Recklessly, I decided that the only way to learn the stunt would
be to just go ahead and take the plunge, so to speak.


I knelt in front of him, and he spread his legs a
little wider, mutely offering me access to his crotch. I just stayed there,
admiring his endowment, for a moment. Then I stuck out my tongue and gave his
meaty erection a quick, tentative lick. There was a faint salty taste, which
stung my tongue and seemed to intoxicate me, as though I’d absorbed some orally
administered drug. Groaning, I began to lick my tongue up and down the shaft to
get it slippery enough to fit easily inside my mouth, which I was certain was
impossibly small to accommodate all that swollen manly flesh.


But I hadn’t licked his penis more than a half dozen
times before Gyula grabbed me by the hair and shoved my mouth right down on
him!


“Go on, you prickteasing muscle bitch!” he snarled.
“Quit fucking around! You know you want that dick, so take it! Take it! Suck my
cock!”


I thought I was going to choke! I couldn’t believe I’d
taken so much solid prick in my mouth, all at once. Later on, of course, with
practice, I learned how to take the biggest dicks in captivity without any
difficulty. I became one of the best cocksuckers in Budapest! At the moment
though, this tough guy was raping my no-longer virginal mouth, and he was
really giving me a throat fuck! It felt like he was stuffing his fist down my
gullet!


“Open your mouth and work it,” he instructed me,
callously. “Suck! Goddamn you, suck!”


Gurgling in useless protest, I forced myself not to
gag. I took the abuse. What choice did I have? Gyula was so sexed up, so
determined to be blown, that he was probably perfectly capable of beating me up
if I resisted him. Maybe I could have taken the son of a bitch in a fight—maybe
not. I wasn’t about to put the question to the test. Instead, I took what
seemed to me to be the only way out. I sucked his cock!


“Blow me. Deep throat that freaking meat of mine,”
Gyula gasped. He sounded as though he was in sexual agony, at the mercy of his
lust. Instinctively, I knew that it was my task to soothe and satisfy him, to
the best of my ability. I longed to please him.


He kept pushing my head lower and lower down on his
stiff dick. After a moment, though, to my surprise and relief, I began to get
the hang of it. Furthermore, I began to enjoy it. He no longer had to force me.
I was now willing to take it all. I was as hot to suck him as he was to be
sucked. I’d become instantaneously transformed from a virgin, into a
hot-mouthed, hungry cock whore!


“Blow it, bitch,” he gasped, sounding oddly
vulnerable, as though he was at the mercy of his own lust. “Aw—hell! Sweet
Jesus,” he groaned.


I had my mouth all the way down around his cock, with
more than half of it jammed down my throat, when he finally stopped pushing
against my head and he dropped his hands away.


“Okay, pussy boy,” he said, roughly. “You’ve got it,
now suck it!”


And I sucked it! I was grateful that he didn’t seem to
realize that I was new to cocksucking. He didn’t complain that I was doing a
lousy job. I seemed to be satisfying him, judging by the little tremors which
shook his big body and the whimpers of pleasure which escaped from his lips. I
worked on him as well as I could, learning how to suck cock by sheer trial and
error, but his fucking prick was so thick that I really couldn’t give him much
in the way of tongue action. I just moved that huge thing in and out of my
mouth and I let my lips do all of the work.


He was squirming against the wall, so restlessly that
I could hardly keep his dick in my mouth. He kept groaning and panting for
breath, and muttering obscenities. He told me, among other things, that I was
just another dirty gym fag and that he was doing me a favor by feeding me his
big, hard cock. 


“Bitch, you love swinging on that meat, don’t you?” he
taunted me, at one point. “You’re nothing but a man cunt. You mouth feels like
a pussy, working on me! Suck, you piece of shit! Suck!” I didn’t mind him
insulting me. Perversely, it spurred on my lust. The verbal abuse excited me as
much as the act I was performing aroused me.


Altogether, I must’ve been down on my knees blowing
him for about ten minutes, nonstop. My jaws were aching from being spread so
wide apart, and I had drool running down my chin. He kept pumping his pelvis
toward me, fucking my face, ramming his stiff prick into my throat, and I
thought he was never going to come. I slipped my hand up between his legs and I
cupped his big, smooth balls. By then, I’d dribbled so much saliva over his
cock that it had run down and wet his nuts, so they were slippery. I started to
rub them and roll them around in my fingers, while my mouth took him faster and
faster. He liked having his testicles played with, as most guys do. I
subsequently discovered that when you start stimulating a man’s balls while
you’re sucking him, it turns him on twice as much, and it’s usually a surefire
shortcut to orgasm.


That was certainly so in this case.


“Suck me, you goddamn freaking muscle queer!” Gyula
grunted. “I’m going to give your mouth a bath, cocksucker! A cum bath!
Get ready to swallow it! All of it, bitch!”


That kind of talk excited me as much as it obviously
did him. I sucked him desperately, fast and furious. He once again placed his
hands on my head, holding it trapped in front of his groin, practically
smothering me in the hot, funky depths of his thighs and crotch. His cock
rammed in and out of my mouth and throat. His swollen nuts were rolling about
in my hand like two heavy eggs.


Jesus, even now, I’m getting a hard-on just thinking
about that first-ever blow job of mine! I can still taste that arrogant
straight bastard’s fat, meaty prick wedged in my throat. I can still hear his
hoarse grunts of pleasure, and I can feel his huge dick pulsing against my lips
and tongue. Maybe he wasn’t one hundred per cent straight, after all. He sure
as hell seemed to like the way my male mouth felt on his dick!


“Cunt! Hot-mouthed, cocksucking man cunt! Here goes,”
he gasped, barely audibly. “Aw, fuck, yeah!”


He dug his hands in my hair and held my mouth all the
way down on him, and he started to come. And come, and come! God, it was
like a firehose blasting out water full force!


“Drink it, you bitch! Drink down that cum!” he
shouted. “Swallow it! Suck it all down your cocksucking throat!”


And that’s exactly what I did. I drained him. I took
all the cum he had to give me!


 
















 


Chapter Two: A Coaching Session


 


“Any time I want some more of that, you’re going to
give it to me,” Gyula insisted.


“Sure, dude,” I agreed. “Whatever you want.” Already,
I was turning into quite the man whore!


After that first experience with Gyula, I sucked him
off often. He was coarse and crude, but I enjoyed using my mouth on his cock. And,
inevitably, now that I’d finally embarked upon my career of homosexual
debauchery, I started to hook up with other guys, too. Needless to say, not all
of them were straight guys who were just looking for a blow job. I soon had openly
and unashamedly gay sex partners, who went down on me as eagerly as I
sucked them. Reciprocation—what a revelation! These guys also taught me
about sixty-nining and rimming.


So, at first, my sexual repertory was confined to oral
acts. Sooner or later, though, I knew that I was going to have to give anal
intercourse a try. It was just a matter of waiting for the right man to come
along, to initiate me.


He appeared sooner than I’d anticipated. His name was
Tivadar Toth, familiarly known as Coach Tiv, or simply Tiv. He was a strength
trainer and coach who worked in the university’s athletic department. He was a
popular, well-liked man.


With the cluelessness of youth, I thought of the coach
as “old.” In fact, he was only a year or two past forty. That meant that,
technically, he was old enough to be my father. But, to my way of
thinking, he was better qualified to be my “daddy,” in the gay slang sense of
the word. I had a crush on him. And I had plenty of company. Lots of my fellow
students were hot for Coach Tiv, too. And who could blame us?


For one thing, he had a great physique, for a man of
any age. For another, he was handsome. A few facial creases around his eyes and
mouth did nothing to detract from his appeal. It could be argued that they even
enhanced it. His most striking features were his intense, bright blue eyes—and
his thick mane of shoulder-length hair, which was light brown streaked with
silver, and which tended to look rather unruly. I never saw him tie it at the
back, behind his neck, although sometimes he pushed it up out of the way under
a cap.


As a coach, he was a firm disciplinarian, without
feeling any need to bark like a drill sergeant, or demean anybody. Because of
this, he was respected by the athletes with whom he worked. Many of them
developed a hero-worship sort of affection for him. Man crushes, in other
words. I suppose I was as susceptible as any of my fellow jocks.


As a student, I could of course use the gym facilities
in the campus’s athletic center, any time I chose. Often, after I was done with
my classes for the day, I would put in a workout there, instead of heading across
town to what I thought of as my “real” gym, the grimy blue-collar
establishment, where I felt more at home, among the hardcore iron pumpers.


Coach Tiv took an interest in my weight training, and
with his advice and encouragement, and under his supervision, I made good
gains. Whenever I entered a physique content, he showed up in the audience, and
he’d come backstage afterward to congratulate me, win or lose. 


One afternoon, after my on-campus workout, I had
showered and dressed. I was sitting on a bench in the locker room, staring into
space in a kind of stupor, when Coach Tiv passed through and saw me.


“Good workout?” he asked me.


“A rough one. I kind of pushed myself,” I said. “And
now—already—I seem to ache, all over. I guess I’ll pay for this, tonight, when
I won’t be able to fall asleep, and tomorrow, when I’ll get up sore.”


“You don’t want to over train,” he advised me. “What
you need is a good massage. Come on, Arpad. I’ll give you one.”


It wasn’t the first time he’d massaged me. It was
always an enjoyable and relaxing experience, so I didn’t hesitate. I followed
him into the massage room, which was a cubicle located just off the locker
room.


He locked the door behind us, which, again, was
nothing unusual.


The massage room was equipped with a little electrical
hot plate, designed to keep a mug of coffee warm. But it could also be used to
warm a plastic bottle of massage oil, without any risk of melting the plastic.
Coach Tiv selected a bottle of a thick-textured, herbal-scented oil and he began
to warm it, while I stripped naked and stretched myself out, face down, on the
padded massage table, with my head resting on a pillow. It was common practice,
during a massage, for the masseur to drape a towel over the recipient’s bare
butt or genitals, but Coach Tiv always dispensed with that. I thought nothing
of it. I was perfectly accustomed to being nude in his presence.


“Let me take this fucking shirt off, so I don’t get
any oil on it,” he said. “Oh,” he added, as he stripped off the shirt, exposing
his brawny, hairy torso, with its impressive set of arm and pectoral muscles.
“I shouldn’t say things like ‘fucking’ in front of you students. It doesn’t set
a good example.”


“That’s all right,” I assured. “I’ve been guilty of
using bad language, myself.”


He grunted. “So long as you draw the line at bad
behavior. Or do you indulge in that, too?”


“On occasion,” I admitted, evasively.


“Mustn’t let it get in the way of your training.”


“Never, Coach.”


“Good boy.”


Stripped to the waist, he set to work on me. He had
strong, calloused hands, which, slicked up with the warm oil, slowly and
thoroughly massaged every part of my body.


“You have an incredible pair of glutes,” he told me,
as he began kneading them.


“I’m glad somebody appreciates them,” I replied,
without thinking.


“What do you mean?”


“Oh—you know. Supposedly, one of the first things a
guy notices about another guy is whether or not he has a nice ass.”


“What kind of guys have you been associating with? Are
you telling me, no girl has admired yours?” he teased me. 


“Not to my knowledge.”


“I find that hard to believe. What about these guys
whom you’ve just mentioned?”


“Ah—what about them, Coach?” I asked, uneasily.


“Men have been known to admire other men’s bodies,
too. That’s perfectly natural.”


“Is it?”


“Of course.”


For some reason, I suddenly felt bold. “There’re
always gay guys, checking out other guys—at my gym downtown, also at the gym
here, and whenever I compete.” I didn’t specify that I was one of those gay
guys, myself!


His hands were stroking my back. “How do you feel
about that?”


“Oh, live and let live, I guess. No skin off my ass,”
I joked.


I was feeling reckless—and agitated. Erotically
agitated. I was glad I was lying face down. I was acutely aware of the fact that
I had sprung a boner, which was trapped between my belly and the padded surface
of the table. That treacherous male organ of mine kept pulsing with barely
pent-up need, despite my efforts to take my mind off sex and give it a chance
to return to its innocuous flaccid state.


“Don’t tense up,” Coach Tiv told me. “It’s
counterproductive. Now, roll over.”


“Uh—!” I mumbled, stalling for time.


“What’s the matter?”


“I’m kind of—you know, hard. My junk, I mean. I’m
stiff. Can’t help it.”


He chuckled. “I thought so. It happens. Roll over,” he
repeated. “We’ll work around it,” he said, in a droll tone of voice.


I lay there on my back, with my incriminating erection
pointing toward the ceiling.


He massaged the front of my body, seeming oblivious to
my stiff dick, which I was acutely aware of.


“How’s your sex life been, lately?” he asked me.


“Uh—Coach—come on—really!” I sputtered.


“There’s no need to be embarrassed,” he insisted.
“Sexual frustration can get in the way of your training. Impede your progress.
Are you enjoying any kind of relief, on a regular basis?”


“I jerk off,” I confessed, shamefaced.


“Well, that’s one way of dealing with it,” Tiv said.
“What about sex partners?”


“What about them, Coach?”


“Do you have them?”


“Not nearly enough,” I blurted out, recklessly.


“Huh,” was his enigmatic response.


“I’m so frustrated,” I blurted out.


“So I see. We really ought to do something about that,
my boy,” Coach Tiv said, smoothly, blandly. “Of course, you do know, I could
get into trouble, fooling around with you students—!”


“I won’t ever tell. I swear! I like older men,” I
confessed, in a voice which was tight and breathless with lust.


“Do you, Arpad? How interesting. Quite a coincidence.
Because, I’ll have you know, I like beautiful young well-built boys,” he
admitted, salaciously.


I groaned. “Stop teasing me!”


“I don’t mean to.”


“Fuck me, for God’s sake, Coach, if you want to,” I
invited him, brazenly.


“Are you sure? Sure you want me to do that?”


“Hell, yeah! Oh, dude, do it to me! Fuck my ass!”


“Very well. If you insist.”


“I do insist!” I yelped. “Come on, I need it. I want
it. Let me have it!”


Tiv laughed. “Bossy, aren’t you? All right. Put your
legs up,” he told me. “Up high! On my shoulders!”


He kicked off his training shoes. He wore no socks. He
dropped his sweatpants to his ankles and he freed his feet from them. He wore
no underwear, either—he’d gone commando. When he was as naked as I was, he
hopped up onto the massage table with a remarkable agility, positioning himself
on his knees between my legs.


I saw it all in that moment. My inevitable sexual
fate, which I’d feared yet also longed for. He was going to stick his cock in
me. Up my ass! Just like he’d stuck his finger up there, only his penis would
surely feel even better. His cock was so big, the feeling had to be much
stronger. I awaited it, eagerly, insane with desire.


I wasn’t scared at all. I subsequently heard a lot of
stories from my friends and tricks about their first fuck, how much it hurt, so
that it wasn’t really all that pleasurable, and so forth. But it wasn’t that
way with me. I was born to get fucked, apparently. My ass was made for it!


I put my legs up, just like he wanted. I spread my ass
cheeks apart willingly, with both hands. In that position, my butt was high off
the massage table and several inches in the air. Coach Tiv gave each of my
glutes a hard squeeze.


“You’ve got a great ass, boy!” he declared, chuckling.
“I don’t know why we’ve waited so long. We should’ve started putting that hole
of yours to work long ago!”


A moment later, I felt him inserting a greased finger
into my sphincter muscle. My asshole automatically clenched shut in attempt to
protect itself, to repel the invader, as mike began to push his finger deeper.
He had no trouble shoving it right up my ass to the knuckle, though. I groaned
and I let out a nervous little laugh.


“How does that feel?” he asked me.


“Strange!”


“But good?”


“Yeah—I think so!”


“Wait, boy,” he promised me. “You’re going to know
so, in a minute!”


He was as good as his word. He started wriggling his
finger around inside my ass, moving it slow in and out, and then curling it and
tickling me until he had me grunting and grinding my butt down against his
hand. He slipped his finger out of me and he grabbed the bottle of the massage
oil he’d using on me. He slathered the warm, scented oil all over his erection.
Then he took a firm grip on the base of his cock. He moved in closer. The
swollen head of his slippery prick nudged against my vulnerable anal pucker. I
felt him push. His oiled penis started to go into me. I groaned. He pushed
harder. My asshole began to open up, to take his cockhead. His prick was
pushing into me. Up my ass!


“Oh, God!” I moaned. “Coach! Jesus!”


“Feel good?” He grinned.


“Oh, yeah! Give it to me, you fucker! All of it! Give
it to me!”


I clamped my hands on his hips and I started to pull
him toward me. I wanted to make sure I had every inch of his cock inside me.
But I needn’t have bothered. He was in control of the situation, and he knew
what to do. All of a sudden, he made a deep, grunting noise in his throat, and
he shoved himself at me. His groin smacked into my upraised and split buttocks,
and his cockshaft rammed right up my asshole! Every inch of it! That long,
thick, hard prick was lodged deep in my anus. My cherry was well and truly
busted. Busted? Hell, it felt as though it had been crushed, and pureed!


I was no longer an anal virgin. At first, I couldn’t
decide which was stronger—my emotional response to my anal initiation, or my
physical reactions. I quickly realized that the latter prevailed. My whole
muscular body seemed to convulse and quiver, at the mercy of my overpowering
lust!


Coach Tiv’s thick dick seemed to be stretching me
obscenely wide open. The sensation of being penetrated and filled like that was
so intense, I thought I was going to pass out. I actually saw stars, as the
expression goes, bright dizzying flashes of light seeming to pass before my
eyes. The penetration did hurt a little bit at first. He was hung
big! And I’d never had a cock up there before, of course. But when he started
to fuck me, I felt nothing but pleasure—hot, intense, frantic pleasure. It was
unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. And right away, I couldn’t get
enough of it! Fucked! I was being fucked. And I wanted to be fucked!


Aw, shit! Talk about a fantasy come true! The coach
was fucking me! With his long hair hanging down around his face, to his
shoulders, he looked like a marauding Viking invader, a barbarian, raping my
ass! Except, you can’t rape the willing, as they say. I wanted his cock in me
so badly that I was delirious with desire. Even the slight pain which his
penetration of me cost me initially was a source of delight to me, to the
extent that, when it ebbed away, I almost missed it.


I could feel his cock moving inside me, forcing my
anus to stretch to accommodate its bulk. My anal muscles clamped down around
the fuck pole. I could feel the bulge of the head, the fat veins throbbing
along the shaft, as he pumped back and forth, moving faster and faster, while
my asshole spread itself open for his thrusts. I began to massage his prick by
squeezing down on it each time he shoved it into me. I squirmed and groaned
under him, my hands wrapped around his ass cheeks, my lips covering his face
and chest with hot, grateful kisses. Each lunge of his cock into me sent my
mind spinning off into some alternate dimension, where nothing seemed to exist
or matter except for my helpless physical responses to his rough lovemaking. I
could feel my orgasm building inside me as his big dick rammed in and out,
igniting and stoking a fiery pressure deep in my loins.


“Like it?” he grunted. “Do you like it this way, boy?”


“Like it?” I gasped. “I love it!”


“Glad you’ve had your cherry popped?”


“So glad,” I moaned.


“Good.”


And I did love it. I was glad. His cock pumped in and
out of my ass with mad force, and I ground my butt up to meet every thrust. I
was panting desperately for breath. Sex, I was discovering, could be as
exhausting a workout as hitting the weights! I could feel my saliva drooling
down my chin. I was squeezing my pecs and pinching my nipples, to make myself
even hotter. I tossed and wrenched myself from side to side under mike’s big
muscular body, while I begged him to fuck me harder. To fuck my ass for me, and
never stop!


“You’re going to be my boy from now on,” he told me.


“Yes, Coach. Yes, sir!”


“Mine to fuck, you sexy young muscle stud, whenever I
want that ass of yours.”


“It’s yours, Coach! Oh, my ass is yours!”


“Oh, that’s one hell of a sweet ass!” he groaned,
looking and sounding ecstatic.


His prick throbbed and pumped, spreading my asshole
wide apart as it plunged deep into my, again and again.


“I’m going to come!” he cried. “Hold on, kid! I’m
going to shoot!”


“Yeah,” I choked out, barely able to speak, so
overpowering was my lust. “Come, Coach! Come in my ass! Oh, man! I want to find
out what that feels like, too. Shoot that hot cum up my fucking hole!”


And he did! I could feel his semen, blasting into my
butt! Filling me! Breeding me!


“You, too,” he growled, seizing my aching cock in his
fist and jerking it off with wrenching, demanding force. “I want you to shoot,
too! Come on! Let me see that jizz spray out! Boy, you’d better come, when I
tell you to. I want to see and feel that fucking load of yours!”


I didn’t disappoint him. My cock erupted in a
succession of geyser-like spurts which bathed both of our torsos in my hot,
wet, white semen.


I’d been successfully initiated into the mysteries of
anal intercourse. After that, it became my second favorite activity—next to
pumping iron.


I became one of the coach’s boys. I learned that he
had several of them—athletes who were his favorites, and whom he fucked on a
regular basis. I was proud to join their ranks, although I felt jealous
whenever I thought Coach Tiv was showing one of the other guys more attention,
at my expense.


            
















Chapter Three: I Seduce a Straight Guy


 


To cut down on expenses, I lived with a roommate. Our
apartment was small and frankly a bit of a dump, but at least each of us had
his own bedroom—an important consideration, when a guy wanted to entertain a
visitor in privacy, behind closed doors.


My roommate was another one of my gym buddies, named
Joska. Like Gyula, he was supposedly and self-professedly straight. Ideally,
I’d have preferred to have a gay roommate, which theoretically would have
simplified matters. (To say nothing of providing near-at-hand opportunities for
quickie convenience sex!) But Joska was an easy-going, nonjudgmental sort, and
we got along well. As I’d done with Gyula, I made no secret of my
homosexuality, right from the start. Joska didn’t give a damn whom or what I
fucked. He was too busy with his own sex life.


Joska was, like me, a country boy, originally, who’d
come to Budapest in pursuit of his education, and to find work. Having grown up
on a farm, like me, he also had an earthy, unsentimental attitude toward sex. Intercourse
was a natural function to us, and there was no need to get romantic about it.
Joska was quite capable of fucking a girlfriend without developing any
emotional attachment to her. Because he was good-looking and charming, he broke
quite a few female hearts. He also, without intending to, made a couple of male
hearts flutter, including mine.


He thought nothing of wandering around our apartment
in various stages of undress, up to and including full nudity. I have to admit
it—there were times when I found it difficult to prevent myself from eyeing
him, checking him out, and speculating what he might be like as a sex partner.
I was now dating, or hooking up, with a succession of gay guys, but there was
always room in my fevered, overactive imagination for a fantasy about getting
it on with yet another straight dude. 


Joska went out on the town one night and apparently,
for once, he couldn’t connect with any pussy, because he came staggering home
drunk, well after midnight. I saw my chance and I took full advance of the
opportunity. I was relaxing in our living room, wearing only an old, worn-out
pair of gym shorts, which were too raggedy even to wear at the gym. Following
Joska into his bedroom, making small talk with him, I pretended I was only
going to help him to bed, and he laughed, in that silly, giddy which
intoxicated men have.


“You’re okay, Arpad, buddy,” he muttered. “A real
decent guy, even if you are a cocksucker. Damn! You wouldn’t believe those
stuck-up cunts I met tonight. Prickteasing bitches, every last one of them.
They’ll lead a guy on, let him pay for the drinks. But when it comes to payback
time, to putting out, all of a sudden they go all cold and prim on you. You’d
think they were a bunch of nuns, fresh from the convent. At least with you
cocksuckers, a guy knows where he stands. You horny bastards want sex all the
time. And you’re not too particular about where you get it, are you, you dirty-mouthed
motherfuckers?”


Listening to this monologue, I wasn’t offended by his
rather insulting comments. Hell, in my case, at least, his opinion of gay men
was accurate enough!


“You must feel frustrated,” I diagnosed. 


“Frustrated as hell,” he confirmed. “My dick’s aching,
I want to get off so bad.”


“I bet you’d like your cock sucked,” I suggested, as I
pushed his big body down on his bed and I started to pull off his shoes.


“Hell, yeah! Tried to talk a couple of those fucking
bitches into it. But none of them would put out tonight, the lousy
prickteasers!” he grumbled, drunkenly. “What’re you doing?” he asked, when I
began to unzip his pants.


“Undressing you.”


“I can do it myself.”


“Barely, in your condition. Relax. It’s not as though
you’ve got anything I haven’t seen, plenty of times before.”


Grunting, he lay back and allowed me to strip him. His
intoxication may have fucked up his coordination, and he probably wasn’t
thinking too clearly. But the alcohol had done nothing to prevent him from
developing and maintaining a hefty-looking erection! His dick stood up straight
and proud from his groin, fully engorged with blood, the veins which ran along
the thick shaft protruding and pulsing. All that man meat, right there in the
same apartment with me, and I hadn’t tasted it yet! What was the matter with
me? I must be slipping! I was determined to rectify that omission. I was
desperate to have him!


It was as though Joska, even in his impaired state,
could read my mind. He was also, I noticed, gazing rather intently at my
practically nude body.


“Maybe I’ve been wasting my time,” Joska mumbled.
“Barking up the wrong tree. Yeah, maybe I ought to change my luck.”


“In what way?”


“Might as well give the gay thing a try,” he said,
with a drunken nonchalance. “You’re always staring at me, checking me out—”


“Just admiring the muscles, dude,” I lied. “Nothing
sexual about it.”


“Bullshit! You’re always sniffing around me—you want
it,” he declared, smugly.


“The thought’s crossed my mind. More than once.”


“Then how about doing me a favor? Help me get off.”


“Think you can get it up—and keep it up—in your
condition?”


“I never have any trouble down there,” he bragged. “No
matter how drunk I am!”


“Lucky you.”


“Go ahead,” he invited me, making it sound like a
dare. “Find out for yourself.”


“Maybe I will. Yeah—I’ll put out for you, man, if you
really want me to,” I offered. “Gladly!”


“Do it!” he exclaimed, all recklessness, now. “Suck
me!”


He was drunk and horny, and I was willing, and so,
inevitably, one thing led to another. Sometimes the direct approach pays off
best. Before too many more minutes had passed, I had shed my own shorts. I
joined Joska on the bed, both of us naked, and I got busy sucking his cock. He
liked it, that was for sure! He liked it a lot! I could tell from his helpless
reactions that it was a better blow job than any cunt had ever given him.


With my mouth on his meat, he sobered up a bit, and
soon he had my head clasped between his big hands, with their calloused finger
pads, the result of all that gripping of the knurled surfaces of barbells and
dumbbells. He pushed my mouth back and forth on his throbbing shaft, and he
kept telling me to “Suck it, dude—that’s right, suck it, you hot-mouthed muscle
whore! Suck that dick! Oh, hell—it feels so fucking good to have your mouth
working on my cock like that!”


I blew him.


“Arpad,” he gasped, his voice barely escaping from his
throat, from his lips. “Oh, blow me, dude! Suck me! Suck me off! Jesus, stud! I
can’t stand this. Your hot mouth working on me—!”


I was tempted to take the act to its logical
conclusion, to suck him off and swallow his load, to treat myself to a mouthful
of his semen.


But I decided not to swallow Joska’s cum this first time,
because it would be even wilder, more satisfying for me, to let him screw me,
while he was still in such a cooperative mood. I released his prick and I slid
open the top drawer of his nightstand. Sure enough, as I’d predicted, he had a
half-used tube of sex lubricant in there. Picking up the tube, I saw that it
was fruit-flavored—apricot, of all this. Joska presumably smeared some of the
stuff on his dick, to entice girls to do down on him, and on their cunts,
before he performed cunnilingus of them. No doubt he also used the fruity lube
when he fucked the female bitches he brought home. Well, tonight he was going
to fuck a male muscle bitch, and up the ass! I slicked up his dick and my
asshole with the slippery gel, which had a strong fake-apricot scent. I
positioned myself on the bed next to Joska on my hands and knees, spreading my
butt cheeks with both hands to show him my hole, which was ready for him to
plug.


“Fuck me,” I invited him. “Fuck me, man! There’s
nothing to it, to screwing a guy. Just pretend it’s a pussy you’re shoving your
dick into!”


Then Joska really surprised me. I guess he was so
drunk he thought he was with some horny bimbo. I knew he lapped his
girlfriends’ cunts, because I’d heard him and his buddies joking about eating
pussy, but I never expected him to mistake my manhole for a twat. He spread my
pucker with his thumbs and he sank his tongue into it as far as it would go,
and he began to lick it—flavored lubricant and all!


If the sex gel tasted more disgusting than
convincingly fruitlike, which I suspected it did, he didn’t seem to mind. Hell,
maybe he’d acquired a taste for it! I nearly went out of my mind with lust in
response to the rimming. Finally, Joska pulled his gel-smeared face away from
my butt and, groaning, he grabbed the tube of lube from where I’d left it lying
on the mattress, and he re-greased both his fuck pole and my butthole until
they gleamed. Then he pressed the knob of his cock against my pucker and he gave
a tentative shove. 


“Open up, whore,” he grunted.


Nothing happened, so he grasped my hips, and with a
muttered curse of frustration, he made a short, vicious jab—and he buried the
full, pulsating length of his ramrod up into my burning, eager anus!


“That’s more like it. Come on, you man whore, you, you
cunt,” he gasped. “Take my cock! Bitch, you know you want it!”


I panted for breath like an animal as the pain eased
and the pleasure of being fucked by a big, hard prick began. Joska was horny,
all right! Starved for sex! He used me so roughly that I feared I was going to
be bruised and sore the next day—but I didn’t care, because, dear God, was it
worth it! My body thrilled to every deep, ruthless, plunging stroke which his
piston-like prickshaft made in and out my cringing butt. I began to hump back
toward him, trying to match him lunge for lunge. Sweat was running from both
our bodies as they banged together, drops of perspiration flying from us as we
fucked.


“Shit,” I squealed, like a girl. “Shit, oh, shit! Fuck
me! Fuck my hole!”


“You slut!” my fucker roared.


With his left hand still holding my hip, Joska reached
between my thighs and he squeezed and stroked my cock and balls in his right
fist, manipulating me until whimpers of pure ecstasy escaped from my throat. My
tight hot asshole soon wreaked its usual havoc on my fucker’s tool. There was
no way he could hold back or delay his ejaculation, once I decided to milk his
cock in earnest. Joska’s nuts boiled over and he took one long, last plunge
deep into my molten anal canal, before he began a series of shudders. He
erupted up my ass. He came. So wet! So hot! So much! I felt deluged with his
sperm! I came, too, spraying my cum all over the bed as my supposedly straight
buddy jerked me off. For a guy who was new to gay sex, he wasn’t doing too
badly!


“Jesus fucking Christ,” my roommate blasphemed. “I
never knew it could feel like this! I never knew a guy’s ass could feel
this hot! Damn it to hell! What a hole you’ve got there, dude!”


That was our first time in bed together, but it sure
as hell wasn’t the last. Talk about convenience sex! Joska saw the usefulness
of having a hot-to-trot gay man at his disposal. Why go out looking for pussy
when I was eager to take care of his needs? We slept together often from then
on, and I taught Joska everything to knew about man-to-man sex. He was shy
about cocksucking and cornholing at first, and he had to be drunk or stoned, or
both, to get into it with me. But eventually he learned to enjoy it while
sober, too, and he even let me screw him. From then on, we took
turns plowing each other’s butts. We were no longer just roommates. We’d
evolved into fuck buddies, as well. It was a great arrangement for both of us,
mutually beneficial.


I can’t say that I converted Joska—in the sense that I
turned him gay—but by the time I was done with him, he was definitely bi. He
was comfortable with homosexual activities as a convenient alternative to
straight sex. And he was especially enamored of my hot muscle ass. In all
modesty—who wouldn’t be?
















 


Chapter Four: Toilet Trysts


 


I was no longer quite so naïve. I’d begun to develop
some gay street smarts. It wasn’t long before I discovered just how many
opportunities for hookups there were in a cosmopolitan, sophisticated city like
Budapest. I found chances to score in places I’d never dreamed about before.
Gay sex was going on in locations, with kinds of guys, which most people would
never have suspected existed! There was a whole subculture of homosexual
activity, going on, in secret.


I got into the public sex scene, cautiously at first,
then more brazenly. The risk taking was an intrinsic part of the thrill.


There was an indoor public swimming pool which I began
to patronize. The building was an old one, and it had a certain rundown
grandeur. The pool itself was something to see, with elaborate, elegant
tilework and, at one end, a sculpture of a dolphin, from whose mouth water
jetted up and out in an arc, before falling down into the pool. Adjacent to the
pool, there was a steam room.


The facility was coed, of course, which meant that,
although a lot of cruising went on, the patrons couldn’t actually hook up on
the premises—at least not in the steam room. But I found out that plenty of
activity went on in the men’s toilets, which for some reason were located not
right next to the men’s locker room and the showers, which would have seemed
logical, but at the end of a short hallway.


The old-fashioned ceiling fixtures in the rest room
had low-wattage light bulbs screwed into them, which created a dim, shadowy,
intimate ambience. The faint illumination concealed some of the wear and tear
which had happened over the years. There were cracks in the tiled flooring and
the wall paint. And the urinals and toilet stalls, all original equipment,
qualified as antiques. The stalls were unusually roomy, and they were built of
wood, not metal.


The walls of the stalls were defaced with graffiti,
most of it both homoerotic and obscene. There was the usual stuff along the
lines of Show hard-on for blow job and Meet me here every Tuesday
at 10 AM to suck, and guys posting their cell phone numbers or e-mail
addresses. Crude drawings of naked men and male genitalia could be seen. It was
disgusting—but also, it was inspirational, putting ideas into men’s heads.


And glory holes, some of them surprisingly large, had
been made in the partitions dividing the booths. A couple of these had pieces
of thin metal or plywood screwed over them to block them, but the others were still
open. It was easy to remove the patchwork barriers, so the management probably
knew that trying to keep the holes covered was a losing battle.


Furtive, anonymous sex acts took place in the john
throughout the pool’s business hours. Some men made use of the glory holes.
Others, who were bolder, invited another guy into their stall.


I enjoyed swimming, and relaxing and sweating in the
steam room afterward—and I also enjoyed cruising and being cruised during all
of these activities. I wasn’t averse to flaunting my physique in a tiny bikini
swimsuit, and garnering admiring and indeed lustful glances. I was well aware
of what went on in the toilets, but at first I found the idea of fooling around
there repugnant. One day, though, something happened which quickly and
decisively changed my mind, for good!


This hot-looking blond guy, maybe a year or two older
than me, was taking the steam at the same time I was. He was handsome, with a
nicely muscled, athletic build, and I got so turned on by the sight of him that
I had to roll over onto my stomach on the bench upon which I was lying, to keep
my fucking hard-on from showing inside my swimsuit.


When the blond stud got up and left the steam room,
wandering toward the locker room, I had to get up and follow him. It was as
though I was hypnotized, or sleepwalking!


His wet swim trunks clung to the front of him and
showed off one hell of a promising bulge. Back there in the steam room, he’d
looked me up and down, and although he’d been reasonably discreet about it, I
thought I could detect a glimmer of lust in his eyes. 


Barefoot, half naked, he made his way through the
locker room and down the hall, and he entered the john. I continued to pursue
him. Inside the men’s room, I checked out the urinals, and then the row of
booths. He was seated in the third one—I could see his ankles and feet, through
the gap between the bottom edge of the door and the floor. Interestingly
enough, he’d been rather careless—he’d closed the door, but not quite all the
way, so he couldn’t secure the latch on the inside. Accidentally? Deliberately?
I suspected the latter.


I knew from my previous visits that there was a big
hole in the partition between the third stall and the fourth, so I ducked into
the latter. Seated on the toilet, I could lean over a bit and have no
difficulty looking through the opening at my neighbor, who was also occupying
his porcelain throne. The blond’s trunks were down around his ankles and his
knees were wide apart. I did him one better by stripping off my swimsuit altogether
and hanging it on the hook provided for that purpose on the back of the door.


We sat there in silence, neither of us moving, both of
us waiting. It was blatantly obvious that neither of us needed to take a dump,
and that we were stalling for time, so to speak, waiting for one of us to take
the first move.


My pulse hammered as I observed my neighbor’s
midsection through the hole, with his right hand moving slowly between his
legs, toying with his penis. The guy must have known I was watching him, because
after a minute or two of this provocative playing with himself, he let go of
himself and he allowed his hard-on to spring up and stick out for me to see
more clearly. It was gigantic! I almost moaned out loud with raw, naked hunger
when he slumped back on the toilet seat with his shoulders against the rear wall
of the stall and his thighs even more widely spread.


He began to jack off again, still slowly, but more
energetically, and I almost went out of my frigging mind with my thirst for his
big prick. After another agonizing minute of this teasing, he suddenly leaned
forward, moved closer to the hole, and he whispered, “Let me see your cock!”


I was in no mood to act coy. We were both loitering in
the toilets for the same reason. I maneuvered myself into the same position he
was in, and I held up my dick toward the hole.


The blond number gasped, and he said, huskily, “Jesus,
big guy! You’ve got a big one, to match the rest of you! Can anyone get all of
that in their mouth?”


“Sure—I get sucked off—all the time!”


“I’d like to try. Do you want to suck mine, too?”


“Stick it through the hole and you’ll find out.”


“You first, man!” he insisted.


I stood up and I eased my aching, turgid meat through
the hole, and the blond guy immediately clamped his fist around it and he began
licking and nibbling at the shiny, bloated head of my prick. He milked my shaft
with his hand while he slurped on my glans. Despite the apprehension he’d
expressed about my size, he was having no trouble sucking me. He was good at
it! My legs turned rubbery and I had to reach up and hold on to the top edge of
the wooden partition to steady myself, as that horny cocksucker began to bob
his head back and forth on my cock.


All too soon, I felt myself getting close to coming,
so I pulled back, freeing my dick from his lips, and I crouched down toward the
hole.


“Now shove yours through, buddy,” I coached him,
moaning with desire. “I want to feel it in my fucking mouth!”


He guided his prick through to me and I took it all in
my mouth. He had to have nine inches or more, and it was thick, too—uncut, and
delicious. I got so excited by the whole scene that I gave him the blow job of
my life up until then, and I soon had the poor horny bastard shuddering and
panting from what I was doing to him with my agile tongue and hot, slippery
mouth.


“I’ve got to shoot,” he warned me. “Is it all right?
If I come in your mouth? I’ll stay and suck you some more, too, but I just have
to blow my fucking wad!”


I answered him by sucking the swollen head of his cock
down into my throat and working it over even harder and faster. He grabbed the
top of the partition, the way I had, and he started humping into my mouth and
throat, moaning and cursing as he blasted his sperm and I felt his wildly
gushing prick erupt its slimy fluid into my mouth. That first spurt almost blew
my tonsils away, but I held on, and I sucked him dry. What delicious nectar! I
consumed it all.


Without even pausing for breath, we changed places,
with me standing up and jamming my shaft through the hole and deep into his
sucking mouth. I came almost at once, I was so fucking hot, and I gave him as
thick a load as he’d just fed me.


“Suck!” I told him, unnecessarily, because he was
already devouring me. But I encouraged him. “That’s right,” I said, loudly.
“Suck!”


We’d been making plenty of noise, so maybe I shouldn’t
have been so surprised when we attracted company. There was a very light tap on
the door of my stall. Automatically, without even thinking, I unlatched it and
pushed it open.


A handsome, sunburned face appeared in front of me. It
belonged to a brown-haired, hairy-bodied number, who immediately shoved his wet
trunks down to his knees and showed me a prick almost the same size as the
blond’s, fat and beautiful, with nuts the size of golf balls, which he hefted
in his palm.


“Don’t sweat it, stud,” he told me, when I tried,
unsuccessfully, to hide the dripping prick still standing erect between my
thighs, and I wiped a dribble of the blond’s cum from my chin. “Mind if I join
you?” He was certainly polite. He came closer to me and aimed his dick at my
mouth. I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t think of anything except sex—hot,
frantic, mindless sex! I took the guy in my mouth and I sucked him,
passionately. God, he was hung!


“Hey, man, I saw him first,” my casual blond
acquaintance complained, although he sounded more playful than truly petulant. Pushing
his door wide open, he checked out his competition. “So get your ass in the
next stall and wait your frigging turn!”


The newcomer reluctantly pulled out of my mouth and
went into the next booth, grumbling. “Looks like there’s plenty of that big
stud to go around,” I heard him mumble.


The blond was now horny enough to throw all discretion
to the winds. He stepped out of his wet trunks, left his stall, and walked
right over to join me in mine, where he began to run his hands all over my
naked body, stroking my ass cheeks, pinching my nipples, and finally grasping
my hard-on to get it ready for action again.


Growing hotter and hotter, I let him squeeze into the
stall behind me and press his slimy prick tip into the sweaty crack of my ass.
Christ, did that ever feel erotic! Holding onto the dude’s slippery fuck pole
with one hand, I played with my own cock for a moment, and then I told him to
“Go ahead and fuck me!” He didn’t hesitate. What I was offering was, I
flattered myself, too good to pass up. He spread my naked butt cheeks wide and
he drove his dick home between them. He forced that stud cock of his through my
dry sphincter and deep into my cringing but ever-horny asshole.


I was being fucked from behind, with me bent over the
toilet bowl, upon which I supported myself with one hand.


I shoved my ass back at my fucker to let him know I
wanted it good and rough, and I tapped on the partition and called out to the
other guy, the one who must be feeling left out, inviting him to “Come here and
fuck my face, buddy! I’m ready to take you on, too!” He hesitated—but not for
long. Once he’d made up his mind, he quickly joined us, moved in front of me,
and fed me his meat. In and out, in and out, those two well-hung bastards
pumped away at me, fore and aft, filling my ass and throat. They built up to a
surging rhythm which was so devastating that I came again, about halfway
through the three-way fuck. My jism spurted freely down over the toilet bowl
and the floor tiles.


While they pounded away at me, with my body sandwiched
between theirs, they didn’t hesitate to discuss me.


“God, I’ve never been sucked by a guy with a body like
his,” the brown-haired man gloated. “Have you?”


“Yeah,” the blond replied, breathlessly. “You’d be
surprised by how many of these big, tough-looking muscle fuckers are nothing
but gay sluts. They’re total bottoms, most of them. Can’t get enough cock.”


“His mouth is like a freaking vacuum cleaner, working
on my dick.”


“So’s his ass. Jesus! Even his hole, and the muscles
he uses to shit with, feel all pumped up,” the blond fucker reported, crudely.
“That fuckhole of his is really squeezing the hell out of my cock. Must be the
steroids.”


With my mouth full of cock, I couldn’t offer any
protestations. Not that I really wanted to complain. At least their comments
made it clear that they were enjoying themselves. It wouldn’t have different
had they agreed I was a lousy lay!


The guy in front of me finally whitewashed my throat
with his thick, heavy cream. He was still groaning with pleasure after his
orgasm when the blond shot his boiling jism up my rear end, filling me to the
brim.


The more cock I got that afternoon, the more I
wanted—and the more reckless I became, going after it!


Just then, a group of young men walked into the men’s
room, and they were shocked to see the goings-on—we three naked men, fucking
and sucking right in front of them, in that open toilet stall! They must’ve
been straight, judging by the stunned, incredulous looks on their faces. And my
two fuck buddies were, momentarily, horrified at having been caught in the act.
But I was up the challenge, and I immediately took command of the situation.


I pulled my mouth off the dick I’d just sucked off.


“Do you guys want blow jobs?” I asked them, point
blank. “If you do, just haul your dicks out, and I’ll take you on, one at a
time!”


I didn’t even give the started studs time to make up
their minds or get hard-ons. I just chose of them at random—a freckled, tanned
redhead. I dropped to my knees on the tiled floor, pulled down his swimsuit,
and began sucking his dick. His friends stood there, gaping, while they
watched. After a moment, though, they all looked more excited and envious than
scandalized. There were four of them, including the redhead, all young, with
trim bodies and nice stiff pricks—stiff once I got my hot wet mouth on them,
for sure. Once the ice was broken by my display of whorishness, my two new gay
friends joined in the sucking, the blond giving head to a good-looking number
with thick black hair and blue eyes, while the hairy-brown-haired guy blew a
tall slim boy who had a classic swimmer’s build. The fourth young dude got over
his inhibitions fast and he started jerking off while we three man whores
worked on his buddies’ pricks!


I showed those fuckers who could suck and fuck! I
finished off my redheaded guy, swallowing his cum, and I then took on the
neglected fourth boy, blowing him while I urged my brown-haired friend to ram
his prick up my ass while he went on sucking the tall kid’s dick. I
extended my hands and I felt up the blond’s cock and butt crack while he blew
his trick, and finally I pushed them into a sixty-nine, right there on the
men’s room floor.


That was just the beginning of what turned into a
full-blown orgy. By the time I was done with those six horny numbers, they’d
all had me, in one way or another, and I’d given those four straight studs
their first-ever taste of gay sex. I only stopped sucking cock and getting my
ass fucked because of sheer, helpless, physical exhaustion. I lay on the floor
tiles of the john covered in sweat and cum, limp-dicked, with a smile on my
face and an ache in my ass and my throat. My prick was so drained from having
shot off so many times that I thought I’d never get it up again!


Finally, I managed to get up, shower, and dress
myself.


I’d enjoyed the whole sordid toilet-sex experience so
much that I went back to the pool often—and not just to swim and take the
steam. I became rather notorious. Guys with whom I hooked up there more than
once would tell me that they’d come to the pool hoping I’d show up.  I made
such frequent use of those toilet stalls that the management really should have
posted a Reserved sign on one of them! 


There were men who were afraid to get it on with me
right there on the premises. We’d get dressed and go either to their place or
mine, and treat ourselves to a leisurely sex session in private. My list of sex
partners grew ever longer and more diverse.


 
















 


Chapter Five: I Become a Kept Man


 


I struck up an acquaintance with a guy who belonged to
my gym.


His name was Tomi. He was an older man, in his
mid-thirties, exceptionally hard-working on the weight floor, with an impressive
amateur bodybuilder’s physique. He was always cheerful and easygoing, and I
enjoyed chatting with him.


I didn’t know anything about his personal life,
including what he did for a living, although I did notice that when he changed
into his street clothes in the locker room after a workout, he always dressed
casually, to the point of slovenliness. He favored baggy trousers and
sweatshirts, both well-worn, frayed, and with stains here and there which
hadn’t come out in the wash. Unlike many of the younger guys, who liked to wear
expensive, ostentatious sneakers or training shoes both in and outside of the
gym, Tomi always seemed to have on the same scuffed and battered, well
broken-in, and comfortable-looking footwear. I assumed he was a blue-collar, working-class
dude, like me.


He did own a nice wristwatch, I saw. Maybe that
was the one luxury he allowed himself.


One day, because of my schedule, I put in my workout
later than usual. Afterward, on my way home, I decided to stop for a coffee. It
was already past rush hour, and the sun was setting, when I entered a café
which I often patronized.


I’d ordered my coffee when I happened to look up, in
time to see an extraordinarily well-dressed man come into the café. I was so
impressed by his clothes that I concentrated my gaze on them for the first few
seconds, to the exclusion of the wearer. I’d never seen such a nice suit,
except in the fashion spreads of one men’s magazine or other, and the
accessories were equally stylish. The whole look was pulled together in a way
which didn’t seem at all foppish. The guy could certainly carry off the outfit.
He looked gorgeous!


Then, with a shock, I recognized the dude as none
other than my gym buddy, Tomi!


He saw me, and I waved to him.


“Join me,” I invited him.


“All right.”


He seated himself opposite me at my table, and when
the waiter brought me my coffee, Tomi ordered, too.


“Going to the gym, or coming from it?” Tomi asked me,
indicating my gym bag, which I’d placed on the floor next to my chair.


“Coming from it.”


“I thought so. You’ve got that pumped-up but relaxed look
about you, which always comes right after a workout. This is one of my off
days,” he explained. “I had to work late.”


“I’ve never seen you all dressed up, like this.”


He laughed. “This is my business attire. I don’t like
to wear it to the gym. I always keep a few changes of clothes in my office.
That’s why you usually see me looking like a slob, in the locker room.”


If he could afford such clothes, why didn’t he belong
to a fancy gym, instead of our humble grunt-and-sweat iron pit? Maybe, I
guessed, he was like me, preferring the no-nonsense ambience. The high
proportion of muscle hulks among our fellow members could be a factor, too. I
knew it gave me something to look out while I hit the weights—and in the steam
room, the showers, and the locker room, afterward!


We chatted about weight training and our mutual
acquaintances while we enjoyed our coffee.


“What’re you doing for dinner?” Tomi inquired.


I shrugged. “I’ll make myself something at home, I
guess. Or stop for takeout, because I’m feeling lazy, and not in the mood to
cook for myself.”


“Why don’t you have dinner somewhere with me?”


“That might be nice. All right. I will.”


“Great! Excuse me for a minute. I’ll just text my wife
and tell her I won’t be home for dinner.” He took out his cell phone.


Wife, huh? The fact was, I’d never gotten any kind of
a gay ping from him. Now I was certain he was straight, which rather
disappointed me. “I wouldn’t want you to miss a homecooked meal on my account.”


“Oh, it’s not unusual for me to stay in the city and eat
out, when I work late.” He sent his message. “There, that’s done. Come on, I’m
parked right outside.”


The car was a Mercedes sedan, in a distinctive color,
a dark yet slightly iridescent blue.


“What a car!” I couldn’t help exclaiming, when I was
seated beside him inside it. The leather upholstery looked, felt, and even
smelled luxurious.


“Do you like it?”


“Of course. Who wouldn’t? Especially the color.”


“That’s called ‘Lunar Blue Metallic,’ as I recall.
It’s subtle, I think.”


“If I could afford a car like this, I’d want it in
fire engine red, to draw attention to myself,” I admitted.


The restaurant had valet parking. Even before we
entered the establishment, I realized that the place was definitely too rich
for my blood.


“This is kind of a fancy place,” I remarked, a little
uneasily.


“I’m treating, of course, in case I didn’t make that
obvious.”


“I’m not too well dressed.”


“Nonsense. You look fine. And they know me here. No
one will care.”


Tomi was indeed known there. The maître d’hôtel
greeted him effusively, and if the guy thought my casual attire was
questionable, his carefully composed poker face didn’t betray the fact.


Soon we were seated at a table, studying our menus. I
was appalled by the prices, but, taking my clue from my companion’s
insouciance, I tried my best not to show it.


“I hope you’re not dieting,” Tomi said. “I know that
some of these items aren’t exactly typical bodybuilders’ fare! But one night of
indulging yourself can’t hurt you.”


“I can’t afford to have anything with sour cream in it
or on it,” I responded, referring to the ubiquitous ingredient in traditional
Hungarian cuisine. “That shit is just too damn fattening! In fact, I think I’ll
make a point of having something as non-Hungarian possible.”


Accordingly, I ended up ordering one of the specials,
lemon roasted chicken wings, as my main course. Baked to perfection with some
flavorful medium sized yellow-fleshed potatoes and garlic, they were really
tasty. Tomi also chose fowl, prepared in a distinctly non-Hungarian way. He had
the chicken scarpariello, which was served as a sort of chicken pie, with the
plump moist chicken meat and peppers pressed down into a kind of crust made of
spicy sausage. We sampled each other’s plates.


With our meal, we shared a bottle of a robust dry red
wine. Because he was driving, Tomi limited himself to one glass, which he
sipped slowly.


“Tell me,” he said, at one point in our dinner
conversation. “Has anyone ever offered to sponsor your bodybuilding career? A
business, or a private individual?”


“No. I should be so lucky. Is that sort of thing hard
to arrange?”


“Not necessarily. There just has to be the right
combination of sponsor and athlete.”


“If some guy were to come along and offer to sponsor
me,” I swore, “I’d be so grateful to him. I don’t think there’d be anything I
wouldn’t be willing to do for him, to pay him back. But,” I sighed, “that’s
just a pipe dream. Like winning the lottery, and being fixed, financially, for
life!”


“Well, someone has to draw the winning number,” Tomi
said.


We let that subject rest, for the time being.
Subsequently, however, I learned that a seed had dropped and sprouted.


I refused dessert, although I encouraged him to go
ahead and have some. But Tomi just wanted coffee, and he told me to finish the
bottle of wine.


“Thank you for dinner,” I said, as he paid the bill.
“That was excellent.”


“You’re entirely welcome. I was glad to have your
company. Say, are you in a hurry to get home?”


“No, not at all, now that I’ve been so well fed.”


“I’d like to show you something.”


“Okay.” Intrigued, I didn’t ask him what the something
was.


We drove a short distance, to an apartment building,
which appeared to be of recent construction. It was one of those tall glass
boxes, its exterior composed entirely of vast expanses of windows.


In the lobby, there was a security guard on duty,
behind a desk. He nodded to Tomi, whom he clearly recognized.


We rode up in the elevator—to the top floor.


I was confused. Was Tomi taking me home to introduce
me to his wife? If he was, then why hadn’t he just said so? But I said nothing.
Maybe I was a tad befuddled by the wine I’d drunk with dinner.


Letting us into an apartment, he turned on the living
room lights.


No one else seemed to be on the premises. It was quite
an impressive place, with a lot of square footage. The huge windows provided an
excellent view of the city, now lit up at night. The furniture was modernistic,
clean-lined and unfussy, with an emphasis on chrome, glass, brown leather, and
dark exotic woods.


Everything was clean and tidy—almost, to my way of
thinking, unnaturally so. But then, not being a scrupulous housekeeper
myself—and my roommate Joska was no better—perhaps I was prejudiced.


“Let’s go into the kitchen,” Tomi suggested, “and find
ourselves something to drink.”


I followed him.


Here, too, there was order, with nothing out of place.
The stovetop was so clean that it looked as though nothing had been cooked on
it recently.


My host opened a cabinet, which was exceptionally well
stocked with wine and liquor.


“There’s beer in the fridge,” he told me. “But I’m
going to stick to red.” He selected a wine bottle.


“I’ll join you. Well, I’ll have one glass,” I
said. “All that wine I had with dinner—good as it was, that was more alcohol
than I ordinarily drink in a whole week. I have to be careful with booze.
Usually, I can burn it off during a workout, but it can still get in the way of
keeping the body fat pared down.”


“You look quite nicely pared down to me,” he assured
me. “You’re really ripped.”


“Thanks.”


We took the bottle and our glasses with us back into
the living room, where we sat on the long leather-upholstered couch and enjoyed
the wine. Another hearty red, it was even better than the vintage we’d had with
our dinner.


“This is a really nice apartment,” I remarked. “I must
say, though, it doesn’t look as though you spend a lot of time here. It just
doesn’t seem all that lived in, if you know what I mean.”


He smiled “I do know. You’re right. I don’t live here.
I have a house in the suburbs. The fact is, I happen to own this building. It’s
one of my investments.”


I was impressed. “Really?”


“Really. This apartment comes furnished. Technically,
it’s for rent, but so far I’ve kept it reserved for my own use. I keep a few
changes of clothes and an extra set of toilet articles here. This is where I
bring—my men friends, to socialize with them. Well, to be perfectly honest,
this is where I bring the men I pick up. To have sex with.” He looked slightly
embarrassed.


Well! Now, suddenly, not only was the tomcat out of
the bag—his claws were out, and he was mewing!


“And, to be perfectly honest myself, I didn’t have you
pegged as gay, or bi,” I admitted.


“I’m afraid I’m still in the closet. I know that’s not
fashionable, nowadays, but that’s how it is. My wife doesn’t know. I suppose
I’m ‘on the down low,’ as they say in English.”


“Not all of us can be blatant about it,” I said. Now,
looking around the living room, I was even more impressed. “I’ve heard of
two-car garages,” I quipped. “And people who have vacation homes. But a
separate place—just for sex?”


“It makes things easier.”


“You must be loaded,” I said, without thinking. “You
must have money to burn.”


He seemed more relaxed—even amused. “I do, as a matter
of fact. I’m quite well off. Not boasting. Just stating a fact.”


“Oh. Well, I’ll try not to hold it against you,” I
promised—which made him laugh.


“You liked me—you agreed to go out to dinner with
me—and to come here—without knowing anything about my financial situation,
didn’t you?”


“I’m afraid so. As a gay gold digger, I suspect I’d be
a miserable failure.”


“That’s interesting,” he murmured.


“Your money would be wasted on me. I’m too much in the
habit of giving it away for free.”


“Speaking of which—! You must know I had an ulterior,
selfish motive, in inviting you here. I have to admit it. Ever since we met,
I’ve been very taken with you. I’ve hoped we might get to know each other
better—more intimately. I’ll come right out and say it, shall I, Arpad? Would
you like to make love?” Tomi asked.


I appreciated his directness. “You bet I would,” I
replied, with fervor.


He smiled at me. “Well, that’s a relief. If you’d
turned me down, I’d have been terribly disappointed. It’s a good thing these
windows don’t open. I might have been so frustrated, I’d jump out!”


“We can’t have that. Having sex with you is the least
I can do, if it’s a question of saving your life,” I joked.


“You’re not just sexy. You’re a lot of fun. I’ve had a
rather long day. Do you mind if I take a quick shower, first?” he asked.


“Not at all. Go right ahead. Take your time. Want me
to take one, too?” I inquired. “Am I, uh, aromatic?” I’d showered before
leaving the gym, of course, but still—!


“No, you’re fine. Wait for me in the bedroom. I’ll
join you there.”


I found the bedroom, located at the end of a hallway,
without any difficulty. It occupied a corner of the building, with windows on
two walls, so once again there was a spectacular view. After admiring it, I
investigated the room and its furnishings.


The floor space was dominated by the biggest platform
bed I’d ever seen, constructed of some other exotic wood, with a king size
mattress set on it. The sheets and pillowcases, of thick soft cotton, were
bright orange. A comforter was spread over the foot of the bed. A dial on the
wall next to the bed controlled the room’s lighting. I dimmed it to a soft,
seductive glow.


Well, Tomi had told me he used this apartment for sex.
The bedroom looked like a perfect place for it!


Curious, I did some exploring. There were indeed a few
clothes hanging in the closet, and in a chest of drawers. Otherwise, there was
nothing much of a personal nature. It might have been a hotel room, newly made
up by the maid, in preparation for the next registered guest to check in.


I opened the drawer of the nightstand. There was a
tube of sex lubricant, a box of condoms, and a freshly laundered, neatly folded
trick towel. Obviously, more activities than sleep did indeed take place in the
bed!


I turned down the bed, moving the comforter aside. I
stripped naked, depositing my clothes on a chair which was in the room. I got
on the bed, which was quite comfortable, not bothering to draw the top sheet up
over my body to cover myself.


Tomi came into the bedroom. He was nude except for a
towel—matching the one in the nightstand drawer—wrapped around his waist. His
hair was damp, and he smelled of soap.


“You look comfortable,” he said.


“I am. So do you. But what’s with the towel?” I asked.


“I don’t know,” he replied. “I’m just a little shy, I
guess. Modest.”


“Good for you. Me—I’m the exact opposite. As you can
see.” I patted the mattress beside me. “Lose it,” I urged him, “and come here.”


But he made no move—either to drop the towel, or to
join me on the bed. He seemed hesitant.


“I’m what they call a late bloomer, I guess. I’m not really
that experienced,” he confessed. “With men, I mean.”


I’d heard other men make that claim, and nine times
out of ten, they ended up behaving like the jaded whores imaginable once you
got them in the sack. Personally, all else being equal, I preferred a man who’d
racked up his share of sexual encounters, who knew what he wanted and what he was
doing.


“Once again—I’m the exact opposite,” I bragged. “If
you have any questions,” I quipped, “I’ll be happy to answer them—and to
demonstrate.”


Despite my levity, I was in no mood to play games. I
was so hot for his dick that if he’d denied me access to it much longer, I
might have tried taking it by force—raping him! So, while he just stood there,
beside the bed, open-mouthed, nervous, I reached out and yanked the towel away
from his body, baring his ass and his groin. His face turned bright red, and he
started to stammer something in protest. But I never gave him the chance to
finish.


“Come on, Tomi,” I coaxed him. “Let’s get things
going!”


I pulled him down next to me on the vast expanse of
orange-sheeted mattress. 


“You know what I want,” he gasped. He was already
groping me with his hands. He was getting over his shyness. Fast!


“What might that be?” I asked him, teasing me.


“Let me worship that hot fucking stud body of yours!”
he exclaimed.


I lay back on the bed. “Be my guest.”


“Flex for me. Pose for me,” he pleaded.


“Oh, you’re going to make me work for it, are you?” I
told him, playfully. “All right.”


I roused myself. I tensed my muscles for him, inviting
him not only to look at them, but to submit them to closer inspection, with his
hands, his lips, and his tongue. Tomi seemed to be in muscle heaven! He
explored every part of my naked body with his hands and mouth. He gave me a
tongue bath, licking my flesh so passionately that he soon had me squirming,
torn between agony and delight. Tomi was shameless. He licked my armpits—my
crotch—my feet, swabbing my soles with his agile tongue and inserting it
between my toes.


“I’m a muscle-worshipping man whore,” he said, at one
point, and I couldn’t disagree with him.


“I do reciprocate, you know,” I felt obligated to
inform him, finally. “Let me make you feel good, too.”


“How are you going to do that?” he asked me,
excitedly.


“Like this,” I vowed. “Hold on,” I advised him.
“You’re about to go for a ride—!”


I got up on my knees on the bed between his legs,
flung my arms up to hug his torso, and sucked his dick into my mouth. I took
him right down to the thick soft patch of hair at the root of his cock, and I
clamped my lips around the shaft so tightly that he couldn’t have gotten away
from me even if he’d wanted to. But, obviously, he didn’t want to. He
liked it, all right! Hell, I have yet to meet the man who doesn’t like the way
I give a blow job. He did resist a bit at first, squirming under me, but when
my tongue began to tickle his prick inside my mouth, and my lips pulled slowly
back and forth on him, sliding his foreskin up and down over his glans, he gave
in and surrendered himself completely. His dick swelled, seeming to expand
larger with each and every suck I lavished upon it. That big penis pushed my
lips farther apart, and the thick head jabbed restlessly at the back of my
throat.


“Oh, that feels good,” he groaned. “That feels so
fucking good! I’ve dreamed about this—about having you, you muscle stud—!”


There was a salty, sweaty taste between his legs, and
a musky scent to his crotch, but that only excited me more. I began to suck him
with feverish intensity, as though his cock was the most delicious-tasting male
organ in all of Hungary. And, at that moment, so far as I was concerned, it
was! I can’t describe how good it felt to have a fresh cock in my mouth. I
feasted on it. I sucked him with everything I had in me. I used every trick I
knew. My mouth flew back and forth on that stiff fuck pole, my lips slurping on
it, my tongue licking it, as though I was sucking on a big, thick piece of
stick candy!


I felt the penis growing even larger, more rigid, and
elongating inside my mouth. The foreskin was pulled back, the cockhead naked
and slippery as it rammed in and out of my lips. Tomi’s legs shook. He was
leaning farther and farther over me. I knew he was close to shooting, and I had
to make a quick decision. Should I keep blowing him and let him shoot off in my
mouth, or stop sucking his cock and let him screw me?


I wanted to taste his sperm. I knew he was so excited
that he’d give me a lot of fuck juice if I let him blast off in my throat. I
wanted to drink it, to swish it over my tongue and relish its flavor, to feel
it tingling all the way down when I swallowed it. But I wanted to get fucked,
too, so I pulled my mouth off him. From the groan he let out and the look of
disappointment on his face, I deduced it was just in time. Another moment, and
he’d have been giving me a hot mouthful of cum.


He made a grab for his cock, as though he meant to
finish the job for himself, but I pushed his hand away. I tugged on his stiff
prick with my own hand, bringing him down onto the bed with me.


“Put it in me!” I demanded. “Stick that big thing in
me, Tomi! Fuck my ass! Fuck it just like you’d fuck a hot, juicy cunt!”


He groaned. “Let’s leave my wife out of this, okay?”


But he didn’t need to be invited twice. He grabbed me
by my ankles and spread me apart as though I was the wishbone of a roasted
turkey! He was too eager to take me that he didn’t bother with that lube I’d
seen, there in the drawer of the nightstand, ready to hand. Instead, he just wet
his prick with a handful of saliva, and then he plunged his weight down on top
of me. His dick was so hard it felt like a bar of steel when he wedged the head
between my buttocks and against my hole, and he began to push himself inside
me. I clawed at his shoulders while he drove his erection down, and that big,
beautiful prick sank into me, inch after inch! It felt so good!


I squealed, and I threw my legs up from the mattress
and locked them around his back. When he began to hump me, I thought I was
going to lose my mind, I was so maddened with lust. He didn’t waste any time
about it. there were no preliminaries, and very little in the way of
refinements. Just good, old-fashioned cornholing, which was the way I wanted it
from him. he shoved his manhood deep into my anus and he went right to work.
His butt pumped up and down like a drilling machine as he drove his cock into
my behind.


He grunted and sobbed with each stroke of his hot
dick, and I was answering him with moans and shouts of my own. He kissed me,
but I was too far gone, too lost in my own ecstasy, to do more than peck at his
lips in return. All I could think about was that prick buggering me, rampaging
in and out of my horny shithole!


“Fuck me!” I screamed. “Fuck me, man! Fuck me hard!
Come on, stud, pound that muscle ass of mine! I like it rough. Slam to me as
hard as you can!”


“That’s what I’m doing!”


And he was! He was fucking me! Oh, God, was he ever
fucking me!


“Faster! Harder!” I insisted. “Please!”


His body hammered at mine, his chest hitting my pecs
so hard it hurt. But the pain was swallowed up in the fierce pleasure blazing
away inside my rectum. Each thrust of his huge prick made me see stars, until
finally I was gasping and rolling and writhing under him so violently that his
dick almost slipped out when he pulled back in preparation to make another
thrust. I tightened my legs around him and I pulled him back inside me—and with
that last thrust, I began to ejaculate.


I buried my face in his shoulder and bit down hard on
his flesh to keep from screaming and bringing the neighbors in the adjacent
apartments knocking on the door to see who was being killed! My asshole spasmed
furiously. My balls emptied themselves through my spitting dick. a moment
later, Tomi started to come, too. I felt his big dick rear back and lunge into
me once again, and then it quivered and started to shoot its hot juice deep
into my ass. The semen gushed into me like it had been shot from one of those
water cannons which kids played with on hot summer days! I felt wide open, as
though I was taking his bursts of cum right up in my guts and even beyond! I
almost expected that jism to flow up into my esophagus from below and fill my
mouth, choking me!


He just lay on top of me for several minutes after
he’d stopped shooting, panting to get his breath back. Then, lifting his head,
he grinned down at me and said, “Wow! That was the best sex I’ve had with
anybody, in a long time! When you get friendly, you really get friendly,
don’t you?”


“I try my best. Let’s make it a lasting friendship,” I
suggested, laughing. “Screw me again!”


“I have to get home eventually,” he protested. “That
‘working late’ excuse only goes so far!”


“Say you had an emergency come up,” I suggested. “And
you have. I’m going through an anal crisis. My ass hasn’t had enough of your
cock, buddy. You lit the fire in there, so now it’s up to you to put it out.
Get that big hard thing of yours back in there and fuck!” I insisted.


He did as I asked.


After that evening, Tomi and I began to see each
other, regularly. We’d have dinner in a nice restaurant, and then we’d go back
to his apartment building and have sex. The only mildly annoying part was that,
eventually, we’d have to leave the apartment and go our separate ways, with him
driving home to his wife, after he dropped me off at the drab digs I shared
with Joska. After being in that spacious, luxurious apartment in the high-rise
building, our living quarters seemed more cramped and dingier to me than ever.


I had fantasies of sleeping with Tomi, in the literal
sense of the term. I wondered what it would be like to spend the whole night
with him, and wake up beside him in the morning. He was a stallion in bed, and
a real sweetheart outside it. I was kind of falling for him.


It was during our fourth date that Tomi popped the
question, or, more accurately, he offered me a proposition.


“You’re beautiful, Arpad, and I want you,” Tomi told
me, matter-of-factly. “And I’m willing to pay to have you. Name your price!”


I was too stunned to respond, at first. But Tomi
wasn’t shy. He told me exactly what he had in mind.


He was willing to “sponsor” me. Ostensibly, he’d be
promoting my bodybuilding. Describing the arrangement he had in mind, he was
tactful. But it was obvious to me from the start of the conversation that he’d
be, in effect, buying me.


I could live in the apartment, rent free. Tomi was already
paying the utilities. In addition, he’d have a generous monthly allowance
deposited in my bank account, each month. I could use this money for anything I
wanted to, although officially it was earmarked to pay for my food, my
supplements, and such things as the entry fees for bodybuilding contests. Tomi would
also begin paying for my gym membership. He’d be “sponsoring” me, all right.
Translation—he’d be “keeping” me.


I suppose I should be ashamed to admit that I didn’t
need to devote much time or mental energy to debating the pros and cons. I
accepted his offer. Hell, I jumped at it!


I kept my job, but now, with virtually all of my
expenses paid for, I started to save money. Tomi’s patronage was the best thing
which had ever happened to me.


I personalized the apartment, moving some of my
personal possessions into it. Soon, it began to feel like home.


And, for Tomi, it remained a refuge, a place where he
could escape from his marriage for a few hours each week.


All that Tomi wanted to return for his generosity was
that I make myself sexually available to him. He saw me at least three nights a
week. Apparently, on these occasions he told his wife that he was “working
late.” He was racking up a lot of overtime!


He was quite adept at leading a double life. He had a
separate cell phone, which he used exclusively for contacting me to arrange our
trysts, or to stay in touch with me in between them. The fact that he owned the
apartment building was a big help. In the unlikely event that one of his
friends saw him entering or leaving the building, there’d be no need to mention
it to his wife. And if someone did happen to tell her, so what? There was
nothing suspicious about Tomi visiting his own property, to make sure it was
being well maintained, or to take care of other business on the premises. What would
be strange would be if he avoided the place.


Once, an acquaintance of his came up to us in a
restaurant to say hello. Without turning a hair, Tomi introduced me to the man
as his “personal trainer.” I was doing such a good job of keeping him in shape,
a smiling Tomi told the guy, that he was rewarding me by treating me to a nice
dinner.


Tomi didn’t seem to feel any guilt about cheating on
his wife—and with a man. Knowing which side of my bread was being so liberally
buttered, I didn’t interrogate him on the issue.


As for my own conscience—it slept. It was untroubled
by the fact that I was carrying on a lucrative, sexually satisfying, secret
affair with a married man.


Tomi didn’t even demand that he have exclusive access
to my services. So long as I kept him sexually satisfied, I was free to screw
around with as many other guys as I chose. We discussed the possibility of
getting into a threesome, or a group sex scene, but for the time being we did
nothing but talk about it.


I rationalized that, if I was going to be promiscuous
anyway, then I might as well profit from it! Plus, I genuinely liked Tomi.
Great in the sack, he was good company outside it.


I did do one decent thing, though. Before I moved into
Tomi’s apartment, I made sure that Joska found another roommate, to share the
place with him, so he wouldn’t find himself in financial straits. Joska was
sorry to lose me as a roommate, but he was happy for me.


He did tease me, though.


“You’re nothing but a muscle whore,” he told me.
“Well, you were always a whore, but now it’s official.”


“Go fuck yourself,” I retorted.


He smirked at me. “No need. Now you’ve got a rich
boyfriend, to plow your butt for you. Maybe I’ll find myself a sugar daddy,
too, to do it for me. And pay me for it. If I’d known fucking around with guys
could be so profitable—! Hell, I’d have turned gay, long ago.”


“Maybe it’s not too late for you to do so,” I suggested.


And that’s how I became a kept man.


 
















 


Chapter Six: Czech Mates


 


I was feeling a bit anxious, because I was dieting
rigorously and training extra hard, preparing for an important upcoming
physique competition. There wouldn’t be just Hungarians competing in this
event—it was open to representatives of other Eastern European countries, as
well. The contest would be held in an auditorium in Budapest, on a Saturday
evening. I desperately wanted to do well. 


Tomi, to his credit, was supportive, putting up with
my mood swings.


“My wife is going out of town that weekend, to visit
her relatives,” Tomi said to me one evening, when I hooked up with him for
dinner and sex after an especially grueling workout. “That means I’ll not only
be able to go to the contest—I can spend the whole night with you in the
apartment, afterward.”


“That’ll be great,” I replied.


“Think you’ll be tired after the competition?”


“Physically, a little, yeah. But I always seem to
bounce back pretty fast. And I tend to be kind of revved up, afterward. Because
of the nervous energy, the excitement, the adrenalin rush—whatever.”


“Are you saying you’ll be in the mood for sex?”


“Oh, definitely.”


“Then maybe we should plan to do something special, after
the contest,” Tomi suggested.


Being able not only to have sex with him, but to sleep
with him afterward, all night long, for a change, sounded special enough to me.
But I asked, “Such as? Do you have anything specific in mind?”


He certainly did! I’d underestimated just how sexually
adventurous my married lover was.


He outlined his plan to me. Knowing that bodybuilders
starved themselves prior to a physique competition, so that they’d look as
ripped as possible on stage, and that they were always desperate to appease
their hunger the moment the show ended, Tomi proposed that we host a small
post-event party at the apartment. The focus would be on feeding the guys, at
first. I had a list of the competitors. Several of them were local boys, of
course, who lived in Budapest, and, given the fact that the city’s bodybuilding
scene was a small world, most of these guys were good friends of mine. We could
extend invitations to a half-dozen of them, well ahead of time. 


Of course, bodybuilders never showed up at a
competition alone. Invariably, a muscle man brought along a buddy, to help him
out backstage, provide moral support, and cheer him on. And so our invitations
would encourage each guest to bring along a plus one.


That gave us a total of a dozen guests, to start off
with.


“At the contest, we can sound out the other
competitors, especially the ones from out of town,” Tomi told me. “We can
always add a few of them to the guest list. We’ll make sure we have enough chow
and liquid refreshments on hand to accommodate them.”


The idea was that Tomi and I would feed our guests
with a lavish spread, but one catering to bodybuilders’ typical nutritional
needs and preferences. After the late-night meal, any of the guests who chose
to stick around could participate in a group sex party! A muscle orgy, in other
words! That sly bastard, Tomi, was always hot for my body, to be sure. But that
didn’t stop him from wanting to recruit some more muscle, to satisfy him! 


“Shit, Tomi,” I told my lover. “I knew you were horny
as hell, but I never suspected you were this goddamn sexually free!”


“You’ve been an inspiration to me,” he retorted,
laughing.


We received all six RSVPs. Obviously, my fellow
bodybuilders, there in Budapest, were hot to trot, excited by the prospect of a
muscle-themed gangbang, with me as the guest of dishonor, whose mouth and ass
were going to be up for grabs! Not all of my friends had met Tomi, although I’d
told them about him. This would be their opportunity to make his acquaintance.
His carnal acquaintance!


Tomi and I had agreed that if we met any likely
prospects at the show, we’d invite them, as well, on the spur of the moment.
Some Germans, Czechs, Poles, and Romanians would be competing. Some of these
guys had to be gay, and looking for action during their visit to Budapest.


I was pleased when Joska told me he’d bought his
ticket to the event.


“Wouldn’t miss it,” my former roommate told me.


So, of course, I invited him to come to the party,
too.


Reporting to the auditorium on that Saturday night,
with Tomi in tow, I felt nervous, as I always did before a contest. Luckily for
me, it wasn’t the kind of nervousness which resulted in stage fright. Instead,
it was an adrenalin rush, which made me feel even more pumped up, and eager to
get out there in front of the audience and the judges, to pose.


A lot of interest centered on one of the foreign
competitors. He was a guy named Csaba, who had acquired quite a reputation. He
was Czech, from Brno, and he was one hell of an impressive bodybuilder. When I
saw him backstage, stripped down to his posing trunks, being oiled up—to my
extreme annoyance, I couldn’t detect a single flaw in the son of a bitch’s truly
superb physique. I envied him, I hated him, and—fuck, yes!—I lusted after him!
What a stud!


My only consolation was that Csaba was a heavyweight,
whereas I was a light heavyweight. So we wouldn’t be competing directly.


Csaba’s training coach, protector, and mentor, who
stuck very close to him, was a guy named Dusan. Much older than Csaba, Dusan
had to be at least fifty, although admittedly he was a well-preserved,
athletic, and very sexy fifty. I speculated freely about the two men’s
relationship. I convinced myself that they must be lovers. Dusan was the well-seasoned
daddy, and Csaba was the pretty young sonny boy bitch!


“At least you’re not going up against that big Bohemian
bastard,” Tomi told me, as he helped me oil up.


“Yeah, it’s the other light heavyweights I have to
worry about,” I grumbled, by way of reply. “Some of these bruisers have shown
up in really good shape. Think I have any chance?”


“Win or lose, you’re my champ,” he assured me. “All
the trophies in the world couldn’t make me prouder of you—or hotter for you!”


Right answer!


Luck was with me that night. I won first place in my
weight division. Csaba won first place among the heavyweights. This meant that
both of us had a crack at the overall prize—“best in show,” to borrow a phrase
usually associated with canines.


But, in an unexpected upset, a dark horse, a newcomer
to the scene, took first place in the middleweight division, and then he
proceeded to win the overall title. So he’d be going home with two
trophies, to say nothing of a substantial cash prize. Grudgingly, I had to
admit that he deserved it. He was a handsome lad from one of Hungary’s rural
provinces, with a stunning physique and an engaging stage presence. His
excellent posing routine was probably a big factor in the judges’ decision. No
doubt he had a bright future ahead of him in the iron game. I made a stern
mental note to myself, to the effect that I’d have to train even harder, so
that kid wouldn’t continue to excel at my expense!


As always after a contest, the scene backstage was
chaotic, with the guys hurrying to shower and get dressed. The conversations,
inevitably, centered upon rehashing the event, and second-guessing the judges’
decisions.


Some of the Hungarian bodybuilders, perhaps
understandably, were pissed off because a foreigner—Csaba—had won his weight
class. Having always been a believer in fostering international relations,
especially when an attractive muscle man is involved, I decided to do the right
thing. I made a point of approaching the Czech stud in the locker room and
offering him my hand to shake, along with my congratulations.


I spoke not a word of Czech, and his Hungarian was
limited to a few phrases acquired from a Czech-Hungarian tourist phrase book.
Luckily, we had English in common. I spoke it reasonably well, and although his
command of the language was more uncertain, we managed to communicate well
enough.


“Well done,” I told him. “And welcome to Budapest. Are
you hungry?”


“Hungarian? No, Czech.”


I smiled. “No, ‘hungry,’ as in famished, starved,
ready to eat.”


“Hungry? Yes. Always, after a contest,” he said.


“I’m hosting a party at my place,” I told him. “Informal.
Just a bunch of the guys. There’ll be a buffet. Plenty of food. Won’t you and Dusan
come?” Csaba stared at me, wide-eyed, politely, vaguely, obviously not
comprehending. “Party,” I said. “Food. Eat.” I gestured, broadly, silent-movie
style, miming shoving foodstuffs into my mouth. “Eat, delicious, tasty,
yum-yum,” I said, and I proceeded to smack my lips.


He got the point. “Oh, eat? With you?”


“Yes.”


“We will come. We will eat.”


“Good. Excuse me, just for a minute.”


I went to congratulate the big winner, as well. The
muscular young hick from the sticks seemed dazed, as though he couldn’t quite believe
his good fortune. He was a sweet kid, and I was thinking about inviting him to
the party, as well. But then his girlfriend joined him backstage. She was a
big-breasted bimbo, wearing a low-cut blouse, a tight short skirt, and too much
makeup. Grabbing hold of her guy, claiming him as her property, she squealed
with delight. Grinning a bit sheepishly, he put his hands on her large, jiggly
ass while they embraced. They looked as though they were about ready to fuck,
on the spot. She looked quite capable of polishing his trophies, so to speak.


I excused myself. You can’t win them all!


Tomi was pleased when I told him the two Czechs would
join us.


“But do you think they’ll want to stay and participate
in the second half of the evening’s entertainment?” Tomi asked me.


I grinned. “I’d be willing to bet money on it. Anyway,
they’re foreigners, guests in our country. They probably don’t know anybody
here. The least we can do is feed them. Even if they end up not putting
out for us.”


Tomi smirked. “Aren’t you the altruistic one?”


“I’m known for my good works,” I retorted, haughtily.


“Yeah, Saint Arpad. Your good work—in bed!”


We took Dusan and Csaba to my apartment, in the
Mercedes. The local guys knew my new address, and they had their own means of
transportation.


Csaba and I were holding our trophies in our laps.


“Yours is bigger than mine,” I pointed out.


“Yes,” the big Czech bodybuilder said, admiring his
trophy with unabashed, almost childlike, glee.


“Still, size isn’t everything,” I suggested.
“Proportion, symmetry, and definition are important, too.”


“I agree,” Dusan said. “Many things go into the making
of a world-class bodybuilder.” His English was a bit more fluent that Csaba’s.


Tomi, behind the wheel, gave me a wry sidelong look.


“Not that size is necessarily a thing to be despised,”
he murmured.


I decided to solve the mystery of the Czechs’ sexual
orientation then and there, if I could.


“By the way, some of the guys who will be at the party
are gay,” I remarked, casually. In fact, all the Hungarians on the guest list
were gay, or at least bi, to say nothing of we two cohosts. 


“Oh?” Csaba responded, politely, betraying no emotion.


“Things might get a little loose, later on,” I went
on. “You know, kind of wild? A free for all sort of thing?”


“Wild? What is this ‘wild?’ This ‘all for free’ thing?
As in—sex?” Csaba asked, haltingly. “Fucking?” He knew that English
word, at least!


“Precisely.”


“Vynikající!” he exclaimed.


“What does that mean?” I asked. For all I knew, it was
Czech for fuck off, you dirty cocksuckers!


Dusan, who was smiling, enlightened me. “It means
‘excellent.’ This is to be a sex party?”


“Very much so,” I admitted. “Of course, participation
in that part of it is purely voluntary.”


“May an old man participate?”


“If you’re referring to yourself, we’d be disappointed
if you didn’t,” I assured him.


“I’m not a young man, but I’m not exactly impotent,
either,” Dusan informed me, with a trace of smugness audible in his tone of
voice.


I soon found out just how right he was, about that!
















 


Chapter Seven: A Muscle Gangbang


 


Our guests arrived at the apartment, in pairs and
small groups.


It was a lively party. Tomi and I had prepared all of
the food ahead of time, so now it was just a matter of serving it to our
guests.


The menu, naturally, had been put together with an eye
to accommodating bodybuilders’ dieting. There were limits to how far the guys would
be willing to deviate from their customary austere fare, even during a
post-contest binge.


We had kilos upon kilos of potato salad and macaroni
salad, both well-seasoned. We had tuna salad, which we muscle men were known to
ingest in large quantities. There were cold cuts and all the fixings needed for
sandwich-making. Platters were loaded with cooked chicken breasts, coated with
rosemary, cracked pepper, and lemon. There were wedges of cheese, and there was
fresh fruit, with ripe bananas being especially popular. A man could have
survived for a week or more, availing himself of these offerings.


All of these foodstuffs were cold. The hot dishes,
kept warm in covered chafing dishes with candles burning under them, consisted
of meatballs, sausages, and stuffed cabbage.


You’d have thought the muscle men were on the verge of
starvation. They attacked the buffet like a hoard of ravaging barbarians,
stuffing their faces with the food! Not that I was fasting, any longer. I set
an excellent example for our guests.


We had plenty of beer, wine, and hard liquor on hand.


A couple of the guys wanted to indulge in the alcohol,
but most of them, knowing that they were already dehydrated, and wary of doing
anything which might worsen that condition, preferred bottled water, juice,
milk, or energy drinks, all of which we hosts also had in abundance.


My friends, to give them credit, quickly warmed to
Csaba and Dusan, making them feel at home. The language barrier was overcome,
with those guys who spoke some English keeping the conversation going.


Everyone seemed to have eaten his fill. Now, with our
energy replenished, it was time to fuck, on those full stomachs!


“All right, you guys, let’s get this party rolling,” I
suggested. “It’s time to hump the host!”


“And,” Tomi interjected, eagerly, “if any of you men
enjoy being the objects of muscle worship—then I’m ready to idolize you!”


Talk about preaching to the choir! Within minutes,
Tomi and several of the bodybuilders had shed all of their clothes. Kneeling in
the center of a circle of naked muscle studs, there in the living room, Tomi
was fondling their bodies with his hands, while his lips and tongues got to
work on their flesh. My lover was pigging out at a different sort of a buffet!


“Well, while Tomi is entertaining those guys, let me
take care of the rest of you,” I said. “My ass is up for grabs. I’ll take on
every single one of you, one at a time. So who’s going to be first?”


Interestingly enough, none other than Dusan
volunteered. He actually raised his hand, like a schoolboy answering the
teacher’s question in a classroom. I found the gesture amusing. Somewhat
cynically, I speculated that, as an older man, he wanted to go first because he
had an early bedtime, and he needed to conserve his energy and get his rest. Or,
possibly, at his age his erections tended to be unreliable, so he wanted to get
laid while he had a hard-on.


I was quickly proven wrong on all of these points. The
foxy mature Czech dude turned out to be a real stud, possessing a stamina which
put some of the younger guys to shame.


I led him into the bedroom, where I took off all of my
clothes. The bed, already turned down, was waiting for us, almost like a stage
set where the actors would perform. To accommodate any overflow, Tomi and I had
also placed a large air mattress on the floor next to the bed. The nightstand
held lube, condoms for those who chose to make use of them, and clean towels. Most
of the guests who weren’t being serviced by Tomi in the living room crowded
into the bedroom to observe the goings-on, supplying the audience for the sex
exhibition.


As soon as I was naked, Csaba’s coach grabbed me and
threw me down on the bed. Dusan stripped down, too, flaunting an impressive
physique for a man his age—and an awe-inspiring stiff dick. That thing of his
was so long and thick, so inflexibly rigid, and it had such a large, round,
bulbous head, that I winced when Dusan rammed it into me. Being penetrated by
that Czech stud was like losing my anal virginity to Coach Tivadar all over
again!


Dusan wasn’t the most gentle, tender, or considerate
sex partner imaginable. He just shoved his cock in my ass and started pumping
away, with the same sort of mechanical, repetitious motions which I associated
with performing sets of exercise at the gym. The guys who were watching us seemed
impressed by the show. They began cheering him on, as though they were watching
some sort of athletic competition. Given the energetic way in which Dusan was
exerting himself at the expense of my hole, maybe that wasn’t so far off the
mark.


“Go, man, go!”


“Fuck that ass!”


“Pound that muscle butt, stud!”


“Fuck him, daddy! I think that muscle bitch, Arpad, likes
it!”


“Trust me, Arpad likes it a lot! I know, because I’ve
had him!”


“Shit, we’ve all had him, the slut!”


“Fuck him, Dusan! Get him good and warmed up, for the
rest of us!”


“Yeah, break in that hole good, while I’m waiting my
turn!”


Those were among the comments they kept yelling. And
the more they yelled, the harder Dusan plowed into me!


But I have yet to encounter the cock I couldn’t
handle, and that foreign stud’s equipment was no exception. It didn’t take me
long to get used to the size of it, and to the crude abandon with which he
employed it. As soon as I did, I started going hog wild, too.


I threw my legs up off the bed and wrapped them around
him, with my ankles crossed behind the small of back, just above the outward
swell of his behind. That position is one of my favorites, because it spreads
your ass cheeks wide open and it lets the guy who’s fucking you really get in
there with his dick. Dusan kind of gasped when he felt my asshole sucking in
his prick so eagerly, and for a moment or two he stopped shoving it into me,
and he lay on top of me, grunting and groaning, trying to catch his breath.
Impatiently, I shimmied and shook under him, fucking myself on his cock. He was
heavy, but I liked the feel of his weighty body on mine, holding me down, and I
soon was able to start the vibrations going inside me again. Before either of
us knew it, my ass was purring around his prick like a well-oiled motor.


My pucker started opening and closing around his dick
and sliding up and down on it. My tough old Czech fucker nuzzled his face down
to my chest and he started chewing on my nipples, while I pushed his cock in
and out of me. The faster my asshole stroked his shaft, the harder he bit my
tits. It was a wild ride! It hurt, but it was a good, horny kind of a pain. He
was really turning me on. I began to think I’d been wasting my ass by giving it
away to all those guys my own age. Maybe what I really needed was my very own
daddy!


All of a sudden, Dusan started panting for breath harder
and he rose up over me. He started to drive his cock into me like he was
drilling for oil. He huffed and puffed, and he slammed that dick of his remorselessly
deep into my ass. I yelled with pleasure when he fucked me like that!


“Give it to him, man,” the other men were bellowing.
“Fuck him good and hard!”


And I was shouting the same thing to him!


“Come on, Dusan! Give it to me, big man!” I taunted
him. “Show me what you can do with that prick! Fuck me, fuck me! Fuck me hard,
you hung bastard1 Fuck my ass to pieces with that big, hard cock!”


Well, he fucked me, all right! Good and hard and deep!
I’d never had it quite that rough before, but from that night on, I knew for a
fact that rough was the way I liked it. Damn, he let me have it! He gave me
everything I asked him for, and more. I remember coming in sudden, fierce
spurts while he was balling me, because I just couldn’t hold it in my balls.
That big, hot dick kept pounding up and down, driving into my ass. I thought he
was going to screw me all night long, until dawn, that he was never going to
shoot. And I wouldn’t have cared. I would have let him shove his cock into my
ass all fucking night long, if he’d been up to that.


The festivities were off to a good start!


But then, finally, with a raw gasp, Dusan slammed his
prick into me full force one last time, and I felt it going off inside me like
a water cannon being fired. Jesus, did he come! Hot and wet, liters of it, it
felt like, drenching my rectum, flooding me like a goddamn enema. I felt the
spurts flying into me like so many fiery sperm bullets—like so many blasts of
hot liquid lead. There was so much jism that it was running down his cockshaft
and out of my hole. He held his penis inside me until we both stopped shaking,
and then he pulled it slowly out of me and got off the bed. When I dropped my
legs back to the mattress, there was a puddle of his sperm and mine on the
sheets, and inside my asshole, I was sopping wet.


Breathing hard, perspiring heavily, Dusan turned to
Csaba, who’d been standing there nude and erect in the bedroom, observing us,
the whole time.


“Vezmi ho, synu,” Dusan invited Csaba.


“Meaning?” I gasped.


Csaba provided the translation. “He said, ‘fuck him,
son.’ May I? My cock—your ass? Fucking?” he inquired, in his piquant broken
English.


“Hell, yes!” I declared. “Come on, motherfucker. Get
that big dick of yours in me!”


He got on top of me, and he entered me, his cock
sliding inside my anus, its penetration of me eased by the fact that he was well
lubricated by Dusan’s freshly deposited cum.


When Csaba began to hump me, I was back in anal
heaven. This was my supreme pleasure. I had another huge, hard-bodied, heavily
muscled, and very potent bodybuilder lying on top of me, weighing me down, possessing
me. Fucking my ass! And doing one hell of a good job, while he was at it!


I went into total power bottom mode, practically
raping that poor Czech stud, selfishly and callously fucking myself on his fuck
tool, using him, thinking only of my own pleasure. Not that he seemed to have
any complaints! He was getting his jollies, too. There was no doubt about that!
He loved fucking my hot, tight, horny, and highly responsive muscle ass! He
loved it as much as I loved being weighed down by that incredible body of his,
and being plowed so masterfully by his equally incredible cock!


Budapest’s chamber of commerce should have put me on
its payroll, because I was doing such a good job of welcoming our Czech
visitors to our city!


“Oh, holy Christ!” I yelled, blaspheming freely. “Go
on fucking the hell out of me, just like that, stud! I want to feel that big
dick of yours going all the way up into my hole. That’s right! Fuck me! I’ve
got my legs spread for you, buddy—and my butt cheeks, too! I’m wide open for
you, for you to use! Give it to me! Oh, give me that cock! Fuck me!”


I don’t know how much of my rapturous outcries Csaba
understood, but I’m sure he grasped the gist of it. And he was doing a
wonderful job of fucking me, which was all that mattered.


He pounded me for thrilling minutes on end. As had
been the case with his mentor, Dusan, I never wanted him to stop. Then, though,
at last he came inside me. His cock drove home for one last time, battering
against my prostate, and I felt it squirting its hot river of cum up my
asshole, adding his fluid to Dusan’s. When I felt that semen flying into me, I
felt like the most sexually satisfied gay man in all of Hungary!


I was granted no respite—not that I wanted any. The
sight of me being screwed in such close succession by two hot guys had inflamed
the onlookers to the boiling point.


Csaba pulled out of me. Then, before I’d even caught
my breath, Antal, one of my gym buddies, stepped up to the plate. He’d competed
that night, with our friend Janos accompanying him backstage, and to the party.
Before I knew it, Antal, with Janos looking on approvingly, was mounting me, staking
his claim to go next. I’d been a little worried that after taking first Dusan’s
big prick, and then Csaba’s equally hefty endowment, I might not be able to
enjoy a smaller-sized cock, but I was glad to find out that I was wrong. I felt
my friend’s more normally proportioned implement, all right. I felt it all the
way up my hot, horny, just-fucked asshole! Maybe Antal’s penis wasn’t the
biggest I’d ever had, but it wasn’t exactly negligible, either. It wasn’t as
thick as either of the two Czech studs’ had been, so it went in me easier—but
once it was in there, it sure as hell felt good.


“Screw me, buddy,” I invited my friend.


“It’s always a pleasure,” Antal gasped, as he took me.


“Fuck him, Antal,” Janos urged, from the sidelines.
“But don’t take all night! I want a crack at that ass, too.”


“Don’t rush me,” Antal growled. “Now that I’m in
there, I’m not in any hurry! Arpad’s ass feels just too damn good!”


The bed started shaking like crazy under our combined
weight as we fucked. And it didn’t stop shaking, either, for over an hour
afterward! I was busy running through the guest list, one at a time!


Meanwhile, Tomi and his group of living idols had
moved from the living room into the bedroom, no doubt attracted by the lurid
sex noises which they’d overheard.


Beside the bed, on the floor, the air mattress was
squeaking, as Tomi lay on it, also entertaining a succession of studs. He
seemed hell-bent upon not only catching up with me, but matching me in
whorishness. For my married, closeted lover, this must have been a rare treat
indeed. He was glutting himself on gay muscle sex, like a pig wallowing in the
mire and feeding gluttonously upon the mash in his trough!


As soon as one muscle stud had shot off in either of
us and pulled out, there was another one waiting impatiently to take his place!
It got to the point where I didn’t even know when one guy had pulled his cock
out of me and another shoved his in. All I felt was the steady, throbbing
plunge of prick in and out of my hole. My butt was bred to the max, overflowing
with cum. My ass cheeks, perineum, and thighs were sticky with it, and the bed
was a swampy morass of white sperm. God, did we ever have a gangbang! And I was
in anal ecstasy, the whole time!


I lost count of how many times I got fucked that
night, because several of the guests came back for seconds, and even thirds.
And I kept my mouth busy sucking the guys’ cocks, to prevent them from getting
impatient while they waited their crack at my ass, or Tomi’s. I was like a
tomcat in heat.


At one point, I saw one of my bodybuilder buddies
standing next to the bed, naked, while I was being fucked by another one of my
friends. The guy without a sex partner at the moment was stroking a roaring
hard-on while he waited his turn. I was so hot for cock by then that I just
reached out and pulled him closer to me by tugging on his prick, and then I
twisted my head around and I started to suck him off while the other muscle man
kept fucking me. Tomi saw the three of us going at it, and he started doing the
same thing, accommodating two men at once.


We were both taking it any way we could get it—in our
mouths, in our asses, in our hands. Some of the horny motherfuckers simply
couldn’t wait. They jacked off right onto us, spraying our bodies with their
jism while we fucked and fucked! I’d never done the bukkake thing before, but I
took to it, right away. There was something incredibly erotic about having my
naked body slathered with other men’s violently expended cum!


My buddy Joska had attended the physique show, and
accepted my invitation to the orgy. He screwed me, too.


“This is like old times, buddy,” he told me, as he
fucked my ass.


“I always did like your cock,” I declared. “Give it to
me!”


“Coming right up, dude!” He proceeded to wreak further
havoc upon my already well-used ass! And when he was done screwing me, that
horny son of a bitch fucked Tomi, as well! For a guy who was supposedly
straight, Joska had sure acquired a taste for man ass! I suppose I was
responsible for that. I’d turned the guy—I’d shown him how hot same-sex fucking
could be.


I wasn’t feeling particularly repentant.


What an orgy that was! Truly one for the books!


Eventually, all of our guests were fucked out. Some
got cleaned up, dressed, and left right away. Others lingered, going back to
the buffet for some more food and drink.


Antal and his buddy, Janos, offered to give the two
Czechs a ride back to their hotel.


“Don’t forget your trophy,” I told Csaba, as I
sleepily bade him and Dusan goodnight. The big Czech bodybuilder grinned at me.


“Good sex,” he declared.


That was quite an understatement!


“I see we both survived. Was that bash kind of what
you’d hoped for?” I asked Tomi, sleepily, when we finally hauled our whorey
asses out of bed, late on that Sunday morning.


“It was all that I’d fantasized about—and then some,”
he gloated. “Can’t wait to do something like it again.”


The gangbang, interesting enough, seemed to strength
our relationship. Tomi was more infatuated with me than ever. There was nothing
he wouldn’t do for me.


“I love you, Arpad,” Tomi told me.


“And I love you, too,” I avowed. “We’re so well suited
to each other. We’re two of a kind,”


He was my lover and my patron. And he cut me plenty of
slack. I was free to fuck around with other men. I didn’t hesitate to exercise
that option.


When it comes to sex, and you want to serve me my
preference—then there’s no question about it. Just make mine muscle! Please!


 


The
End
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