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Author’s Introduction: Hungary’s Muscle Men


 


Budapest, like so many other cities, has its
bodybuilding subculture. The pumped-up, physically imposing and even
intimidating muscle men, are scorned as freaks by some, but they are admired to
the point of idolatry by others. There they are, especially in warm weather,
strutting about the city’s streets in shorts and tight-fitting T-shirts or tank
tops, exposing themselves, displaying themselves. They’re the modern equivalent
of Greek gods, the epitome of masculine perfection.


As for certain gyms—! What are they, except hotbeds of
sodomy, portals of vice? And thank God that such facilities, such resources,
exist!


Gay men are especially susceptible to the allure, the
manly siren call, of hard, bulgingly muscular physiques.


None of us is naïve. We know that a good,
weight-trained body can be a huge asset in any urban gay community. There’s a
potential element of fetishism in this idolatry, to be sure. But a little
impassioned muscle worship—or a lot of it, for that matter!—never hurt anybody,
surely.


I’ve played this game myself, so I know whereof I
speak.


This fictional narrative, based loosely on some of my
own experiences and those of my gym buddies, chronicles the unabashed and
uninhibited homoerotic adventures of a big young guy whom I’ve chosen to call
Konrad. My bodybuilding buddy Sandor Vass has collaborated with me on this
manuscript, including in it a few of his own experiences. Apparently, I’m not
the only muscle slut in Budapest!


As for our protagonist, Konrad—he’s representative of
the many muscular young men who, while working hard to improve their physiques,
don’t hesitate to take time out every now and then to indulge in the pleasures
of the flesh. Even the most dedicated iron pumper can be forgiven for putting
his hard-earned muscles to recreational use, as a change of pace. Or even forgiven
for exploiting his physique, for profit. What bodybuilder hasn’t hustled, at
one time or other, to make ends meet?


Konrad, assuredly, is no saint. But then, saints
aren’t usually lusted after by mere fallible mortals, are they?


            
















Chapter One: Grunt and Sweat


 


Budapest had several health clubs which catered to an
upscale membership. The interiors of these facilities were elegantly designed,
spacious and well-lit. They offered aerobic and spin classes. There were indoor
swimming pools. There were juice bars, where the members could order not only
juice, but custom-made protein drinks. The workout equipment on the premises
represented the latest technology in the fitness industry. Personal trainers
were on the staff, to assist the members.


The Body Shop had none of these amenities. It was a
real, old-fashioned iron pit, a small, no-frills grunt-and-sweat gym. Located
on a narrow side street in the city’s downtown business district, tucked
between two storefronts, the place would be easy to walk or drive past, were it
not for its neon sign in the front window, next to the entrance door. 


Part of the sign consisted of a bright red stylized
outline of a bodybuilder’s physique, with the neon tubes bent into sinuous
curves to suggest the muscle man’s head, shoulders, arms, pecs, butt, and
thighs. The glowing figure had one arm raised, with the biceps flexed and
bulging.


It was fashionable in Budapest for bars, restaurants,
shops, and other businesses to give themselves names in English, French, or
Italian, to confer a hint of exoticism, cosmopolitanism, and “class.” Above the
muscle man’s figure, The Body Shop’s neon sign advertised the gym as such, by
name, in English, in large vibrant red letters. Underneath the tubular bodybuilder,
in a smaller neon script, was the Hungarian equivalent of the establishment’s
name, Karosszériaműhey—which technically refers to automobile body
work, but, thanks to the image of the flexing guy, the play on words was
obvious enough.


Year round, in the warmth of spring and summer, and
also on cold autumn and winter nights, the neon figure maintained his lonely
vigil. He was a beacon, summoning the hardcore muscle enthusiasts to where they
could find a home, and the company of like-minded men.


The Body Shop at least had a steam room—a small space
with tiled walls and floor, and built-in wooden benches to sit or lie on. The
steam supply was efficient, and the room could get very hot, filled with a
dense, damp fog.


After completing his workout, Konrad was relaxing in
the steam room with his gym buddy, Enre. Both young men were dedicated amateur
bodybuilders, and both were taking the steam, nude. Theoretically, The Body
Shop was coed. If a woman chose to join, she wouldn’t be turned away, provided
her money was good. But in fact no women belonged to this comparatively austere
gym. The ambience was masculine to the point of an oppressive grunginess, and
it would take a female with balls, so to speak, who’d want to train there, when
so many more attractive options were readily available. The “woman’s locker
room,” a cramped space, hadn’t been used as such within anyone’s memory, with
much of its floor space appropriated for storage. 


The facility was really an all-male preserve. As a
result, nudity in the steam room was standard procedure. 


Enre and Konrad had no inhibitions about being naked
in each other’s proximity. They leaned back on the benches with their legs
spread, exposing their genitals, relaxing their tired muscles, basking in the
hot, humid embrace of the steam which swirled about their bodies.


Konrad was working at a dead-end nine-to-five job, to
make his living. He really lived for the moment, late each weekday afternoon,
when he could punch out and head for the gym. There, he vented all of his
frustrations, working his muscles, testing himself, striving always to work out
harder, to lift heavier weights and do more reps, to develop his body. His time
at The Body Shop compensated for whatever was lacking in the rest of his
existence.


And, inevitably, he associated The Body Shop with sex.
Unabashed, lusty sex between like-minded, well-built, pumped-up men!


“Good workout?” Konrad asked, as he and Enre perspired
together.


“Yeah,” Enre replied. “Now I’m feeling kind of on edge,
though. I usually do, after I hit the weights.”


“Me, too. Not too tired for sex, though, I bet?”


Enre grinned. “I’m never too tired for that, no
matter how my muscles ache.”


“I know the feeling. Only too well! Want to come to my
place and play around for a while?” Konrad asked.


Enre leaped at the chance. “Yeah,” he agreed, eagerly.
Coyness wasn’t a part of either young man’s personality.


Konrad grinned. “Let’s hit the showers, then.”


After they showered and dried off, it was almost an
annoyance to get dressed, because the moment the two guys arrived at Konrad’s
apartment, they stripped naked again. In the bedroom, they got right down to
it. They were frequent fuck buddies, who always enjoyed having sex together.
But they didn’t require much in the way of foreplay, especially not after a
workout. Technically, the penis may not be a muscle—if it was, and it responded
to stimulation by growing, every man would be hauling around a male organ of
gargantuan proportions! But exercise seemed to have the blood flow down to a
cock, giving it the equivalent of the “pump” which a muscle experienced when it
was worked hard.


Both Konrad and Enre were sporting hefty, healthy
erections at the moment.


“I need to have it sucked,” Konrad declared—an
announcement which was somewhat redundant, because his cock stood up stiff and
proud and ready, obviously in need of relief. “Get down on it, will you?”


“Sure,” Enre agreed, with his usual complacency. When
it came to cocksucking, the muscular young stud was ever ready, and he prided
himself on being very skilled at fellatio. He could even deep-throat the
longest, thickest dicks, usually without any real difficulty. 


Konrad lay back on his bed, already tense with
anticipation. Enre provided some of the best mouth and tongue action he’d ever
had. The only thing which Enre liked more than sucking a cock was eventually bringing
it off, so that he could swallow the cum. He always got especially aroused when
he was servicing Konrad, who not only had a hot body, but an oversized phallic
endowment. Konrad’s prick, when hard, was a real mouth filler and throat
choker, just the sort of implement Enre liked best.


Lifting his head a bit, Konrad grabbed the two pillows
from the head of the bed and stuffed them under his head and shoulders,
propping up his upper torso. At the same time, he spread his heavily muscled
legs, giving Enre room to kneel on the mattress between them. Quickly, Enre
settled into cocksucking position. Taking his friend’s dick in his hand, he
slid his fist up and down on the hotly pulsing shaft. Not that Konrad needed
any manual stimulation to get or stay hard. He was fully erect, ready to be
serviced.


Pulling back Konrad’s foreskin and exposing his glans,
Enre feasted his eyes on the sight of the turgid cock flesh for a moment. But
he was too aroused, too hungry for that cock, to be content with just looking
for long. He smacked his lips and wet them with his tongue, while his fingers
stroked the other bodybuilder’s big penis.


Konrad groaned. “Come on, buddy, don’t tease me. Put
it in your mouth. Suck it!” He was getting impatient. “Quit fucking around,” he
instructed Enre, rather curtly. “You know what to do. So do it! Start sucking.”


“Don’t be in such a hurry,” Enre protested.


“I am in a hurry. I really need to drop a load.
Uh! You’d better blow me good, you dirty, stinking muscle boy whore!” Konrad
snarled. “And you’d better start blowing me now!”


Meekly, submissively, Enre nodded. Ordinarily, he was
a tough, streetwise young guy, who put up with no attitude or bullshit, from
anyone. But he was truly putty in Konrad’s hands. It was though the other
bodybuilder could cast a spell upon him, at will, rendering Enre helpless to
refuse the other muscle man anything. Even subjecting himself to Konrad’s
whims, being humiliated by him, was a source of perverse pleasure for Enre. 


Enre’s warm brown eyes smoldered with lust. He was
quite taken with Konrad. Enre was well built, exceptionally hard-muscled by any
ordinary standards. But Konrad was a few years older. He’d been working out
longer. Thanks to this head start, he was bigger than Enre, more massive, with
a truly heroic physique, one which was worthy of a young Hercules. There was
undeniably an element of hero worship in Enre’s adulation of Konrad. To Enre, Konrad
represented an ideal, a goal to strive toward.


And, of course, to Enre, Konrad was a perfect sex
object, as well.


When it came to cocksucking, Enre prided himself on his
expertise. He’d honed his oral technique on countless men. Despite his youth,
he was as experienced at fellatio as any jaded street corner whore, the kind of
slut who, whether male or female, would get down on his or her knees, open his
or her mouth, and suck cock in exchange for a few lousy forints. 


As a result, Enre could deliver on demand some of the
best mouth, throat, and tongue action which Konrad had ever encountered. Enre
loved the texture and smell, the taste, of sperm. He swallowed it greedily,
without hesitation, and he’d sucked off so many men that, like a gourmet, he
could distinguish one man’s seminal flavor from another, and rank them,
accordingly, by their degrees of desirability. He was the cocksucking
equivalent of those guys with extraordinarily educated noses who were employed
by perfume makers. Enre’s palate, equally sophisticated and sensitive, could
judge cum in the same way.


As Enre closed his hot, soft-textured, and very
talented mouth around the violently aroused glans of Konrad’s cock, holding the
shaft imprisoned in his fist, Konrad—despite his intense excitement, or
perhaps, perversely, because of it—allowed his mind to wander.


Recently, Konrad had been lusting, so far in vain, for
one of the other guys who worked out regularly at the gym. His name was Jakob,
and he was one of the few weightlifters who could compete with Konrad for the
unofficial title of The Body Shop’s hottest resident bodybuilder. Jakob was a
tall, broad, massively built blond man, who had a thick mustache, droopy at its
ends, and a very full head of hair, which he wore longer than shoulder length.
He usually tied his mane up in a bandana when he worked out, but when he
loosened it, the long blond locks, along with the facial hair, gave him a
rather archaic look. He might have been a Viking warrior, or one of Attila’s
Huns.


To Konrad, Jakob’s physique was nearly flawless, close
to perfection. Konrad had a purely aesthetic appreciation of that fine, hard
body. But, on a less exalted level, he also lusted after it. Every time he saw Jakob
working out at The Body Shop, Konrad had difficulty concentrating on his own
weightlifting routine, because he was distracted by his lurid mental images of
Jakob, naked, stiff-dicked, in bed with him. 


In his imagination, Konrad performed every sex act
which two men could possibly do together, taking into account their anatomical
limitations. In these obscene fantasies, Jakob was a blond barbarian, and always
the dominant sex partner, a stern erotic taskmaster, while Konrad gladly
assumed the role of the other muscle man’s submissive bitch. He’d do anything
to please Jakob, no matter how perverted, dirty, or humiliating the act might
be. Ordinarily, Konrad was the muscle stud whom other men admired, desired, and
vied to satisfy. When it came to his lurid speculations about being intimate
with Jakob, the exact opposite situation prevailed. In his mind, in his
feverish imaginings, Konrad was Jakob’s sex slave.


Konrad and Jakob had a nodding acquaintance. They were
politely friendly whenever they encountered each other at the gym. Sometimes,
they spotted each other. They had casual conversations, which almost invariably
centered around their respective workout routines. If Jakob suspected how hot
Konrad was for him, he was good at concealing his awareness. To Jakob, Konrad
was just another well-built fellow gym member.


In his imagination, though, Konrad had his way with
Jakob.


I want him to suck my dick and fuck me in
the ass, Konrad would tell himself, in a feverish internal
monologue, when he masturbated. I want the two of us to do everything
together. I want that big blond stud to be so hot for me that he’ll be my sex
slave. Yeah, I can see him on his knees in front of me, naked, with a big boner
sticking out from his crotch, and all those muscles of his tensed and flexed
and rippling—while his mouth pumps away on my prick and sucks every drop of my
goddamn cum from me!


Thinking about Jakob and the menu of various sex acts
which the two of them could run through together, Konrad always had unusually
intense jerk-off sessions. Alone in his apartment, lying nude on his bed, he’d
stuff both pillows under his head, apply some lube to his penis, and grasp it
in his fist. Working his big arm, with its bulging muscles, he began to play
with his rapidly hardening cock, sometimes applying just a light pressure in
order to tease himself and prolong his pleasure, at other moments squeezing his
erection so hard that it hurt. 


Even though, on these occasions, he was usually tired
after his day’s work, to say nothing of the fact that he’d stopped at The Body
Shop to work out on his way home, Konrad would find that his fantasies were
vivid enough to drive him mad with lust. And a good, strong, self-induced ejaculation
would relax him and help him drift off the sleep.


Already, pre-cum was leaking from the piss slit in his
glans, which was exposed by the way his hand kept pushing his foreskin down
around the upper part of his shaft. With his other hand, Konrad rubbed the
dribbled jism over his cockhead, massaging it with his palm. Closing his eyes,
Konrad pretended that it was Jakob who was giving him the hand job. Quickly,
though, the long-haired muscle stud progressed to first licking the dick, and then
taking it inside his mouth ad sucking on it. 


That’s right, Jakob, you big stud
cocksucker, Konrad thought. Take it all the way in
your mouth. Slobber all over it. Swallow it. Choke on it! Blow me, you muscle
bitch. But don’t rush it. Suck that cock slow and easy, make it last. And turn
around, so we can sixty-nine, dude. I want to suck on your big prick while you
work on mine. Let’s come together—!


His vision of the other guy’s huge hard physique, his
thick blond mane of hair, his virile smile, his hefty cock, his large, firm
ass—it all made Konrad shudder, in the throes of helpless arousal.


Still imagining that it was not his own fist pumping
away on his cock, but Jakob’s mouth, fastened in a lip lock around it, Konrad
shot his cum high into the air, sending the drops of semen scattering all over
his body and his bed. He milked his spurting penis dry. He was coming—he and
Jakob were coming—together—!


But this orgasm wasn’t the product of a
masturbatory fantasy. It was being coaxed out of Konrad’s cock by a real, live
sex partner!


Enre’s mouth and tongue interrupted Konrad’s erotic
reverie and brought him back to sensuous reality. Enre was really gobbling his
prick, working on it with complete oral abandon. His hand no longer grasped Konrad’s
shaft, to prevent the other bodybuilder from force-feeding him too much of his
cock. Instead, Enre was willingly, recklessly taking it all, allowing Konrad’s
glans to penetrate down into his throat with choking thrusts. Enre moaned and
squirmed with restless erotic joy. His right hand now formed a snug fist around
his own aching prick, which he was manipulating with fast, furious strokes.


“Suck it good, buddy,” Konrad muttered. “That’s right,
suck on that cock.” He could feel a storm of pleasure gathering force in his
loins. Closing his eyes, he imagined he was getting ready to spurt his semen
not into Enre’s mouth, but Jakob’s. No, better yet—in his fantasy, he was
fucking Jakob, preparing to pour his jism into his ass. Or, maybe—it’d be the
other way around, with Jakob screwing Konrad. The mere thought made Konrad
shiver with exquisitely tormenting arousal.


“I don’t want to come yet,” Konrad gasped. “Ease off,
buddy,” he begged.


Enre whimpered around the cock in his mouth, but he
slackened the pressure which his lips were exerting on Konrad’s hard-on. He
continued to suck the cock, but with slower strokes. His tongue began to lick Konrad’s
cockhead with wanton relish, rubbing repeatedly over Konrad’s hypersensitive
piss slit, which kept dribbling pre-cum.


“Oh, yeah, that feels good,” Konrad told Enre. “Now
you can start working up to it again, but do it nice and slow. Edge my goddamn
dick until I can’t stand it anymore, and I just have to come.”


Enre had the glans of Konrad’s cock and more than half
of its shaft trapped inside the prison of his hot, moist mouth. He was
subjecting his fellow bodybuilder’s agitated fuck tool to a prolonged,
delicious torture. While he teased Konrad’s meaty erection with his lips and
tongue, Enre jacked his own prick. He wanted to ejaculate when Konrad did, if
possible. Konrad emitted deep, guttural grunts of animalistic pleasure as his
gym buddy worked on him. What a hot cocksucker Enre was! The fact that he was
so goddamn butch, so well-built, so masculine-looking and masculine-acting, added
a lewd piquancy to being blown so well by him.


Guess I shouldn’t be ungrateful,
a feverishly excited Konrad chastised himself. I’ve got one hell of a hot
guy going down on me! But I can’t help it. I can’t stop thinking about that
sexy motherfucker, Jakob. Oh, how I want to bring that son of a bitch off! Get
him so horned up, so hot for sex, that he’ll do anything I tell him to do! That
beautiful, muscular ass of his, two big solid glutes—those huge shoulders,
arms, and pecs—big, freaking, suckable nipples—and that cock, oh, that cock,
which makes such a big bulge inside his jockstrap. And when he’s naked, in the
locker room, in the shower, that thing looks like a piece of firehose dangling
down from his crotch! Uh, fuck yeah, I want that dick in my mouth, down my
throat—up my ass!


Oblivious of the fact that Konrad was fantasizing
about being with a different sex partner, Enre sucked away, in blissful
ignorance. Consumed by lust, he redoubled his oral efforts, which had their
inevitable effect on Konrad.


“Yeah, goddamn it, this is just what I need, a hot
muscle suck! Here we go, buddy!” Konrad cried. “I’m going to shoot! Suck it
hard, finish me off, take my cum!”


His fuck tool seemed to swell much larger inside the
other muscular young man’s devouring mouth and swallowing throat, and his sperm
rose from his balls and rushed through the core of his cock, seeking escape. Enre’s
head flew up and down, as though it was mounted on a spring, and he was a
cocksucking bobblehead figurine. He let out a loud, agonized moan, frustrated
by even the brief delay which elapsed before Konrad began to force-feed him his
sperm. Enre’s mouth and throat vibrated around the penis he was sucking. He
breathed hard and loudly through his nose. His ass bucked, and his fist pumped
brutally on his own prick. 


And then, mercifully for both men, Konrad burst. He
cursed, luridly, while thick spurts of his high-pressure, pent-up jism leaped
from his cockhead and shot into Enre’s mouth and throat. Konrad had fired off
only the first two of his many jets of cum before Enre came, too, squeezing his
semen out of his roughly fisted prick.


“Coming!” Konrad yelled. “Yeah, I’m coming, you dirty
cocksucker! Take it, you muscle slut! Take that hot cum in your mouth—down your
throat! Choke on it, you muscle bitch! Yeah, and shoot your own fucking cum!
Let me see it shoot out of you—come with me, dude—come! Oh, God! Will you
fucking come? That’s right—that’s what I want to see. Aw, fucking hell!”


Enre kept his mouth in place, his lips locked around
the circumference of Konrad’s ramrod, until he was sure Konrad had stopped
ejaculating, and had stopped dribbling any residue, as well. Finally satisfied
that he’d ingested every drop of male seed which Konrad had to give him, Enre
relaxed his oral grip on the other guy’s drained penis. 


Konrad, gasping for breath, pushed Enre away, almost
roughly. Enre fell on the bed on his back, his legs spread, his still-stiff
dick aimed up at the ceiling, his hand still closed around it, still jacking,
hoping in vain to coax a little more sperm from the spent male organ.


“Great sex,” Enre moaned. “As always, with you.”


“Yeah,” Konrad agreed.


He was once again thinking of Jakob. Sooner or later, Konrad
knew, he’d have to swallow his pride. He’d just have to go up to Jakob at the
gym, and proposition him. He’d beg the blond stud to have sex with him. He’d
accept any terms which Jakob set, no matter how humiliating they were. 


Konrad supposed he ought to be disgusted with himself.
He’d just enjoyed a hot bout of sex with Enre, resulting in both of them losing
big loads. But now, already, Konrad was lusting after Jakob. Enre was a nice
guy, a thoroughly satisfying sex partner. But he wasn’t Jakob, the man with
whom Konrad was obsessed.


“Do you think—if we rested for a minute—we could do it
again?” Enre asked, eagerly, breaking up his question with deep, much-needed
intakes of breath.


“Yeah,” Konrad replied, nonchalantly. “Why not?”


After all,
he told himself. A bird in the hand—! Or, rather, a cock in the mouth—! Not
something to be despised!

















 


Chapter Two: Better Sex Through Chemistry


 


When he went to The Body Shop to work out, Konrad
tended to focus, single-mindedly, on his weight training, to the exclusion of
everything else. He was lost in his own little world, where the only things of
which he was fully aware were his body, his muscles, and their responses to the
often grueling ordeals he put them through


When he was recovering and catching his breath in
between sets, though, and also when, after completing his workout, he was
relaxing and sweating in the steam room, or showering, or getting dressed in
his street clothes, in the locker room—then, on those occasions, admittedly, Konrad
was more aware of his surroundings, and he deigned to acknowledge the presence
of the other members of the gym.


A lot of cruising, in various degrees of subtlety,
went on, on the premises, of course. Guys stared openly at one another,
checking the other members out, sizing them up. Some of the members were real man
whores, who made no secret of the fact that they were there not just to work
out, but to hook up. Others were more discreet.


As one of the biggest, best-looking, and butchest of
the serious, hardcore bodybuilders, Konrad had his admirers, of course. They
watched him working out, with their tongues practically hanging out and
tripping them up as the lightly clad Konrad pumped heavy iron, working up a
sweat, pushing himself, forcing his muscles to surpass their limits and grow
larger and harder. In the locker room, the steam room, and the showers, too, Konrad
was always the center of attention, when he was stripped naked.


He was well aware that other men lusted after him. He
rather enjoyed their interest and admiration. He wasn’t above, once he was done
with the serious business of working out, flaunting his nude body in front of
the other guys, for them to admire and desire.


There was one older man who seemed especially enamored
with Konrad. This guy was “old” by Konrad’s highly subjective standards,
although he was in fact not yet forty. He worked out religiously and hard, and
although he wasn’t really a pumped-up bodybuilder, he had a nice, firm build
for a man of his age. He had silvery-gray hair and a matching, neatly trimmed
beard. He scored points with Konrad, because he didn’t dye his hair and beard,
in an attempt to make himself look younger. Konrad thought the guy was kind of sexy
and foxy—definitely, a “hot daddy” type. And Konrad could be a bad boy, a very
bad boy indeed, who might benefit from a firm mock-parental hand.


Konrad and the anonymous older man carried on a silent
flirtation at The Body Shop for some time, making eye contact across the weight
room, exchanging heavily laden, significant glances, and shamelessly ogling
each other when they were both nude in the locker room or the showers.


Then, one day, Konrad had completed his workout, and
he was bent over the drinking fountain, which was an old but efficient
appliance located in one corner of the weight room. Pressing a button sent
refreshingly cold water arcing across the porcelain basin. Konrad was thirstily
sucking down the water, when his admirer approached him.


“Hello,” the older man said, looking and sounding
nervous.


“Uh,” Konrad responded, none too coherently, raising
his face from the fountain and using his hand to wipe his wet mouth.


“I don’t want to bother you—” the man said,
hesitantly.


“Oh, you’re not,” Konrad assured him.


“My name’s Bartol.”


“I’m Konrad.”


“Yes, I know.” The two men shook hands. “You’re well
known around here.”


Konrad smiled. “Am I? In a good way, or a bad?”


“Oh, a good way, of course. The other guys look up to
you. They all want to look like you.”


“That’s nice to hear, but I doubt it’s true,” Konrad
said, with uncharacteristic modesty. “There are other guys with good builds here.”


“You have a magnificent physique.”


“Thanks. It’s just a matter of
motivation—persistence—and lots of hard work. Obviously.”


“Do you ever do any modeling?”


“If a guy’s willing to pay to take pictures of me,
then I’ll pose nude for him—sure,” Konrad said, boldly.


“Ah—do you ever do any personal posing or modeling? I
mean, private sessions?”


Konrad saw no reason to mince words. “Are we talking
about hustling?”


“I didn’t mean to offend you.”


“Do I look offended? I’m not. You think I’m worth
paying for, for sex? That’s flattering. Yeah—I hustle, sometimes. I can always
use the money. A guy has to do whatever he has to do, to make ends meet.”


“Um, how much for all night?”


Konrad made some quick calculations, speculating about
what the other man could afford. “Sixty thousand forints,” he said, at last. [Translator’s
note: sixty thousand forints is the equivalent of approximately two
hundred and ten US dollars.]


“That’s kind of steep.”


“But I’m worth it. And I never go for less than sixteen
thousand [fifty-six US dollars] for an hour session. If I charged by the
hour for an all-nighter, then it would add up. So sixty thousand is a bargain,
actually.”


“All right. When I can see you? This weekend?”


“Sure.”


“Friday, or Saturday night?”


“Saturday would be better for me, for an all-nighter.
Your place, or mine?”


“Mine.”


“Okay. Give me the address. And your phone number.
I’ll give you my number, too. I’ll call you on Saturday afternoon, to confirm.”
Konrad could be quite businesslike, when the situation required that. “I only
take cash, just in case that’s not obvious,” he said.


Bartol looked flustered. “I know. I have done
this sort of thing before. Not often—but I’ve done it,” he repeated,
shamefacedly.


Konrad gave the guy his most reassuring smile. “Just
making sure we’re on the same page. We wouldn’t want there to be any
misunderstandings.”


On Saturday morning, Konrad went to The Body Shop,
where he put in a good workout, as he usually did on weekends. After doing a
few errands, he went home, and later on in the afternoon, he called Bartol, to
confirm that they were still on for that evening.


“I can’t wait to see you,” Bartol confessed. “It’s all
I’ve been able to think about.”


“We’ll have ourselves a good time,” Konrad promised
his john. “I’ll make sure of that.”


Bartol lived in the Palace Quarter of Budapest. The
neighborhood, located near the city’s National Museum, was so named because of
its many luxurious mansions, which had been built by the Hungarian aristocrats
who moved from their country estates to the booming capital during the period
from 1860 to 1900. Most of these impressive structures were no longer private
homes. They had been divided up into upscale apartments, with high rents.


Bartol’s apartment was large and very elegantly
furnished. He had oriental rugs arranged on the polished hardwood floors, and
framed paintings and prints—mostly of male nudes—hung on the walls. Although
Bartol was perfectly masculine in his appearance, speech, and behavior, he had
displayed through his living quarters an impressive collection of knick-knacks,
with a heavy emphasis on antique chinoiseries, which was the kind of thing
Konrad associated with fussy old queens.


Shit! Konrad thought. This
guy is obviously loaded! He can afford to pay a hustler, without shortchanging
him. I should’ve held out for seventy or eighty thousand fucking forints—maybe
even more! Oh, well. Next time, I’ll know better. Right now, tonight, I need to
concentrate on earning the amount we’ve agreed on.


After letting Konrad into the apartment, Bartol handed
him an envelope. “Here’s your money.”


“Oh, thank you,” Konrad murmured, feeling almost
embarrassed because he’d just been wishing it was more.


“What will you have to drink? Wine? I have a very good
red from a small winery in the Villány region. Would you like to try that?”


“Yes, please.”


“You have such nice manners. Not like some of the
young men I hire.”


“Yeah, I can imagine some of them can be—well, let’s
just say they probably weren’t raised right. Do you do this a lot?” Konrad
inquired.


“Pay men for sex? Often,” Bartol admitted, without
hesitation, and looking and sounding perfectly nonchalant. 


Accepting the glass of wine which Bartol handed him,
Konrad seated himself on an overstuffed couch, upholstered in a vibrantly
colored fabric with a pattern of birds perched on the branches of a flowering
tree. Bartol sat in an armchair nearby. Konrad appreciated the fact that the
man didn’t start pawing him right away. They could work up to the sex
gradually. After all, Bartol had paid for Konrad’s services for the whole
night, so there was no need to rush things.


“I took my pill,” Bartol remarked. “Would you like
one?”


“Huh? What pill?”


“Viagra,” Bartol explained, matter-of-factly. “Not
that I usually have any problems with erectile dysfunction. I just like the
extra boost and the staying power it gives me. Better sex through chemistry, so
to speak! Lots of the escorts I hire take it, too, to keep them hard and keep them
going. I should start feeling the effects any minute, now.”


“I think I’ll pass, thank you,” Konrad said, politely.


His john smiled. “You can get it up and keep it up
without any artificial stimulants, can you?”


“I hope so.”


“Well, if you change your mind, just let me know.”


“I will have some more of this excellent wine, if I
may. It’s a surefire dick stiffener, apparently, all on its own,” Konrad
suggested, lewdly.


“Certainly. Coming right up. Perhaps, while you’re
enjoying it, you’d do me a favor?”


“Sure.”


“Undress for me, and let me see that incredible hot
body of yours, nude. Just sit there naked and relax, while I admire you.”


Konrad stood up and stripped, depositing his clothes
neatly on another armchair. He reseated himself, with his bare butt on the
couch cushion amidst the flowers and birds. Between the couch and the coffee
table in front of it, there was a strip of the wooden floor which wasn’t
covered by one of the oriental rugs. Konrad relaxed, spreading his legs to give
his host a good look at the merchandise he’d already purchased, with the soles
of his bare feet resting on the smooth, polished floorboards. Picking up his
wineglass, he took a sip.


“God, you’re beautiful,” Bartol breathed.


“You’re very kind—very flattering,” Konrad responded.
“Why don’t you get comfortable, too?”


“My body’s nothing like yours,” Bartol said.


“You forget, I’ve seen you at The Body Shop,” Konrad
pointed out. “You look fine.”


Bartol laughed. “Thanks for not adding, ‘for your
age.’ I do try to stay fit, though.”


He too stripped naked. The two men sat there, nude,
drinking.


“This is very pleasant,” Konrad remarked, sincerely.
“A nice way to spend an evening.” And a profitable one, he reminded
himself. He wondered when they’d get around to the sexual part of the evening’s
entertainment. All in good time, he assumed.


“Tell me something, Konrad,” Bartol said. “Something
kind of personal—?”


“Anything. Ask away.”


“What are you? Straight, gay, bisexual? Gay for pay?”


“I’m strictly gay for pay.” This was an outrageous fib
on Konrad’s part, but some instinct told him that it was what Bartol wanted to
hear.


“So—that means you have to force yourself to have sex
with another man?”


Konrad smiled. “Very little ‘force’ is required. I
like all kinds of sex. Just because I have a preference—that doesn’t mean I
can’t get into all sorts of things. I’m very open-minded. And versatile.”


“I should think you’d have to be, in your, ah, line of
work. That it’d be an advantage.”


“There’s no point in being a whore with limits,” Konrad
said, bluntly. “Shit!—if you’ll pardon my language. But Budapest is full of trashy
male whores who’ll do anything for money. Suck cock, rim, take it up the ass,
even get tied up and pissed on, all that kind of kinky crap. That kind of competition
makes it difficult for a fairly normal guy—like me—who’s just trying to earn a
few extra forints to make ends meet. But,” he added, quasi-philosophically, in
a world-weary, resigned-sounding tone of voice, “a guy’s got to do what he has
to do. So I’ve learned to be versatile. Very versatile,” Konrad assured
his john, with a leer. “Ask me, and you shall receive—satisfaction.
Guaranteed!”


“It excites me, when you talk dirty like that.”


“Wait until you see me in action,” Konrad promised.
“Then you’ll see just how few limits I have. So long as I get paid—I’m
adaptable,” he boasted.


“Do you kiss?” Bartol asked, shyly.


“Of course.”


“Some hustlers don’t.”


“Some hustlers don’t know what they’re missing, then.
You know something I’ve found out? Gay men kiss better than women.”


“Really?”


“Really.”


“What about straight men?”


“Oh, they tend to be lousy kissers,” Konrad said,
flippantly. “Unless they’re secretly gay—in which case they’re hardly qualified
to be representative of straight men, are they?” Speculating that Bartol might
be a bit shy, hesitant to make the first explicitly sexual move, Konrad decided
to take the initiative. With mock casualness, he allowed one of his hands to
stray down into his lap. There, he cupped his cock in his palm and hefted it,
as though he was estimating its weight. His fingers curled around the shaft of
his penis, which began to stiffen instantly, in response to his touch. Lightly,
teasingly, he stroked himself. Within less than a minute, his penis stood up
from his groin, raging hard, potent and proud.


As Konrad had hoped, Bartol was staring fixedly at the
way he had begun to manipulate himself.


“Jesus,” Bartol whimpered, in awe. “Look at that thing
you’ve got there in your hand! It’s huge! So much for that bullshit about how you
muscle men build up your bodies to compensate for your small dicks.”


“I’ve got nothing to compensate for,” Konrad bragged.
“As you can see, I’m big all over. Big and hard.”


“God, yes, you are!”


“You want to suck my cock, don’t you?”


“More than anything!” Bartol vowed. 


“Well, I don’t know what you’re waiting for. Come over
here and help yourself.”


Rising from his chair, Bartol quickly came over to the
couch. Leaning over Konrad, he kissed him hungrily on the mouth.


Returning the kiss, Konrad reached out, took hold of Bartol’s
wrist, and placed the man’s hand on his erection. The older man’s eager fingers
closed around Konrad’s shaft, and he shuddered with delight when he felt the
thick, throbbing mass filling his fist. He moaned, pulling his mouth away from Konrad’s.
He panted for breath and his whole body shook, in the grip of helpless arousal.



“Maybe we should go into the bedroom,” Konrad
suggested.


“Can’t wait,” Bartol groaned. “I want you, right
now—!” After his previous show of patience, he was now suddenly in a hurry.
“Jerk my cock while I jerk yours,” he pleaded. Suiting his action to his words,
he tightened his fist around Konrad’s throbbing erection and he began to pump
on it, vigorously. “Uh, what a big piece of meat!” he gloated.


Still seated on the couch, with Bartol standing in
front of him, but crouched over, knees bent, Konrad reciprocated, giving the
guy as good a hand job as he was receiving from him.


“That’s right, you big muscle stud,” Bartol said. “Let’s
work these pricks.”


“Squeeze mine as hard as you want to,” Konrad invited
the man. “I won’t break!”


Bartol moaned in delight. “Squeeze mine, too. Oh, God,
you’re strong! Look at your arm muscles bulging. That’s some grip, you’ve got
there.”


“Comes from holding on to all those barbells and
dumbbells, pumping all that iron,” the bodybuilder explained.


“Aw, shit, this is so fucking hot! You’re so damn
sexy. Such a muscle stud. I think I could come, just from looking at that body
of yours. Oh, hell! That Viagra is kicking in. I’m so freaking hard, my dick
hurts. Not from you squeezing and stroking it—no, you go right on doing what
you’re doing, please! But from that damn drug. It’s making the blood rush into
my prick and stay in there. Keeping me hard. I can always shoot off more than
once, whenever I take one of those pills. I want to come, right now. I’m going
to have to, before I go out of my mind. Jerk me, Konrad! Jerk my fucking cock,
as hard as you can! Jerk it off!”


“Come,” Konrad urged, getting into the spirit of the
act. “Come for me, man. Shoot your load. Only—we’re likely to get it on the
couch,” he cautioned.


“Never mind! I want to blow my wad. Right here, right
now, with your hand on me. I want to feel my cum blasting out of me. I want to
see it shoot all over the place!”


Well, it’s your cleaning bill,
Konrad thought, with a mental shrug. With wholehearted enthusiasm and energy,
he pumped away on Bartol’s prick.


“Coming,” Bartol panted, short of breath. “I’m
coming—!”


At the last moment, he did turn his body, aiming his
cockhead no longer at Konrad, but away from the couch. Leaning forward, Konrad,
still seated, kept his firm grip on Bartol’s ready-to-erupt erection. Standing
there between the couch and the coffee table, Bartol let out a hoarse cry as he
began to spurt. 


His pelvis jerked itself forward—and then, helplessly,
he began spewing his semen out, the white jets of fluid flying through the air
and raining down onto the floorboards. There was a lot of cum—Bartol’s violent
ejaculation seemed as though it would never stop. Gradually, though, his spurts
lost their velocity, and his emptied prick dripped the last of its load.


“Oh, God! I really needed that,” Bartol gasped. “Yeah,
I really needed to come.”


All this while, Bartol had managed to keep his own
hand closed around Konrad’s rigid manhood. Konrad’s cock pulsed strongly within
the other man’s grip. Bartol was still clutching Konrad’s shaft, squeezing it,
hard and possessively. Konrad felt his swollen balls draw up close under the
base of his dick. He felt a surge of lust, which was intensified by his
awareness that Bartol was quite taken with him. Konrad was confident that he’d
found himself a new paying customer, who’d be willing to hire his services on a
regular basis. There were few things quite so gratifying to a muscle man’s ego
than having another man go crazy over his body, to the extent that he’d shoot
his wad as quickly and spontaneously as Bartol just had. 


He’s not a bad-looking guy, and he’s got a
nice-looking ass, Konrad thought, lewdly, already
anticipating engaging in further sexual acts with Bartol. And I haven’t come
yet. I think I’m going to enjoy fucking him. I’ll ream him out good, and
then I’ll breed his butt. Yeah, I can’t wait to plant a big, hot load up his
hole!
















 


Chapter Three: All Through the Night


 


“That was so good,” Bartol panted. “So hot! You’re
quite a stud.”


His cock was still hard, as was Konrad’s, inside his
firm grip.


“Thanks,” Konrad said, graciously accepting the
compliment. He reached out and he played with Bartol’s prick, catching in his
palm the last, lingering drops of semen which had escaped from the piss slit,
and smearing the slippery residue around over the dark red knob of the glans.
Meanwhile, Bartol continued to hold Konrad’s cock in his own fist, staring
covetously at the rigid shaft and fat cockhead.


“You haven’t come yet,” Bartol observed, excitedly.


“No, I was saving it for you.”


“Let me suck it,” Bartol begged.


“Go right ahead. Be my guest!”


Bartol got down on his knees on the floor in front of Konrad
and he used his hand to guide the bodybuilder’s cock to his mouth. His full,
sensual lips opened wide, yawning, and his eyes rolled upward in their sockets,
looking at Konrad’s face, glinting with hunger, wild with anticipation.
Recklessly, Bartol stuffed Konrad’s dickhead inside his mouth. His lips closed
around the circumference of the bloated shaft and, immediately, he began to
suck, sliding his mouth up and down around the erection, which he swabbed with
his wet, agile tongue. A low, animalistic grunt of pleasure welled up from his
throat as he fed on Konrad’s manhood. He took his hand away from Konrad’s prick
as he took more and more of its bulk into his eager mouth.


“Yeah, that’s right,” Konrad said. “Lick it and suck
it! Swallow it! Take it all!” Silently, he added, addressing himself inside his
head, If you knew how many times it’s been in a man’s ass recently, fucking
him, raw, coming in his ass—I wonder whether you’d still be so eager to have it
your mouth? Yeah—I bet, if you knew that, you’d still want to suck it. Maybe
you’d be even hotter for my cock—turned on by the thought of blowing a guy who fucks
other guys up the ass! But just for money, of course, me being “strictly
gay for pay,” and all, which was that line of bullshit I fed you! What a
laugh that is! ‘Gay at a moment’s notice’ would be more like it! “Blow
me,” he urged, aloud. “Come on, keep that hot mouth working on my cock!”


Whimpering, Bartol obeyed, abjectly. Obscene slurping
sounds escaped through the tight seal which his lips made around Konrad’s
shaft. He was breathing hard and fast through his nose, emitting snorting
noises. His hand went down to his own crotch, where he began jerking on his
cock. His penis had never softened, and now it looked as though he was striving
to coax it toward a second ejaculation. The Viagra seemed to be doing its job.


The ravenous suction of Bartol’s mouth on Konrad’s
prick made the bodybuilder moan and shudder with pleasure, his muscles bulging
as he involuntarily tensed them. Bartol was devouring his meaty fuck tool like
a starving man—or, rather, like a famished cocksucker who’d been denied a
mouthful of dick for some time.


“I’m getting close,” Konrad advised the kneeling man.
“You’re doing a good job. Keep it up, don’t stop now. Make me come. Make me
come good and hard.” Konrad was going to blast off soon, he knew. Bartol’s
mouth was drawing him ever closer to orgasm, with a machinelike efficiency.
“Yeah, slobber all over that cock,” Konrad gasped. “Get it nice and wet.
Jesus,” he exclaimed, breathlessly. “You look like you’re about ready to pop
again, too!”


Bartol’s prick indeed looked ready to explode. The
cocksucker was pounding away on his hard-on without mercy, not sparing himself,
wrenching it so roughly that he looked as though he was hurting himself. All the
while, he went on uninterruptedly slurping away on Konrad’s dick.


“Are you ready to get a big mouthful of hot fresh
muscle man jizz, dude?” Konrad inquired, his voice taut and strained with lust.


The question seemed to spur Bartol to even more
frantic oral and manual action. Grunting in assent, he bobbed his violently up
and down, risking whiplash, his face flushed a deep red and perspiring, his
mouth hoovering away on Konrad’s cock, his own prick throbbing fiercely inside
his hard-pumping fist.


Konrad could feel his climax rushing upon him. Closing
his eyes, he imagined that it was not Bartol, but Jakob, who was sucking him so
unselfishly, so passionately. He visualized Jakob kneeling naked in front of
him, Jakob’s big muscles tense and trembling, Jakob’s lips surrounding his
cockshaft as he fucked the blond guy’s handsome face.


Bartol’s grunts and groans grew louder. His knees,
pressed against the couch, ground into it. Konrad’s cockhead swelled inside his
mouth, twitched, and began to spit out its charge of fluid. The salty torrent
filled Bartol’s mouth and poured down his throat, as he swallowed repeatedly to
contain the flow.


The tantalizing, provocative vision of Jakob faded
from Konrad’s consciousness. Reluctantly, he opened his eyes, just in time to
see wet streams of cum erupting from Bartol’s prick, once again soiling the
floor. Bartol went on sucking Konrad’s cock and stroking himself, until he was
sure both penises were depleted. Only then did the kneeling man allow Konrad’s
cock to slip out of his mouth. He lifted his head, his eyes glazed and
unfocused, and he slumped backward onto the floor. He let go of his penis, with
obviously reluctance, and he rested, fighting to recover his breath. The
expression on his face was one of pure ecstasy.


“You’re good,” Konrad complimented him. “You sure know
how to use your mouth to make a guy feel good.”


Bartol sighed, and he stared at Konrad’s still-rigid
prick. “You’re incredible. You’re the best I’ve had in a long time. Come on,
let’s take this into the bedroom.”


“I’d like another drink, first, if I may.”


“Of course. Help yourself. I’ll have one, too.”


“And,” Konrad said, slyly, “maybe you’d better clean
your cum off the floor.”


“Oh, this isn’t the first time somebody has shot on
there,” Bartol admitted. “That’s the advantage of having the wood properly
moisture-sealed. Still—I suppose you have a point. Excuse me.” Getting to his
feet, Bartol went into the kitchen, returning with a damp sponge and a handful
of paper towels. Kneeling again, he wiped up the puddles of semen which dotted
the floorboards, while Konrad, who’d refilled both wineglasses, sipped from his
and observed the cleanup, fighting back a smirk.


The two men drank their wine. Then, in the bedroom,
they got ready to fuck, with Bartol using a tube of lubricant to coat Konrad’s
erection, before he smeared some of the lube onto his own ass. Neither man’s
hard-on showed any signs of softening. Bartol’s tumescence may have been
chemically enhanced, but Konrad’s own priapism seemed to take inspiration from
the other man. Positioning himself on his hands and knees, Bartol demanded,
“Put it in me!”


“Think you can take it, buddy?” Konrad inquired,
pressing the large, heated knob of his cock against its puckered target.


“I know I can, stud!” Bartol boasted. “Or I’m going to
die trying!” He shivered with anticipation—mixed, perhaps, despite his
declaration, with apprehension. “Stick it in me!” he demanded. “Oh, give me
that cock! I don’t give a damn if it does hurt me.”


Konrad pushed. Bartol’s ass tilted higher. He was
trembling with mingled fear and desire. Konrad rubbed his slicked-up cockhead
over the equally well-lubricated anal opening, feeling his prick tingle with
fierce arousal. Without any further delay, he began to force his erection
through the waiting hole, inch by inch. The first sensuous stretching of the
anus around his fuck tool inflamed him. With his glans and the upper part of
his thick shaft safely inserted inside the cringing sphincter ring, he rammed
himself forward.


“Uh,” Bartol gasped. “Uh, it hurts, but it hurts good!
You’re so big.”


“Here comes the rest,” Konrad warned.


“Christ! I thought it was all the way in me, already!
Never mind. Go ahead. Put the rest in. Uh, you have no idea how incredible this
feels. You’re really filling me up and stretching me out. I like to get fucked,
I’m used to it—but this is something else! You’re such a stud.”


“Wait’ll I start humping,” Konrad promised. “Then
you’ll see just how much of a stud I am.”


As he spoke, he completed the penetration. His
foreskin was pushed back, baring his glans, deep inside the other man’s anal
channel. Bartol’s internal anal muscles seemed to close around his shaft,
molding themselves to its contours, squeezing and milking it. tentatively, Konrad
began to move his prick back and forth inside the tight, hot, convulsing ass. Bartol
arched his back and pushed his behind backward, rotating his buttocks, grinding
them against Konrad’s groin and the tops of the fronts of his sturdy, thickly
muscled thighs. Bartol was moaning, loudly, nonstop. Konrad reached around the
guy’s squirming body and took hold of his cock. The head was dripping wet,
leaking sticky threads of pre-cum.


“Okay?” a breathless Konrad asked.


“Yes, hell, yes! Fuck me. Fuck me hard!”


“Think you can come again, thanks to those pills
you’ve been popping?” Konrad teased his john. “Are you going to shoot off when
I come in your ass?”


“God, yes!” Bartol panted. “I feel as though I’m
getting ready to come again already. Give it to me, you muscle stud. Oh, pound
my ass for me, pound it good!”


“That’s just what I’m going to do,” Konrad vowed. “Too
late for you to back out now. Your ass is mine!”


The interior of Bartol’s anus felt hot and slick
against Konrad’s dick flesh. Konrad was pumping his prick in and out of the
other man’s hole, not bothering to take it easy on him, because he knew now
that this guy liked it rough. Bartol was a damn good fuck! The horny, hot-assed
bastard knew how to tighten and flex his asshole to massage another man’s
plowing dick. Every time Konrad drove deep into him, nudging his glans against Bartol’s
prostate, Bartol would squeeze his anal muscles and treat him to a cock
massage. 


At the rate they were going, Konrad wouldn’t be able
to last long, and he suspected that Bartol was every bit as overstimulated, as
desperate to come.


Releasing Bartol’s prick, Konrad concentrated on
driving his own dick in and out of the man’s ass. He fucked Bartol with short,
rapid, jabbing strokes now, really reaming him out. Bartol emitted squeals of
delight. The bed rocked under the two men’s weight. Konrad’s cock, gripped by
the snug, vibrating asshole, pulsed and burned.


“Get ready, you cocksucker,” Konrad growled. “Get
ready to take my load! I’m going to breed your ass.”


An eager moan escaped from Bartol’s mouth by way of
reply. Konrad came, his cum surging into the guy’s spasming anal depths. As he
ejaculated, Konrad felt the shudders of Bartol’s body under his, and he knew
that Bartol was coming, again, spurting his jism onto the bed. The orgasmic
bucking of Bartol’s butt back against Konrad’s groin, and the slap of Konrad’s
tightly drawn-up balls upon the man’s hot, sweaty ass cheeks, both felt very
good, and they seemed to make Konrad’s climax that much stronger.


Panting for breath, Konrad fucked his way through both
of their orgasms, keeping his cock planted in the twitching hole, enjoying the
relief that always came with the total possession of another man’s ass.


“Oh, God!” Bartol exulted. “I’ve never had it this
good! It’s not just the pills. You’re so hot. You make me come so hard, and so
many times! I feel as though I’ve had all the juices sucked out of me!”


Konrad treated Bartol to a few more jabs, and then he
pulled out of the guy’s quaking ass. They settled down on the bed, side by side,
and Bartol kissed Konrad—who returned the kiss, but then pulled gently away.


“I’m kind of tired,” Konrad said. “Aren’t you?”


“A little.”


“Let’s get some sleep, okay?”


“All right. But only if you promise me I can have more
of that cock in the morning.”


“You’ve got yourself a deal.”
















 


Chapter Four: Husband and Wife


 


The Body Shop was a good place in which to hook up
with guys, for sex. The management, far from frowning on cruising, almost
seemed to encourage it. Some of the bolder, more reckless members were even
known to fool around with each other in the steam room, inside the toilet
booths in the locker room, or in the showers. If any of the gym’s employees
happened to walk in and catch two—or more!—members in the act, he turned his
back and walked away again, developing instant amnesia. The staff had been
instructed to overlook and tolerate the members’ peccadillos. What the hell? It
was all consensual sex, between adults. And a reputation as a gay-friendly
facility could be good for business.


But most men, although they might make eye contact
while working out, and they’d engage other like-minded members in flirtatious,
suggestive conversation, had enough discretion and class to carry on their
sexual activities elsewhere than on the gym premises. Lots of casual flings,
and even some ongoing, enduring romances, resulted from guys leaving the gym
together, or exchanging phone numbers there and agreeing to hook up somewhere later.


A hard-muscled, attractive young bodybuilder like
Konrad could just about write his own ticket, picking and choosing his sex
partners from among his many admirers. He scarcely needed to do any cruising at
any of Budapest’s many gay nightclubs and bars. He could get laid, for free, as
often as he wanted to, just from his contacts at the gym. And The Body Shop was
a good place in which to drum up some business, every now and then, as well.
Konrad knew that he had to be discreet when he used the gym as a base for
hustling. The management might be open-minded, but it wasn’t that tolerant.
Konrad didn’t mind being a part-time whore, selling sex in order to make some
extra money. But he didn’t want to become known as a whore, there where
he worked out, which he really thought of as his home away from home. And so,
he was careful.


Shortly after he’d first hooked up with Bartol,
though, he found himself another generous john, right there on the gym premises.


A guy named Todor was some sort of a businessman, who
usually arrived at the gym wearing expensive bespoke suits, and carrying an
elegant alligator-skin briefcase in addition to his gym bag. He was a fairly
young man, maybe in his early thirties, and very handsome. He was always very
well groomed—at least, before he changed into his workout attire and hit the
weights. He was pretty serious about his training. He worked out hard, not
sparing himself. After taking the steam and showering, and getting dressed
again in his business clothes, he tended to look less well pulled together,
with his hair uncombed, his tie off, and his shirt unbuttoned at the neck and
the cuffs, and he certainly seemed more relaxed.


Todor wasn’t shy about looking at Konrad, whenever the
two of them happened to be pumping iron on the weight floor at the same time,
or they were in the locker room, the steam room, or the showers. Todor wore a
gold wedding ring on his left hand, and Konrad assumed that he was a closeted
married man, or maybe bi-curious but cautious. They’d engaged in casual
conversation on a few occasions, but Konrad couldn’t say that Todor was really
flirtatious. He might be just one of those straight men who had a nonsexual
admiration for bodybuilders.


One evening, however, they both happened to take a
break from their workout routines at the same time, and they met at the gym’s
drinking fountain—which, Konrad had begun to realize, could be a good place at
which to make contacts.


“You’re looking bigger all the time,” Todor remarked.


“Thanks. That’s the idea, after all,” Konrad replied.


“It must be kind of expensive to maintain a
bodybuilding lifestyle, on your level. Eating enough protein—paying for
supplements—to say nothing of steroids,” Todor said, in a casual tone of voice.


“I don’t take steroids,” Konrad lied, primly.


“Oh, my mistake.” Todor didn’t look as though he was
fooled, though.


“But you’re right about the rest of it being
expensive,” Konrad acknowledged. “If you know some way a guy like me can make
some extra money,” he added, boldly, “please let me in on it.”


“Maybe I do. Tell me. Do you like sex?” Todor asked
Konrad.


“Of course. Who doesn’t like sex?” Konrad
retorted.


“It could depend on what kind of sex we’re talking
about,” the other man suggested.


“Okay—I’ll grant you that. What kind of sex are
we talking about?”


“Sex with a woman—my wife—while her
husband—me—watches.”


“Oh, is that all?” Konrad asked. He was pleased that
Todor had come right to the point, and was speaking to him so frankly.


“You aren’t shocked?”


“Not particularly. Let me guess. You’re gay, or at
least bi,” Konrad suggested. “You married your wife for her money—or to hide
the fact that you’re gay—or both.”


Todor, quite without shame, laughed. “You’re very
astute. You’re entirely correct. For the record, her money was the major,
deciding factor.”


“You two have an ‘understanding?’ An open marriage?”


“It’s wide open. My wife—her name’s Katalin—she enjoys
her pleasures, and I enjoy mine. There are times when our desires do intersect.
That’s always pleasant. Do you think you could be an ‘intersection,’ so to
speak? And satisfy us both?”


“I can try,” Konrad said.


“You’re delightful. I like you very much. I’m sure my
wife will like you, too, just as much. When you finish your workout, don’t rush
off. See me in the locker room. I’ll give you one of my business cards. I’ll
write my personal number on the back. We’ll talk.”


“Ah—like we were saying, before—I’m always on the
lookout for some way to score some extra cash,” Konrad said.


Todor gave him a reassuring smile. “But of course.
When we talk, I’m sure we’ll be able to come to a mutually satisfactory
financial arrangement. You’ll see. I don’t economize, when it’s a question of
paying for my pleasures. Or for my wife’s. I think of it as an investment, in
my marriage, guaranteeing ongoing marital serenity.”


Shit! Konrad thought. Sex
with a woman—sucking her cunt—fucking her vagina. That looseness, that fishy
smell. Not like the firmness of a man’s flesh! But money was money, after all.


He’d just have to overcome his revulsion and pretend
to be straight.


The next day, Konrad and Todor did have a lengthy
conversation on the phone. The upshot was that Konrad agreed to do another
all-nighter, this time a threesome with the married couple. Todor’s wife’s name,
as he’d told Konrad, was Katalin. Todor assured Konrad that she was beautiful,
sexy, and totally uninhibited. Todor agreed to pay the young bodybuilder the
princely sum of a hundred thousand forints [about three hundred and fifty US
dollars], which to the habitually impecunious Konrad was a small fortune.
Konrad wasn’t really all that keen on the idea of fucking a woman. But for that
amount of money, he’d be willing to hump Todor’s pet dog, if the guy had one,
and if that was what he wanted Konrad to do!


Once again, Konrad was on call on a Saturday night. He
reported to the married couple’s apartment, which was located in Rózsadomb, or Rose Hill. This was an area of the Buda Hills which was still part of
Budapest’s District II, close to the city center, and it was one of the city's
most fashionable and luxurious residential neighborhoods.


I’m coming up in the world,
Konrad told himself, wryly, when Todor greeted him and ushered him into the
living room of the spacious, beautifully furnished apartment.


It was one of the few times that Konrad had seen Todor
casually dressed—in jeans and a sweatshirt, and socks, without shoes.


Konrad was introduced to Katalin. She was a luscious,
full-figured brunette. Her voluptuous body was wrapped in a pink silk dressing
gown, and it was obvious that she wasn’t wearing anything under it. She looked
Konrad up and down, assessing him in a rather predatory manner.


“Come on, Todor,” she purred. “Offer our guest a
drink. We want him to feel at home here.”


“We’re having lemon drop martinis,” Todor said. “With
that splash of lemon juice in them, they’re practically a health food drink.”


“Then I’ll try one, please.” Konrad rarely drank hard
liquor. But he was a little nervous, so he decided that a couple of cocktails
wouldn’t hurt him, and might help him to mellow out, smoothing over his
anxiety.


“Coming right up,” Todor said. “And while we’re
enjoying our drinks, how about a soak in the hot tub? That’s the advantage of
this drink cart.” He indicated the portable drink bar, which was in fact a
quite substantial, impressive of furniture, mounted on castors. It was well
equipped with bottles, glasses, and bar accessories. “You can wheel it anywhere
you want.”


“We usually keep it in the bedroom,” Katalin quipped.
“Within reach of the bed.”


The hot tub was a surprisingly large one, to find
installed indoors. It was sunk into a tiled floor in a space of its own, next
to the bathroom, but divided from it by a sliding frosted glass wall, which was
closed at the moment. The tub was surrounded by houseplants in pots. It resembled
a tropical oasis, private, intimate, and sensuous.


Soon, the three of them were soaking nude in the bubbling
hot water, slugging down one round of the martinis after another.


“Don’t let me get too drunk,” Konrad cautioned his
host couple.


Katalin giggled. “Is there such a thing as too
drunk?”


“Stand up, Konrad,” Todor urged. “Let’s have another
look at that physique of yours.”


Konrad, drink in hand, rose in the tub, standing in it
with the foaming water swirling about his thighs.


“Oh, you’ve got a beautiful body, and such a beautiful
big cock!” Katalin gurgled.


“I told you Konrad was hot,” her husband told her.
“He’s just about the hottest guy down there at the gym. Go ahead, Katalin,
don’t be shy. Get a taste of that cock. I’m sure Konrad won’t mind.”


Taking this as his cue, Konrad waded through the water
and stepped up closer to her. “Yeah, feel free to give it a suck, if you want
to. Please,” he added, minding his manners.


Katalin moved from her seated position in the tub,
into a kneeling one, immersing herself up to her waist. Her dark eyes flashed
with wanton desire. Her red lips opened. Leaning forward eagerly, a movement
which made her full breasts sway, she took Konrad’s dick in her immaculately
manicured hand, with its polished nails, and she raised it to her mouth. Her
tongue slipped out from between her lips and swabbed all over the young
bodybuilder’s agitated fuck tool, coating it with warm, sticky saliva. 


Konrad shuddered. The skilled application of that
tongue on his cock flesh was awakening his need. This wasn’t so bad after all,
he told himself. A tongue was a tongue, and Katalin obviously had a most
talented one! She was quickly coaxing his penis into full erection. After
emitting an appreciative little moan, she retracted her tongue, she opened her
lips wider, and she took his prick into her mouth. Immediately, she began to
demonstrate that her mouth was every bit as resourceful as her tongue.


“That’s right. Suck it,” Konrad gasped.


“Yeah, suck on that big piece of meat,” Todor urged
his spouse.


Konrad turned his head and glanced at Todor. The
married man had gotten to his feet in the tub, too. He was standing there,
treating himself to an energetic jerk, which was doing a fine job of keeping
his cock hard.


“I like to see a woman down on her knees, sucking
dick,” Todor said.


The remark struck Konrad as more than a little
misogynistic. But he reminded himself that was there to perform sexually, not
to judge.


Konrad’s skin was flushed from the heat, and he was
perspiring. 


“You look so sexy,” Todor complimented him. The
married man paused in his masturbation long enough to pick up the refilled
cocktail shaker, which had been set near the rim of the tub. “Here, Katalin,
add some cocktail to that cock.”


Katalin took her mouth off Konrad’s dick. Todor tipped
the shaker and poured a thin trickle of martini onto the bodybuilder’s stiff
penis.


“Yummy,” Katalin murmured. “Delicious—!” She quickly,
deftly lapped up the dribbled liquid. Her husband let more of the alcohol drip
down onto Konrad’s prick, which Katalin then took back inside her mouth. She
moaned with delight around the alcohol-flavored erection which she was now
sucking again, more passionately than ever.


Still holding the shaker, Todor knelt in the tub
beside her. “My turn,” he said.


Relinquishing Konrad’s cock, Katalin allowed Todor to
soak it with the martini mix before he stuffed it into his mouth. Todor
demonstrated his own skill at fellatio on Konrad, who shuddered with pleasure
as the man worked on him. It was a tossup, which was the hotter, more skilled
cocksucker, the husband or the wife! 


Fucking hell,
Konrad though, in a semi-drunken daze. Maybe there’s something to be said
for this bisexual thing, after all! If only every woman could be as wild as
Katalin, as hot for cock—then I might decide to start swinging both ways,
myself, just like her sexy stud husband!


“Both of you,” he coached the couple. “Both of you,
suck my cock. Back and forth. Take turns going down on that big dick of mine. I
want to compare your techniques.”


Todor took his mouth off Konrad’s cock. “I like this
kind of a drinking contest,” he panted, pouring more of the shaker’s contents
over Konrad’s fuck tool before Katalin swooped down on it, enveloped it in her
mouth, and resumed sucking. Konrad reached down, took the shaker from Todor’s
hand, and drank directly from it.


“Turn around, stud,” was Todor’s next suggested. “Bent
over and stick out your big butch ass. We want to suck that, too.”


He poured a trickle of martini into the deep cleft
between Konrad’s well-developed, solid glutes, but, generously, he allowed his
wife to have the first taste. Katalin licked Konrad’s sphincter with light,
teasing strokes, before she stiffened her tongue and thrust it through the
puckered aperture, working around inside it more aggressively, scouring out the
hole.


“Oh, my God!” Konrad cried.


Then Todor took over the rimming.


“Oh, yeah,” Todor groaned, happily, in between licks.
“This is the way drinks should be served! If we could only keep you around here
all the time, Konrad, we wouldn’t need any glasses. We could throw them all
away.”


“Let me try that again,” Katalin demanded.


She once again rimmed Konrad’s martini-flavored ass.
Konrad shivered and moaned while the woman’s tongue swabbed out his manhole. In
his naïveté, he’d always assumed that rimming was essentially a gay male thing.
It had never occurred to him that a woman could eat ass just as hungrily, as
lustily, as a horny guy!


His ass was eaten repeatedly, husband and wife
switching, taking turns, never leaving Konrad’s spasmodically excited anus
neglected, without a tongue stuck inside it, for more than the few seconds it
took them to change places.


“Too hot,” the heavily perspiring, intensely aroused Konrad
gasped, at last. “You guys are getting me too damn hot. And the steam—! I may
pass out.”


“We can’t have that,” Todor said. “We need you
conscious—and potent. Come on, let’s get out. I’ll turn off the tub, and we can
dry off—and head into the bedroom.”


“If you do pass out, big guy, I’ll perform
mouth-to-penis resuscitation on you,” Katalin joked. “That ought to bring you
back to life!”


The drinking, combined with the fun and games in the
hot tub, had enabled Konrad not only to get over his nervousness, but to cast
aside his inhibitions altogether. In the luxurious bedroom, on the huge bed, he
writhed happily between Todor and Katalin, quite enjoying the contrast between
a man’s body and a woman’s. He sucked Todor’s cock. He sucked Katalin’s
nipples. He took the plunge, burying his face between the woman’s soft, lush
thighs and performing cunnilingus on her. This was a comparative novelty for
Konrad—it had been some time since he’s gone down on a woman—but it was like
riding a bicycle. The technique quickly came back to him.


“Uh, yeah, lick my pussy and my clitty, lover, just
like that!” Katalin exclaimed, while Konrad worked on her with his lips and
tongue, orally exploring her female genital flesh, tasting her seeping fluids
on his tongue. Todor was close by them on the bed, keeping his hands busy,
playing with Konrad’s cock and ass. “Oh,” Katalin moaned. “I can feel it, deep
in my cunt. That buzzy feeling, that means I’m getting ready to come!”


“Now—fuck her!” Todor demanded, his voice hoarse with
lust. “Get that big dick of yours in her pussy. Give it to her rough, she likes
it that way. Fuck her good, and come in her cunt. Let her have a nice big, hot,
wet load!”


Konrad found himself more excited than he’d
anticipated. Maybe he was bisexual, to at least some extent, after all! Todor,
however, was now masturbating himself into a frenzy, and the sight of the man’s
fist pumping away on his stiff, angry-looking prick rather reaffirmed Konrad’s
basic homosexuality. Konrad wanted to see the other man’s cock unload, and the
prospect of doing so gave him the extra push he needed, to perform
satisfactorily as a pseudo-straight stud.


He leaned forward over the woman, whose whorishly
spread legs opened even wider and moved far back. Her cunt lifted to meet his
cock, and a moment later, he was pushing his erection into her seething slot,
which was a tight fit despite her generous outpouring of natural lubricant.


“Oh, you’re so big and hard!” Katalin squealed,
staring up at him, wide-eyed with surprise and delight. “Fuck me, lover! Oh,
fuck me good and hard. Give me everything you’ve got. I’m so wet down there, so
juiced up. My clitty feels like it’s on fire! I just know I’m going to come,
big time!”


“Fuck the whore,” Todor encouraged Konrad. “She’ll do
anything you want.”


“Oh, my pussy’s so hot and wet,” Katalin gloated.
“What a cock! God, what a cock! I thought all you big muscle boys were fags,”
she declared, none too diplomatically. “But you’re all man, baby! You really
know how to ring a woman’s bell!”


“You’re damn right I do,” Konrad swore, angrily. He’d
show this slutty bitch just how well a fag could screw her and make her come!
It was extraordinary, how rage could be an aphrodisiac. A whole new level of
lust took possession of him. He wanted to punish her pussy with his cock!


Think about Jakob,
Konrad told himself, while he pumped his prick in and out of Katalin’s
smoldering vagina in an erotic fury. I bet his asshole is nice and tight.
His body is so hot. That long blond hair falling down over the back of his neck,
over those big shoulders of his, and getting into his eyes, in front—! Yeah,
what a stud! I wish I was in his ass, fucking his ass, right now. Come on, earn
your money, fuck this bitch, make her come. Shoot your cum in her cunt,
unload—!


Katalin, thoroughly aroused, was moaning. Her cunt was
tightening and flexing around Konrad’s steadily plowing prick. Her breasts were
jiggling, the nipples two hard, swollen cones. Fucking away nonstop,
indefatigably, Konrad turned his head and glanced at Todor, who was furiously
masturbating his own rigid cock while he watched his wife being fucked by the
hard-muscled young bodybuilder.


“Ooh, you’re going to make me come! Again!”
Katalin squealed.


“Fuck her through it, Konrad,” Todor urged. “But try
not to come, yourself. Not yet, stud. I want your cock in my ass. I want you to
shoot your cum in my ass.”


Konrad groaned. He was going to have to pace himself,
if he hoped to satisfy these two horny, demanding, seemingly insatiable
customers! But he steeled himself, and, manfully, he drove on, giving Katalin
what she wanted, but conserving his semen, saving his load for Todor. He was
actually looking forward to fucking the hot married man’s ass.


And how hot and receptive Todor’s ass turned out to
be! Konrad fucked the guy like a demon, driving his dick deep into his rectum.
But, the more savagely he jackhammered the married man’s manhole, the more
ecstatically Todor accepted the anal abuse and begged for more, while his wife
looked on, masturbating herself, wildly aroused by the sight of her spouse
being screwed by a muscle stud. 


The most surreal part of the whole experience, in
fact, was the glee Katalin took in seeing her husband being buggered.


“Is he in you, lover?” she asked Todor. “Is he
in your ass? Deep in your ass? Fucking you? Fucking you the way
you like?”


“Oh, yeah, this young muscle stud really knows how to
fuck another man,” Todor assured her. “He’s tearing me up! Don’t stop, Konrad.
Give it to me rough. Punish my goddamn hole. That’s what I want. I want it to
hurt.”


“Hurt him, stud,” Katalin moaned. “Hurt him good!
Make him come, with your prick in his ass.”


“Fuck me!” Todor demanded, as he took Konrad’s cock
with a shameless greed.


“Fuck him!” Katalin squealed, as she frigged her cunt
lips and her clit with her fingers.


“Fuck you, dude!” Konrad roared, as he prepared to
unload in the married man’s ass. “Oh, you’re going to get it. A big load of
cum, up your fucking bi hole, man!”


Katalin came. Todor came. Konrad came, in Todor’s ass.


But the lustful married couple still weren’t
satisfied. They wanted more! Konrad’s mouth, his tongue, his hands, his cock,
his ass—every part of his body was pressed into service, to participate in one
lurid sex act after another. Even his feet and his toes were sucked on, at one
point!


An hour later, Konrad left the couple’s
apartment—sexually spent. But in his pocket he had not just the amount of money
he and Todor had agreed upon, but a generous tip, as well. He’d earned every
forint! What a workout!
















 


Chapter Five: His Blond Muscle God


 


The next time Konrad and Jakob happened to be at the
gym at the same time, and they got into a casual post-workout conversation,
Konrad finally worked up the courage to make his play for the big blond muscle
god whom he’d been worshipping from a distance.


“Maybe we could get together sometime for a drink—or
something,” Konrad suggested, looking, sounding, and feeling far less
self-assured than he usually did in such circumstances.


Jakob gave him a shrewd, knowing look. He let the
other bodybuilder stew for a moment before he answered.


“Maybe we should,” he said. “But why do I get the
impression that it’s the ‘something’ you’re really interested in, and not the
drink?”


“I don’t know,” a flustered Konrad lied.


Jakob smiled. “You like me, don’t you, dude?”


“Sure I do. What’s not to like?”


“You hardly know me,” Jakob pointed out. “Just from
here at the gym. For all you know, I could be a real prick. And not the kind of
a prick a guy like you wants to get closely acquainted with,” he joked.


Konrad could feel himself blushing, to his annoyance.
“A guy like me? What’s that supposed to mean?”


“A cocksucker,” Jakob explained, bluntly. “You are
gay, aren’t you?”


“Yeah,” Konrad admitted. “Aren’t you?”


“When it suits me to be.”


Konrad thought this was a strange, enigmatic answer.


“You mean you’re gay for pay?” he asked.


“When the guy is old or ugly, or both, and I can use
some extra money.” Jakob’s facial expression was bland, his tone of voice
frank. “I’ve seen you leave here, or exchange numbers with, some guys who don’t
strike me as exactly your type. I assumed those were commercial transactions,
too. Correct me if I’m wrong.”


“You’re not wrong. I thought I was being pretty discreet.”


“Oh, you are. I’m not blind, though. I tend to be
observant. That’s all.”


“So we’re both working the same game,” Konrad
suggested.


“Just a couple of muscle whores—yeah,” Jakob agreed,
not without humor. “The johns get their money’s worth, though. It’s funny, when
a guy’s wallet and his money starts flying out, how my cock starts to stand at
attention, and I’m ready to do just about anything. And nine times out of ten,
I end up enjoying it.”


“What about—doing it with a guy who appeals to you—for
free?”


“Depends on the guy. If he’s my type, I’ll toss him my
boner, for him to gnaw on.”


Now it was Konrad’s turn to be blunt. “How about me?
Am I your type?”


“Could be. Got to warn you, though. All I’m interested
in is sex,” Jakob insisted. “None of that needy, clinging, possessive shit. If
and when I ever decide I want a boyfriend, then he might as well be a rich
one.”


“Seems kind of cynical.”


“Seems like just plain being honest, to me.”


“Well—obviously, I’m not rich,” Konrad said. “Which
must mean all I can hope from you is a casual thing.”


“Would you be willing to settle for that?”


“With you—yes,” Konrad avowed.


Looking thoughtful, Jakob nodded. “Okay. That could
work for me. Are you a hot fuck?”


“You don’t expect me to say ‘no, I’m afraid I’m not,’
do you?” Konrad responded, wryly. “I don’t walk around carrying written
testimonials or references from my other tricks in my pocket.”


Jakob smiled. “Aw, lighten up. I’m just teasing you. If
you’re not busy tonight, if you don’t have anywhere you have to go right now—?”


“I don’t,” Konrad said, quickly. “I’m free.”


“We can go to my place. We can drink there, for free.
No charge for the ‘something,’ either,” Jakob added, wryly. “I’m usually a
little uptight after a workout. All pumped up, not just my muscles, but
mentally and sexually, too—you know? I need to get rid of that extra nervous energy,
before I can unwind. You look like you’d be better than a hand job.”


Talk about a backhanded compliment! But Konrad wasn’t
offended. He was thrilled. He wanted Jakob so badly that he was willing to take
the stud on any terms. There was a saying to the effect that a stiff prick has
no conscience. In Konrad’s case, he was perfectly ready to admit that his
stiff prick didn’t have any pride, either!


In his car, he followed Jakob to the latter’s place.


“Let me toss these things in the laundry basket,
before they start stinking up the place,” Jakob said. Unzipping his gym bag, he
extracted his shorts, T-shirt, jockstrap, and socks. “Unless—?” Smirking, he
brandished the jockstrap and socks at his guest. “Maybe you’d like to sniff on
these, first?”


Konrad grimaced. “No, thanks.”


“Not kinky?”


“Not particularly.”


“Too bad. You don’t know what you’re missing. Aw, don’t
look at me like that! You don’t have to worry—it’s not like I have a dungeon
set up in here. Nothing like that. Sit down, for Christ’s sake.”


After taking his gym clothes into another room, Jakob
offered Konrad bottled beer, which his guest accepted.


“So—what do you like to do?” Jakob asked.


“Do?”


“You know. Sexually.”


“Oh. Most things, I guess. As long as they stop short
of kinky.”


“You’re a basic vanilla sex kind of guy, huh? I won’t
say ‘no’ to having my cock sucked,” Jakob announced.


“That’s generous of you,” Konrad retorted.


“What’s the point of playing games? That’s what you
want, isn’t it? Why you came here? To get my cock in your mouth?”


“When you put it like that—so crudely—!” Konrad
protested.


“Aw, get over yourself! Come on. Let’s get out of these
clothes.”


Well, I suppose this is “take it or leave
it,”
Konrad told himself. And I’ll take it!


Jakob had been sitting on his well-worn and rather
broken-down old couch, with a coffee table in front of him, and Konrad was seated
in an equally battered armchair at a ninety-degree angle to one side. Both
young men stood up. Setting their beer bottles down on the coffee table, they
both undressed, completely, depositing their clothes carelessly on the floor.


They were both naked. And erect—in Jakob’s case, very
erect. That was promising, Konrad thought. But Jakob, although he scrutinized
Konrad’s nude body, with its burgeoning cock, sat back down on the couch,
picked up his beer bottle, raised it to his lips, and drank, all with a studied
nonchalance, as though two guys being nude in each other’s presence was the
most natural thing in the world, unworthy of comment, and certainly not at all
sexual.


Konrad begged to differ! But, reseating himself in the
armchair, he played along.


“This is a hell of a lot more comfortable,” Jakob
remarked. “I’m usually nude, or just about naked, when I’m here at home alone.”


“And when you have company?” Konrad inquired.


Jakob smirked. “Then, I like to be naked, too. Like
now. And I like it when I’m with a horny, dirty little muscle slut, like you,
who’s all hot and bothered at the sight of my body.”


“I’m curious about something,” Konrad said, anxious to
change the subject. Jakob had just described him, all too accurately!


“Yeah? What? Don’t be shy. Ask me anything you want.
Jesus, dude, here we are, bare-assed naked in front of each other. We’re
already nude drinking buddies,” Jakob joked. “And we’re going to be fuck
buddies, before the night’s over. Meanwhile, what do you want to know?”


“Where you find your johns. At The Body Shop?”


“Sometimes, not always. I like to keep a low profile
there,” Jakob admitted. “I’ve thought about working for one of those escort
agencies, but why give them a cut of the money? I’d rather pocket it all
myself. The bars are always a good place to cruise, of course. And not just the
gay bars.


“You’re like me, Konrad. You must be used to receiving
a lot of attention when you go out, huh? When I’m out in public, I always get a
lot of looks. Sometimes it’s just guys admiring my body and wishing they could look
as good as me, but I’ve learned how to tell the difference between that and
sexual curiosity—what I call ‘cock lust.’ Know what I mean?”


Konrad nodded. “Yeah.”


“Last week, for example, I was at a straight club with
a buddy of mine—a straight buddy, despite all my efforts to convert him
to the cause,” Jakob went on. “And this other guy was sure getting a good look
at me. My buddy was afraid he was one of these self-proclaimed tough guys who’s
always out looking to start trouble, but I could tell it was something else. I
waited until he went to the men’s room, and I followed him.


“He was a big bruiser, with a little too much body fat
cushioning his muscles for my taste, but he certainly looked capable of taking
care of himself in a fight. Some guys might have found him intimidating, but
being the cocky fucker I am, I walked right up to the urinals and I stood right
next to him, hauling out my nice thick muscle cock and taking a long, leisurely
piss. I could have used one of the other urinals, but I wanted to see how that
motherfucker would react to my invading his personal space.


“He was nervous, which I thought was kind of amusing,
after the bold way he’d been checking me out back in the barroom. But his cock
was getting hard. I kept showing off mine long after I’d stopped pissing, while
he just stood and he stared down at our pricks.


“‘That guy you’re with,’ he said. ‘Is he your
boyfriend?’


“‘No, we’re just friends,’ I told him. ‘He’s
straight.’


“‘What about you?’


“‘I’m gay for pay.’


“‘How much?’


“We agreed on a price. We stuffed our dicks back in
our pants and zipped up. Back in the main room, I said goodbye to my buddy, who
knew the score. Twenty minutes later, the big guy was back at my place, here,
on his knees, jerking himself off and begging me to feed him my cock.


“I really played that sucker. I wasn’t going to go
easy on him. I made him work for it, and I made damn sure that he knew that I
was the one who was in control. I slapped his face with my dick a few times,
and I let him lick the tip and taste my pre-cum, but I told him he was going to
have to worship my fucking body before he’d allowed to suck on my muscle man
meat.


“He was so hot for my cock, he did everything I told
him to do. Licked me all over. Licked my balls and took them into his mouth.
Rubbed his tongue around in my sweaty pits, and stuck it up my ass. Finally, I
let him suck my prick. He was good at it, but he was too turned on to last
long. Gagging on my fat dick, he shot his cum all over the floor, right there
near where you’re sitting. That’s what can happen sometimes with some of these
muscle-loving freaks—the first chance they get to taste my cock, it blows their
minds, and they blow their load, too.


“I jerked off over him, and I made him take my cum all
over his face before I took the money from him and I made him leave. He was
humiliated, but I could tell he liked it, and I know he’ll be back to worship
my muscles and suck my cock again.


“I gave him my number, and I took his. If I don’t hear
from him in a day or two, I’ll send him a pic of my hard dick and invite him to
come here and suck it—for money, again, of course—and I know he’ll be here
within the hour. You have to be proactive with some of these johns, Konrad, and
keep them on the hook.”


“Good advice,” Konrad agreed.


“That’s enough shop talk.” Jakob sank back into the
couch cushions, with his bare butt on the leather upholstery. He pushed the
coffee table out of the way. Leaning back, he spread his legs. “Enough of this
kidding around. Come here,” he insisted. “Warm me up. Suck my dick.”


Konrad found it slightly humiliating to be issued such
orders, so brusquely. He was accustomed to being the dominant partner, more or
less the one who was in charge, during a sexual encounter. His trysts with Enre
were typical. Konrad was the one who was desired, lusted after, who laid down
the rules of the physical relationship. But now Jakob was taking charge, and
Konrad had to either like it, or lump it.


But he swallowed his pride. His lust for the rugged blond
man outweighed any other consideration. Whatever he had to do to have sex with
Jakob, he was sure it would be well worth it!


“You’re kind of mean, aren’t you?” he accused Jakob.


The naked blond stud sneered at him. “I’m kind of
honest. What you see is what you get. You want it? Come get it. No game
playing, no bullshit. Just your mouth on my cock, making us both feel good.”


I hate this guy’s guts!
Konrad told himself. But, immediately, he added, But I still want him! I
want him so bad! Oh, how I want his cock! Bastard—big-dicked, good-looking,
sexy smug bastard! Yeah, I want his cock!              


Unhesitatingly, he walked over to where Jakob sat, standing
in front of him for a moment, before he crouched down, positioning himself on
his knees between the other guy’s powerfully muscled legs and big bare feet.
From Jakob’s groin, there arose just the faintest musky male crotch aroma. When
he inhaled through his flared nostrils, Konrad got a good whiff of the scent,
which intoxicated it, just as though he was sniffing poppers, or some other
recreational drug. If anything, he wished that Jakob was dirtier—unwashed for
days—or just come from the gym, after a long, hard workout, without having
showered, so that the iron pumping stench was still on him!


Smelling Jakob’s manliness made Konrad tremble with
desire. His penis was rock hard, sticking far out in front of him as he knelt,
its tip wet and dripping a sticky thread of pre-cum, which resembled a spider’s
spun thread.


I’m so hot,
Konrad thought, dazedly. So fucking hot!


He was afraid that, overcome by sheer lust, he might
actually faint. Fighting to keep himself together and focused, he bent his head
down over Jakob’s groin and he stuck out his tongue, using it to lick and wet
the head and shaft of the blond stud’s virile phallic projection.


Konrad nuzzled his nose into the other guy’s tawny
blond pubic hair, and he rubbed his tongue salaciously all over the weighty
mass of Jakob’s ball sac. All the while, Konrad could feel himself shivering
helplessly, all over, from head to foot, as though his massive, solid,
hard-earned muscles had suddenly been reduced to jelly. 


“Your mouth feels good down there, on my balls,” Jakob
conceded. “But don’t be such a goddamn tease. Get your mouth on my cock. Give
it a good suck.”


Whimpering, Konrad adjusted himself, so that he could
slide his face up from Jakob’s testicles, along the veiny underside of his
cockshaft, and, opening his lips wide, in an obscene yawn, he could engulf the
head of the prick inside his mouth. He was filled, orally, with that glorious
male meat. His lips were distended around it, and his tongue was stroking
restlessly all over its surface. The thick cockhead, resembling a ripe plum in
size and color, was jabbing insistently at the back of his throat, mutely
encouraging him to suppress his gag reflex and swallow its awesome, inflexible
bulk. Emitting grunts and gurgles from deep down in his throat, Konrad did just
that.


Jakob fucked his face, none too gently, but Konrad
welcomed the abuse.


Got myself a mouthful of muscle cock!
he gloated.


“Uh—shit!” Jakob exclaimed. “There’s nothing like a
big, butch muscle stud who really likes to suck dick, and who knows how to do
it right! Damn! Everybody down at The Body Shop thinks you’re so frigging
butch—such a stud. Wonder what they’d have to say if they could see you
now—sucking cock like a dirty sex pig? That’s right, boy. That’s the way. Be my
bitch. Suck my cock, you muscle cunt!”


Konrad had no shame, no pride. He wanted to be
Jakob’s bitch! Desperate to prove himself worthy of the blond stud’s attention,
he sucked in a veritable oral frenzy, gorging himself on the meaty sausage
which Jakob was force-feeding him.


“What a mouth,” Jakob moaned. His cock seemed to
tremble, extra hard, within the firm clasp of Konrad’s lips. Was he getting
ready to come? Konrad fervently hoped so!


But he was denied his wish to taste Jakob’s cum, at
least for the time being.


“You’re good—too good,” Jakob told him. “I don’t want
to come. Not yet! Stop sucking it for a moment, will you?”


With the utmost reluctance, Konrad curbed his lips off
the other guy’s cock, which glistened with the saliva he’d deposited upon it.


Like Konrad, Jakob took a moment to catch his breath.
He looked at Konrad, in a searching manner.


“Do you like to fuck?” he demanded, his eyes blazing.


“I like to fuck and be fucked,” Konrad admitted. “I’ll
take it, either way.”


“Good! I want you to fuck me.”


Konrad almost swooned, at the mere thought of
possessing Jakob’s ass.


“No kidding?” he gasped.


“I don’t kid around, not when it comes to sex,” Jakob
declared, matter-of-factly. “This is your lucky night. I’m in the mood to get
fucked.”


He repositioned himself on the couch, on his hands and
knees on the cushions, with his hands gripping the upright back of the piece of
furniture to stabilize himself.


“We don’t need any lube,” he announced. “Just shove it
in me—dry and raw. I can take it. You’ll see.”


Konrad thought he must be dreaming. Surely, it
couldn’t be true that his idol was asking him to fuck him, that he’d soon have
his cock buried in that tight, virile manhole?


“Go in slow at first, though,” Jakob coached him.


Konrad roused himself from his shock. That beautiful
male ass was there, bared to him, waiting for him. What he’d fantasized about
for so long was about to become a reality.


He was leaking so much pre-cum from his piss slit that
he made good use of the discharge, pressing it into service as a natural
lubricant, gathering it in the palm of his hand and smearing it all over his
bloated, throbbing glans. He nudged his wet prickhead between Jakob’s buttocks,
against the puckered entrance to his anus. Jakob pushed his behind backward
into Konrad’s groin, mutely urging him to penetrate him. 


Eagerly, Konrad did so, violating the man’s yielding
sphincter. While he drove his dick into Jakob’s ass, he also reached around and
grasped Jakob’s prick in his hand, which he closed in a snug fist around the
swollen prong. He shoved his cock deeper into the blond stud’s ass. God, he was
tight! Tight and hot! Konrad rammed himself, roughly, the rest of the way
inside that provoking hole, and Jakob tensed and let out a yelp as he accepted
the phallic invader.


“That’s a big dick!” he cried.


“That’s a hot ass!” Konrad responded.


“Okay, stud, you’ve nailed it, you’re in there—all the
way—you big-dicked son of a bitch! Now fuck it! Come on, make good use of that
hole! Come on, goddamn you, I need cock in there! Start pushing that dick of
yours in and out of me. Yeah, like that. Just like that! Good job. Take your
time, stud,” Jakob muttered. “Work that hole of mine. Yeah, work it slow and
sweet! Give me a good fucking.”


Konrad was experiencing delicious torment. Fucking
Jakob’s butch ass was getting him so hot that he fully expected his flesh to
melt. Already, he knew that this extreme pleasure was too intense to last long.
It would have to come to its inevitable explosive end, and soon. All too soon!


“Oh, your ass,” Konrad moaned.


“Like it?” Jakob asked him.


“I love it!”


“And I’m loving the way you’re pounding my hole,
buddy,” Jakob assured him. “Go ahead, don’t feel you have to hold back. Give me
everything you’ve got. Fuck me rough. I can take it. I like it that way. When I
get fucked, I want to be fucked by a real man, who’ll take charge and use my
hole. I’m not one of those dumb macho guys who thinks there’s something unmanly
about giving up my ass to another guy. Men should fuck and get fucked, back and
forth, taking turns. That’s the really masculine way for them to have sex
together.”


Konrad couldn’t have agreed more!


“I hope you charge more to give up your ass,” Jakob
remarked. “I always do. That makes the john think they’re getting something
special. I always give them a song and dance about how I don’t get fucked very
often. That I hold out until I meet a really masculine man. That’s a laugh, but
they eat it up. Just think—you’re getting it for free.”


“Thanks,” Konrad gasped. “I appreciate it.”


“We’ll get along just fine,” Jakob predicted. “We’re
two of a kind. And you’ve got at least two of the things it takes to be my
buddy. A hot body and a big dick. Oh, make that three things. A strong sex
drive, too. You seem to have plenty of stamina. I like a guy who can work out
hard at the gym, and then pump with his cock as hard as he pumps the iron.”


Spurred on by Jakob’s praise, Konrad strove even
harder to satisfy the other man—and himself.


“Come in my ass,” Jakob begged. He sounded less cocky
now, his arrogance yielding to his lust, to the intense pleasure he was
deriving from having his anus invaded so thoroughly. “Yeah, come in my ass,
stud! I want to feel your hot stuff squirting into me.”


Konrad groaned. “You’re about to get your wish,” he
promised. “I’m just about there.”


“Then come,” Jakob moaned. “Come!”


Whorishly, he titled his butt up at a higher angle, at
the same time pressing his ass cheeks back into Konrad’s groin, and rotating
them in a lewd grinding motion. That did it for Konrad. The sudden, extra
stimulation, the awareness that Jakob wanted his cum in his ass so desperately,
was too much for him to withstand. Unable to delay his orgasm any longer, he
gave in to it. He felt the familiar strong throbbing of his cock as it unloaded,
and his liquid lust gushed out of it, into the depths of Jakob’s ass. Lost in
the joy of coming, Konrad fucked his way through his ejaculation, breeding the
long-haired blond bodybuilder’s ass.


Finished, he pulled his cock out of Jakob’s butt, and
he slumped down, landing half on the couch, half on the floor. Semen still
dripped from his piss slit. Slowly, voluptuously, Jakob turned around on the
couch, raising one hand to brush a sweaty lock of his hair back from his face.
He smiled at Konrad.


“I like the way you fuck,” he said.


“I like the way you take it.” Konrad replied.


“I know you said you like it both ways—”


“I do.”


“But If you don’t mind, I won’t fuck you tonight. Next
time, okay? I always like to keep something in reserve, to give the other guy
an incentive to see me again.” Before Konrad could blurt out that he hardly
needed an excuse to see Jakob again, the blond stud went on, “But I didn’t
shoot when you shot off in my ass. I saved it. You’d like to see me come, now, wouldn’t
you?”


“Hell, yeah,” Konrad declared.


“I want you to get on your knees. Jerk off yours while
I jerk off mine. Then, when I’m just about ready to shoot, I’ll let you know.
Then you open your mouth, so I can come right in it. I want you to swallow it.”


“Sure,” Konrad agreed, gasping for breath. He was so
intensely aroused, so hot for Jakob, that he would have been willing to do
anything the other guy demanded from him, no matter how perverse or
humiliating. Having another man masturbate in front of him and ejaculate in his
mouth scarcely even qualified as kinkiness.


Konrad moved quickly to obey, getting down on his
knees at Jakob’s feet. He couldn’t wait to see the other muscle man’s huge cock
explode and spew out its charge of semen. He was certain that the sight would
be overwhelmingly erotic, and would help to trigger his own orgasm. Next time
the two of them got together, Jakob would fuck his ass. Konrad intended to hold
him to that promise. It would give him something to look forward to and to fantasize
about, in the meantime. The mere thought of surrendering his ass to Jakob made
Konrad feel even hotter.


He crouched in front of Jakob, masturbating, as Jakob
had instructed him to do. Jakob began jerking off, too. His foreskin, like
Konrad’s, was peeled back, exposing his swollen, agitated glans. Both men were
leaking jism, evidence of their intense mutual arousal. Shamelessly,
covetously, Konrad gaped at the other guy’s prick. What a piece of meat,
he thought, dazedly. Thick! Thick and hard! What a pair of big balls, too.
Uh, I want to see that thing unload! I want this guy’s hot cum! In my
mouth—down my throat—!


Jakob was enjoying himself. Exerting his dominance
over another bodybuilder increased his excitement, to the extent that he had to
struggle to maintain self-control and prevent himself from coming too soon. He
looked down, with a stern expression on his handsome face, at the equally
good-looking stud who knelt so servilely at his feet. Konrad had a rapt,
worshipful look on his face, which was just what Jakob wanted to see. Both men
were flushed, their skins turning red and perspiring heavily. Their eyes were
glassy with desire.


“Are you going to swallow my jizz, like a good boy?”
Jakob asked.


“Yeah. Let me have it. Give it to me, please!”


“Not until I’m good and ready.” Jakob’s hand was
pumping more rapidly on his prickshaft.


Konrad groaned in frustration. He started jacking his
own cock faster, more roughly.


“Don’t come until I do,” Jakob warned him.


Konrad quaked with erotic anticipation. Being ordered
around by the big blond Visigoth was incredibly arousing. There was a perverse
pleasure to be found in submissiveness. He couldn’t ejaculate until Jakob
did—he’d have to pace himself, prolong his masturbation, and time his
self-induced orgasm just right. Oddly enough, he was finding this mutual
masturbation to be almost as satisfying as having Jakob fuck him in the ass. He
remembered fucking Jakob, how the other guy had taken his cock, obviously
enjoying it. Konrad was sure that Jakob would be every bit as good when he
assumed the active role in anal intercourse. 


Konrad had been mildly disappointed when Jakob hadn’t
come while he was screwing him. Now, though, he was grateful that Jakob had
saved his load. Soon, Konrad would be able to watch that huge, dark-pink
cockhead pulsate uncontrollably as it spat out its thick, wet white load. The
delay, the suspense, was agony for him!


“Not yet,” the hard-breathing Jakob gasped out.
“How’re you holding up?”


“My balls ache,” Konrad complained. “I want to come so
bad, it hurts.”


“Good,” the blond muscle man taunted. “I want you so
hot that when you do pop, you’ll go crazy.”


Konrad groaned. He already felt crazed, insane with
lust.


“Keep jacking that big hard thing of yours,” he was
instructed by his stern blond muscle god. Konrad groaned again, in frustration
and despair. Jakob was a deity who demanded nothing less than total adoration
from his worshippers.


Jakob began to edge himself, prolonging his pleasure,
delaying his orgasm. He would give himself a few light, teasing strokes with
his hand, but then he would pause. More fluid leaked from the gaping piss slit
which split the tip of his prick. Collecting the pre-cum on the ball of his
thumb, Jakob slowly, voluptuously spread it over his glans, making it slick. Konrad
stared at the other bodybuilder, unwilling to avert his gaze, afraid even to
blink, for fear he might miss something. Konrad had done something similar to
himself many times, toying with himself while he masturbated—but it was even
more exciting to watch another guy do it. 


And Jakob seemed just as fascinated by his own cock as
Konrad was obsessed with it. The blond stud was proud of his big cock, Konrad
surmised, and with good reason. He was exceptionally well hung. No wonder he
peddled that dick and got paid for it, the way Konrad did. He was real
competition on the meat market!


“You look like you’re about ready to bust your nuts,”
Jakob observed, in a husky tone of voice. “Are you?”


“Yeah, I’m getting close,” Konrad panted. “I want to
come when you do.”


“I like to drag it out for as long as I can,” Jakob
admitted. “Until I can’t stand it any longer, and I just have to shoot.
That’s always hot. And it always makes me come extra hard and thick.”


His cock jutted upward at an angle, like a derrick,
its head aimed at the ceiling. He would have to use his hand to pull it down in
order to jettison his load into Konrad’s mouth. When he did so, Konrad
realized, that would be Konrad’s signal that he needed to open his mouth. Wide!
Jakob would surely force-feed him a mouth-filling, throat-choking torrent of
fresh hot sperm! Konrad’s lips and tongue, the interior of his mouth, his
throat—they all felt dry and parched. He was thirsting for the soothing relief
which the other guy’s semen would give him.


“Work that prick,” Jakob demanded. “Get ready. I’m
just about there.”


At last! Konrad wanted to
shout, in triumph. But he maintained a tense, expectant silence, except for his
labored breathing—and the steady, rhythmic slap of flesh upon flesh which his
uninterrupted, increasingly desperate, masturbation created. 


Jakob was emitting similar sounds. He stared down at
the way Konrad was pumping on his cock with his fist, at the way Konrad’s arm
muscles bulged from the effort he was exerting, trying to squeeze the semen
from his overexcited, tormented dick. The blond bodybuilder’s facial expression
grew more intense, screwed up into a satyr-like mask of lust, an effect which
his bristling mustache and long, shaggy, disheveled locks of hair only emphasized.
His whole big, hard-muscled body began to shake. He was getting close! So
close, Konrad realized with glee, that he wouldn’t be able to keep holding his
orgasm back, even if he wanted to!


“You hot goddamn muscle fuck!” Jakob yelled, abruptly,
his face contorted, his body quivering. “Here it comes, you cocksucker!”


Konrad felt lightheaded and dizzy, almost faint, with
longing. Frantically, he sped up the pumping action of his hand on his own
tortured prick. Jakob lunged forward, pushing his cock downward, aiming it at
Konrad’s face.


“Open your fucking mouth!” Jakob roared. But the
command was superfluous. On cue, Konrad had already opened his mouth, as wide
as he could, and stuck out his tongue, also as far as he could force it from
between his lips. At the same time, he thrust his face forward, toward that
penis which was now pointed at him like a weapon.


Cum erupted like a geyser from the gaping piss slit in
Jakob’s glans. He sprayed his first few spurts of semen all over Konrad’s face,
before he corrected his aim and he fired his next thick wads directly into
Konrad’s mouth, and onto his protruding tongue.


“Yeah, take that fucking jizz all over your face!”
Jakob barked. 


Konrad’s fist had finally done its work. He was
ejaculating, too, with a force which was almost painful, his cum flying through
the gap between Jakob’s legs and splattering all over the floor behind where he
stood. Whimpering, Konrad swallowed the other man’s sperm, while he milked
himself dry of his own unusually copious load.


Jakob maintained his domineering stance until he had
finished ejecting his seed. Only then did he stumble backward. Konrad slumped
back with his buttocks resting on his heels, his mouth tingling with the
lingering salty taste of Jakob’s cum, his throat coated with the residue of the
male slime he’d swallowed so greedily.


Panting for breath, Jakob stepped forward again.
“Clean it off,” he commanded. 


Abjectly, Konrad took the guy’s softening cock back
inside his mouth. He sucked and slurped on it, soaking it in his saliva, which
was flowing freely again, and licking it with his tongue. When he was confident
that he’d washed it thoroughly, he released the now-flaccid male organ, with
the greatest reluctance, giving it an impassioned goodbye kiss. Goodbye just
for now, he promised himself. I’m going to suck that thing again,
soon—and often!


“You’re not bad, dude,” Jakob deigned to say. “I like
a guy who knows how to follow orders.”


So, Konrad thought, that’s
the deal—that’s how it is. If I want to go on seeing him—having sex with
him—I’m going to have to give in to him, let him be the boss and call the
shots, huh?


Well—that’s fine with me!

















 


Chapter Six: Pounding the Muscle Pup


 


Every gym had its muscle pups, and The Body Shop was
no exception. These are the young weightlifters who take the older—only
slightly older, in some cases—and more experienced bodybuilders as their role
models. The pups look up to them, emulate them, and want to be just like them,
with equally well-developed, impressive physiques.


Some muscle pups were one hundred per cent straight,
although their open, undisguised adulation of other muscular males might
suggest otherwise. Others were one hundred per cent gay, and could be quite
candid and unapologetic about the fact. In between these two extremes, there
was a broad spectrum of sexuality, including young guys who were bisexual,
bi-curious, versatile, or simply undecided.


This could be confusing. It was hard, sometimes, for
one bodybuilder to know exactly what was going on inside the head of another
bodybuilder who kept ogling him, sticking close to him in the gym, observing
everything he did while he hefted the weights.


Konrad always had his own retinue of such young
admirers. Among these “Konrad wannabees” was a guy named Sandor, who was about
nineteen or twenty years old. Already the possessor of a good physique for
someone that young, Sandor made no secret of the fact that he idolized Konrad
and aspired to look just like him, at least from the neck down. Sandor wouldn’t
need to change anything from his neck up. He was quite a handsome lad, with
features which were almost pretty—and which were arguably a mismatch for the
brawny, mature-looking, herculean physique he was working so hard to achieve.


Because Sandor never really bothered him, and certainly
never committed the capital crime of interrupting one of his workouts, Konrad
tolerated him, and even developed a kind of smugly superior, big-brotherlike
affection for the boy. Konrad also wasn’t immune to the younger guy’s good
looks. At times, idly, Konrad would speculate about what Sandor might be like
as a sex partner. Screwing such young guys could be tricky. The sex could be a
lot of fun, but some of the naïve lads assumed that every man they went to bed
with was going to be the love of their life.


Jakob had warned Konrad that he didn’t like guys who
were “clingy.” Ironically enough, Konrad felt much the same way—except when he
was the one who wanted to cling to the other guy.


The boyishly innocent-looking Sandor turned out to be
bolder than Konrad had given him credit for. Late one Friday afternoon, Konrad
had finished putting in his afterwork workout. He showered, while trying to
decide what he wanted to do that evening. He might go out. Or he could stay at
home, and do some texting, to find out whether any of his fuck buddies wanted
to get together with him. The latter opinion became to look increasing good to
him, as he dried off and slowly, unhurriedly, he started to get dressed.


Sandor came into the locker room.


“Hi,” he said, shyly.


“Hi,” Konrad responded, in a friendly manner which
encouraged further conversation.


“I’ve been wanting to ask you—”


“Yeah?”


“Your rear delts. They’re really thick,” Sandor said.
“How do you get them—and keep them—that way?”


This led to a fairly detailed discussion, during which
Konrad explained that lighter weights combined with more reps helped him to
isolate his rear delts and work them more efficiently. Furthermore, the body
part in question was a comparatively small muscle, which meant it tended to
recover quickly after being exercised. So working the rear delts often, at
least two or three times a week, was a good idea. Konrad liked to superset
light rear delt raises with chest flyes on his upper body pump day, and then
he’d do moderate weight raises after his bench presses on a chest and
shoulders, or press, day. Sandor listened intently, absorbing all of this
information.


“The rear delts are an important body part,” Konrad
concluded. “But maybe the reason some guys neglect them are because they aren’t
a very sexy body part,” he joked.


“On a guy like you, every part of your body is sexy,”
Sandor said.


Konrad smiled. “You think so?”


“Yes.”


“Like to fool around with other bodybuilders, do you?
Get sexy with them?”


“If—somehow—I could be alone with a guy like you,” Sandor
blurted out, “I’d do anything he wanted.”


“Really?” Konrad inquired, looking and sounding
skeptical.


“Really.”


“Such as?”


“Uh—!”


Konrad laughed. “If you have to think about
it,” he suggested, cynically, “then I doubt you’re ready for it. I mean, ready
for the kind of heavy scene you seem to be fantasizing about.”


“I’d worship the guy’s muscles,” Sandor said. The
expression on his face clearly read, Is that the right answer? Is
that what you want me to say?


“Well, that’d be a start.”


“I’d, ah, touch them. If he’d let me.”


“Maybe you’d give the guy a tongue bath,” Konrad
suggested, salaciously. “Use your mouth on his body, everywhere,” he specified.
“Lick and suck him, all over.”


Sandor, Konrad could see, was definitely titillated.


“Ever had that done to you?” the boy asked.


“Lots of times,” Konrad boasted. “There’s nothing I
like better than having a horny, muscle-loving gay man submit to me—totally.
Think you’re man enough to give that a try?”


“I’d like to try,” Sandor said, meekly. “To try to
satisfy you.”


“Huh,” Konrad grunted. “You might be worth my time and
trouble—some night when I’m home alone, feeling good and horny. When I’m
desperate.”


That last bit was a put-down, an insult, but Sandor
didn’t react to it as such. “Whenever you say,” he responded, with a mien that
was promisingly submissive, indeed.


Konrad made up his mind. “I’ll give you my address,”
he deigned to say, with the haughty, superior air of a monarch bestowing a
favor upon some groveling peasant. “Be there tonight, at nine. Nine sharp.
Don’t even think about being late. If you do show up late, and if I
let you in—then there’ll be hell to pay,” he promised, or rather threatened.


“I’ll be there right at nine,” Sandor vowed.


“You’d better be. And you’d better be ready to take
orders from me. I don’t have any use for a goddamn prickteaser, the kind of a muscle
punk who talks big ahead of time, but then won’t put out when the time comes,”
Konrad warned. “If you want to be my boy, then I expect nothing less than
complete obedience.”


“I’ll obey you,” Sandor swore.


“Between now and nine, you think about just how much
you want this body of mine,” Konrad advised, “and about just what kinds of
dirty, nasty things you’re willing to do, to make me happy.”


The two men went their separate ways.


During the hours which slowly ticked off until nine
o’clock rolled around, Konrad did some rather feverish thinking, himself. Talk
about a real muscle pup! Sandor was so young and fresh and naïve. Maybe he
wasn’t a virgin, but he was surely still comparatively inexperienced, sexually.
He was untouched and unspoiled. He needed a more worldly guy to initiate and
mentor him—to train him. He was just like an eager puppy, wagging his tail,
ready and willing to please his master! Even prepared to be punished by him,
when he misbehaved—!


I’m going to fuck that muscle pup’s mouth
and ass, Konrad promised himself. Fuck them until they’re
both sore! And then I’ll make the little bitch beg me for more!


Sandor showed up at Konrad’s apartment at five minutes
before nine. And, five minutes later, the two men were in Konrad’s bedroom,
naked


“Don’t be shy,” Konrad urged. “Let me have that
prick.”


Sandor climbed onto the bed, obediently, and he lay on
his back. His cock was a very dark rosy pink, the veiny shaft crowned by a big
round knob which protruded from the sheath of retracted foreskin. His piss slit
was dripping pre-cum, evidence of his already acute arousal.


Konrad stood beside the bed and flexed his arms and
pecs, displaying himself, showing off. His cock too was hard, and it was also
leaking jism.


“Looks like we’re both pretty turned on,” he
commented.


“Yeah,” Sandor breathed, staring up at Konrad’s
muscular torso.


“Do you like my body?”


“You know I do.”


“How about my cock?”


“I, ah, I especially like that,” Sandor stammered.


“Then go ahead and suck it. You want to, don’t you?
Sure you do. Do a good job of sucking my dick, and then I’ll fuck your ass.
Okay?”


“Um,” Sandor mumbled. Sitting up slightly on the bed,
he reached out and took Konrad’s cock in his hand. Konrad got onto the bed,
next to Sandor, on his knees. Still grasping Konrad’s cock, Sandor guided it to
his mouth. Looking up at Konrad’s face, with a beseeching expression on his own
face, he began to lick the other bodybuilder’s prickhead.


“Yeah,” Konrad coached him. “Get it wet. Then put it
in your mouth.” His hand went to the back of Sandor’s head and his fingers
grabbed the guy’s hair. He pressed Sandor’s lips against his dick. Sandor let
out a moan, but he didn’t resist. He opened his mouth wider and his warm, moist
tongue swabbed Konrad’s cock flesh more energetically, wetting it with his
saliva. Sandor’s hand was now around his own dick, jerking it, slowly but
passionately.


“I need it sucked,” Konrad reminded him. Remembering
how Jakob had ordered him around, he imitated Jakob’s tough manner. “So get
busy. Suck it!”


Sandor’s mouth closed around his cockhead, and he
began to slide his lips down around Konrad’s fiercely pulsating shaft.


“That’s better,” Konrad gasped.


Sandor whimpered as he took more and more of Konrad’s
dick into his mouth, while Konrad maintained his grip on Sandor’s hair and held
his head in place, at his groin. Sandor accelerated his masturbation, and
Konrad began to fuck his face, forcing Sandor to take his cock all the way down
to the balls on each downstroke. The bigger muscle man’s aggressiveness seemed
to excite Sandor even more. He gagged a couple of times, when Konrad’s thick
glans jabbed down into his throat. Manfully, though, he held his ground,
suctioning away stoically on the big prick which was violating his mouth. His
lips massaged Konrad’s shaft, which he rubbed with his tongue. His fist pumped
faster on his own stiff dick.


“Yeah,” Konrad growled. “Beat yours while you suck
mine. Make yourself come. I want to see you unload. And make me shoot, too.
Suck the cum right out of me. Come on, cocksucker. Blow your wad. But keep that
mouth going on my prick. Yeah, suck that muscle cock, stud. Show me how much
you like having it in your mouth, how good it feels in there.”


An ecstatic moan, muffled by the mass of cock flesh in
his mouth, emerged from Sandor’s throat. His fist worked frantically on his
dick. His legs tensed and thrashed about on the bed. Then, without any warning,
cum spewed from his prickhead, splashing all over both men’s bodies.


“Yeah,” Konrad gloated. “Lose that cum. Pump it all
out, every drop.” He was enjoying, as he always did, the sight of another
muscular man in the throes of orgasm. Excitedly, he watched each jet of semen
escape from Sandor’s roughly-fisted hard-on. The spurts lost their initial
velocity, so that the final outpouring merely flowed down sluggishly over the
glans of the penis and coated Sandor’s hand and wrist with glistening white
slime.


Seeing his bedmate ejaculate made Konrad want to come,
too. But not before he’d had a chance to pound the eager young muscle pup’s
pretty ass!


“My turn,” Konrad declared, brusquely. “Move your butt
into position. You’re going to get fucked.”


Nodding his agreement, Sandor quickly twisted his body
about on the bed, maneuvering himself into position. Still on his back, he
swung around to face Konrad, who knelt close to him. Sandor tilted his butt
upward, at the same time bending his legs, bringing his knees toward his chest,
and sliding his arms under his legs, so that, with his elbows pressed against
the backs of his knees, he could hold his legs up and keep them spread. The
soles of his feet were parallel with the ceiling.


“Fuck me hard and fuck me hot,” he begged.


“I’ll fuck you any damn way I want,” Konrad retorted,
grabbing the lube. “Who do you think’s in charge here?”


“You are.”


“Hell, yes.” Konrad applied a generous coating of the
lube to his prick. With his slippery hand, he probed between Sandor’s upraised
and parted buttocks, exploring his bunghole, and rubbing the rest of the lube
into the tiny, puckered, flexing sphincter. “That’s a nice tight ass you’ve got
there, boy,” Konrad grunted. “We’re going to have to loosen it up a bit.” He
pushed two fingers deep into the hole, which made Sandor moan with anticipation
of being penetrated by something larger.


Withdrawing his fingers, Konrad positioned himself for
the insertion. He closed his eyes for a moment, indulging in the fantasy that
it was Jakob’s ass which he was about to claim as his own property. Inspired by
the thought, by his mental image of Jakob taking his cock, he thrust forward,
driving dick all the way inside the waiting, yielding male hole. He imagined
Jakob taking his cock, begging for it, shivering with desire—he could almost
hear Jakob saying, “Fuck me, yeah, fuck me! Oh, make it hurt! I want it so bad,
I don’t care if it hurts!”


But it was Sandor, not Jakob, who had spoken. The
sound of his voice brought Konrad back to reality, to the here and now, which
God knew was stimulating enough in its own right, independent of any incidental
fantasies. 


“You big-dicked muscle fucker!” Sandor cried.


“You are tight,” Konrad gasped. “Tight and hot!
Nice ass, kid! Yeah, that’s a real nice ass. It feels just great around my
cock. Uh, you’re going to find out what it’s like to be fucked by a real man now!”


“Yeah,” Sandor replied.


“Jerk yourself while I screw you,” Konrad demanded.
“Bitch, I bet you can make yourself come again. With my cock in your ass, you
must be horny enough to blow your wad again.”


“I am—oh, I am,” Sandor whined. Obeying Konrad’s
command, he’d closed his fist around his cock, which he began stroking as
rapidly as he had before.


Konrad sneered. “You dirty, nasty little son of a
bitch. You’re taking my dick like a real whore.”


The simmer, deep in Konrad’s loins, was already
heating up and becoming a slow boil. This wasn’t going to be prolonged fuck. Sandor’s
ass was too stimulating as it gripped and massaged Konrad’s cock, propelling
him closer to orgasm with each thrust he made into the other muscle man’s body.


“Hot-assed punk,” Konrad moaned, although the epithet
sounded more like praise than an insult. “Cock-loving whore!”


“Don’t stop fucking me, big guy,” Sandor pleaded.


“I don’t want to stop, but I’m going to come soon.
You’re going to get a big load of cum in your ass.”


“I want that. But I want you to go on fucking me, too.
Oh, God—this is so hot!”


“You’re not a bad fuck, for a kid,” Konrad deigned to
say. “A steady diet of dick up your ass ought to make a man out of you.”


Time seemed to stand still while Konrad plowed away.
Eventually, though, he recognized the telltale signs of approaching orgasm at work
in his body—the extra ache in his balls, the slight expansion of his cock, the
way it twitched and tingled.


“Here I come,” Konrad warned. “Uh, it’s going to be a
big one! I’m going to come hard, boy! I’m really going to shoot—I’m really
going to fill you up. You’d better be ready—! Aw, shit, I can feel myself about
to blow! You come, too, boy! You shoot off, too, when I do! Come on, jerk that
prick. Lose that load. Give me that cum!”


He reached down and gripped Sandor’s ass cheeks with
both of his hands, digging his fingertips into the firm round mounds. He held
that squirming butt pressed tightly into his groin, keeping the full length of
his dick embedded inside the spasming anus. He could feel his semen foaming out
of his cockhead, bathing Sandor’s prostate, the flow backing up and filling Sandor’s
ass, the slippery wetness re-lubricating Konrad’s fuck tool, which now
jackhammered more easily back and forth within the tight, clasping sheath of
anal flesh. Konrad moaned loudly in relief. He was coming good and hard, venting
all of his lust, all of his frustration, all of his sexual rage, upon his
willing, compliant sex partner.


“Good fuck,” he exclaimed. “Yeah, there’s nothing like
a good fuck!”


Sandor said nothing coherent by way of reply, although
his loud outcries of lustful satisfaction suggested that he concurred with his
fucker’s opinion. Sandor was ejaculating, too, his spurting prick bathing his
sweaty pecs and his tautened ab muscles in his sperm.
















 


Chapter Seven: More Than One Man


 


Konrad received a call from Jakob.


“How’s it hanging, stud?” the big blond bodybuilder
inquired, breezily.


“It’s not hanging at the moment, it’s sticking
straight up,” Konrad retorted.


“Does just the sound of my voice do that to you?”


“Don’t flatter yourself,” Konrad said—although the
truth was, hearing from Jakob did have an immediate energizing effect on
him.


“What’re you doing tonight?”


“I wasn’t doing anything, until a minute ago. Now I’m
sort of hoping I’ll be seeing you.”


“I have a date lined up tonight.”


“Oh.” Konrad tried to keep his disappointment from
sounding in his voice.


“With a john,” Jakob specified.


“Oh,” Konrad repeated. “How nice for you.” And
you’re telling me this, why? he was tempted to ask.


“Want in on it?”


“Huh?”


“Want to make some money? This guy is one of my
regulars. This time, though, apparently I’m not enough for him. He says he’s in
the mood for more than one man,” Jakob explained. “He wants me to scrounge up
another muscle man, to make it a threesome.”


Konrad wasn’t sure he liked the idea of himself being
thought of as something to be “scrounged up.” But he wanted to have sex with
Jakob again, and he was always interested in making money.


“Yeah? ‘In the mood for more than one man?’ Been
there, done that,” Konrad quipped. “So your john is a horny bastard, huh?”


“Aren’t they all? This job would be a hell of a lot
easier if they all had lower sex drives.”


“What’s the catch? There must be one. Let me guess.
This guy’s a creep?”


Jakob laughed. “Hardly. You couldn’t be more wrong.
This guy is kind of special, actually, as johns go. He’s young—about our
age—and he’s loaded. And he’s a bodybuilder, too, believe it or not. He goes to
one of those fancy gyms in the suburbs. Wouldn’t be caught dead at The Body
Shop, even though I keep telling him what he’s missing.”


“He won’t even check out our iron pit when he’s out
slumming?” Konrad asked. “He sounds kind of stuck-up, to me. If he’s such a
catch, why is he paying for sex?”


“Who knows what goes through these johns’ minds? I’ve
given up trying to understand them. All I care about is whether their money is
good. And this dude—his name’s Moric, by the way—he’s not tight-fisted. He’ll
pay us each one hundred and fifty thousand. And he always tips.” [One
hundred and fifty thousand forints is approximately five hundred and
twenty-four US dollars.]


Jakob paused, letting what he’d said sink in—while
Konrad wondered whether he’d heard correctly.


“A hundred and fifty thousand? For all night?” he
asked.


“No, just for a session. For that amount of money, you
can’t clock watch, though. Expect to be there for two or three hours. Having
sex nonstop. Think of it as giving your dick a workout. Come on, Konrad, do
this for me,” Jakob coaxed. “I’m thinking that a threesome with you could be
hot. And you won’t regret it.”


“All right,” Konrad agreed. “I’ll do it.”


“That’s my boy. I’ve been to his house, but he usually
comes to my place. You see, he does go slumming, sometimes! See you
there at eight tonight, okay?”


“Okay.” Konrad was looking forward to meeting this
fellow muscle man who had so much disposable income to throw around.


“Be pumped up and ready to fuck—and to be fucked,”
Jakob urged. “Moric is versatile. Likes a lot of variety in bed.”


Sounds like one of those gigs when I’m
going to feel as though my dick has been put through a meat
grinder, afterward, Konrad told himself.


Moric was already at Jakob’s apartment when Konrad
arrived.


“Am I late?” Konrad asked, anxiously, after Jakob
introduced him to Moric.


“Not at all,” Jakob assured him. “We’ve just sat down
and started to have some beer. Look—Moric brought us a whole case of this fine brew,
in honor of the occasion. You’ll have some, won’t you, Konrad?”


“Sure.”


The beer was an expensive Belgian import. Moric did
seem to be generous, as Jakob had told Konrad he was.


The guy was attractive, too. He had a nice, rather
boyish face. Although Moric was dark-haired, he rather reminded Konrad of his
pretty blond muscle pup, Sandor.


Moric was short and stocky. That could be an advantage
for a bodybuilder. On a smaller guy, it took less sheer muscle mass to make him
look imposing, in his own right. Of course, the optical illusion didn’t hold up
so well when the short guy was in the company of larger, heavyweight muscle
men, as Moric was now.


“It’s kind of warm in here tonight,” Jakob remarked.
“Why don’t we lose some of these clothes and get comfortable?”


Konrad knew where this was headed, and he nonchalantly
followed suit when Jakob stripped down to his underwear—a tight-fitting, skimpy
pair of bikini briefs. Konrad almost felt overdressed in his rather baggy boxer
shorts. He hadn’t anticipated that there would be an underwear fashion show, as
a prelude to the evening’s other activities. Moric had no inhibitions about
stripping down, either. His underwear, in a sheer black synthetic
fabric, looked expensive—the brand name, which Konrad didn’t recognize, was
embroidered on the elastic waistband. 


Moric also removed his wristwatch, which he set down
on the end table beside his chair. The watch, Konrad estimated, was probably
worth at least two million forints. [Six thousand, nine hundred, and
eighty-four US dollars.] By Konrad’s standards, that was a fortune, and a
large fortune, not a small one. Konrad hoped that Moric wasn’t in the habit of
wearing it, and leaving it lying around, when he was in the company of
hustlers. If he did, he risked being robbed. Not all of Budapest’s man whores
were as honest as Konrad prided himself as being. Of course, Konrad had no way
of knowing how honest Jakob was. Moric was one of Jakob’s regular clients, the
blond bodybuilder had told Konrad, so presumably he felt safe with him.


The three men sat, comfortably near-nude, and drank
the excellent beer. Moric was eyeing Konrad, scrutinizing him from head to
foot, evaluating his physique and comparing it to Jakob’s—and making no secret
of the fact that he was doing so.


“So—you and Jakob are lovers, are you?” Moric
inquired, excitedly.


Konrad recognized this as a line of bullshit which
Jakob had no doubt fed Moric, but he decided to play along.


“Oh, sure,” Konrad said, casually. “I’m just crazy
about this big, dumb, ugly lug.” Hearing that, Jakob compressed his lips
together in a tight-lipped smile. He probably wanted to pound Konrad into a
pulp for making that crack, but of course he couldn’t do so in front of Moric.
“Isn’t that right, lelkem [sweetheart]?” Konrad asked Jakob,
tossing fuel onto the smoldering fire.


“You bet,” Jakob muttered.


“Jakob spoils me,” Konrad said. This was less of a
mockery of Jakob, with Moric not in on the joke, than an expression of one of
Konrad’s own long-cherished, but now abandoned, fantasizes.


“I’d do the same, if you were my boyfriend,” Moric
avowed.


“But you, Moric,” Konrad suggested. “I imagine you
like to play the field?”


“I do,” the rich young guy admitted. “The truth is, I’m
just crazy about muscle. I can’t seem to get enough of it.”


“What’d you have in mind, for us to do tonight?”
Konrad asked.


“Oh, the usual, to start off with,” Moric replied.
This wasn’t particularly enlightening, because in Konrad’s experience with johns,
“the usual” could cover a wide range of quirks. After taking a swig from his
beer bottle, though, Moric became more specific. “Before we’re done, though,
I’d like a sandwich fuck. With me as the meat, and you guys as the bread. Not
to imply that you two studs aren’t ‘meaty’ enough,” he added, with a droll
laugh. “That’s one of my favorite things—fucking and being fucked, at the same
time. Especially when the two other guys are both big, hardcore gym
motherfuckers. Being pressed between two huge, hard bodies—fuck, yeah!”


“Sounds exciting,” Konrad said. And he was being
sincere. He was already having trouble deciding which would be more
exciting—fucking Moric up the ass, or taking the man’s cock in his own hole. It
was kind of a tossup.


Moric smiled. “This beer isn’t advertised as an
aphrodisiac, but it’s sure as hell making me horny.”


Jakob knew this was his cue. “Me, too,” he said, as he
rose from his seat.


Moric and Konrad got to their feet, too, and they
followed Jakob into his bedroom. There, they all quickly wriggled out of their
underwear.


Jakob climbed onto the waiting, unmade bed, and he
rolled onto his stomach, spreading his legs and grabbing one of the pillows,
which he stuffed under his head. He looked quite relaxed, perfectly at ease.


“Help yourself to my muscle ass,” he invited Moric. “I
know much you always like it.”


For a moment, Moric simply stood there beside the bed
and stared in admiration at Jakob’s large but perfectly proportioned buttocks.
The big blond bodybuilder kept wriggling his ass cheeks at him in an enticing,
provocative manner, as he lay on his belly on the bed. Then Konrad sat on the
other side of the bed, also enjoying the sight of the other two naked men.
Moric got onto the bed and knelt between Jakob’s widespread legs. Turning his
head, he looked at Konrad’s thick, swollen cockhead, and the drop of pre-cum
which gleamed in the piss slit.


Reaching out with his left hand, Moric pulled Jakob’s
butt cheeks apart, allowing his fingers to run slowly and appreciatively over
the hustler’s ass, until they were rubbing up and down within his deep, narrow
ass crack, massaging his pucker. At the same time, Moric leaned toward Konrad.
Mouth open, he stuck out his tongue and he licked the glans of Konrad’s cock,
before he pushed his face farther forward and he captured the penis between his
lips.


Groaning, Konrad closed his eyes and moved closer
toward Moric. He put his hand on the back of the man’s head and gently
encouraged him to take more of his dick inside his mouth. Soon, Moric had his
mouth stuffed full of the muscle man’s meaty fuck tool, which he swabbed with
his tongue. 


Giving in to his mounting lust, Konrad pushed the rest
of his prick between his cocksucker’s pliant, receptive lips, until he was
easing his glans down into the guy’s throat. Konrad could feel his balls
tightening up, aching with their need to release their load. Moric moaned
around the thick dick in his mouth and throat, sending vibrations rippling
through the penis. Saliva leaked from the corners of the handsome young john’s
wide-stretched mouth, despite the fact that it was firmly sealed around the
circumference of Konrad’s shaft. With slow, teasing movements of his head,
Moric began to slide his mouth back and forth on the cock.


“Damn,” Konrad muttered. “That’s some damn hot
cocksucking!”


“You two seem to be having yourselves some fun,” Jakob
commented, more than a little sarcastically. “I’m feeling kind of left out,
guys. I thought I was about to get fucked.”


Moric pulled his mouth off Konrad’s cock.


“You will get fucked,” he promised Jakob. “All in good
time.” He drew Konrad down with him onto the bed, so that all three men now lay
on it, with Moric wedged in between Jakob and Konrad, the former still face
down, the latter on his back. Moric rolled over, half on top of Konrad, and
kissed him on the mouth. At the same time, he inserted his middle finger into
Jakob’s tight, butch manhole. He twisted his finger around inside the anus, as
though he using a screwdriver to drive in a screw, and the blond bodybuilder
squirmed in response to the stimulation, moaning into the pillow under his
head, making humping motions, rubbing his cock against the mattress in an
effort to find relief.


“That feels good, but I still need something bigger
and stiffer than your frigging finger in my hole,” Jakob insisted, without
shame.


“Um,” Moric mumbled. He took his mouth away from
Konrad’s, and instead he used his lips on Konrad’s stiff prick. “I’m paying for
this party, remember?” Moric said, between licks and sucks. “Let me call the
shots.” He didn’t speak in an unkindly or arrogant tone of voice, but he’d
effectively established who was in charge. All the while, he continued to
diddle Jakob’s butt.


Konrad groaned, feeling his cum coming to a slow boil.
The way Moric was teasing his dick with his mouth could, he feared, send him
blasting off at any moment. But he didn’t want to risk disappointing the john
by losing his load too soon.


It was interesting to see Jakob acting so
accommodating, even submissive. In return for cold hard cash, the usually cocky
bastard was obviously prepared to play the role of a passive muscle bitch!


“Easy, please,” Konrad warned Moric. “Take it a little
easy, please. You’re too good at that. You’re making me feel like I’m ready to
come.” The air in the bedroom seemed to grow hot and humid, and Konrad could
see and feel beads of perspiration emerge and dot not only his own skin, but
that of his two well-built bedmates. The smell of aroused male genitalia filled
his nostrils when he took in a deep breath. He looked down at Moric, who
continued to slurp hungrily on his dick for a few more moments, before, with
obvious reluctance, he relinquished his oral grip on it.


“Don’t come yet. We can’t have that, stud,” Moric told
Konrad, grinning. “Try to save your load, for now.” The handsome guy’s face was
flushed from his oral exertions, wet and glistening with sweat. Additional
rivulets of freely-flowing perspiration ran down his chest and belly, matting
the dark pubic hairs adorning his groin above the firm upward-thrust mass of
his cock.


As for Jakob, he seemed to be off in another world,
one all his own, rocking his body back and forth on the bed, while Moric
continued to push his fingers in and out of his ass—fingers, plural, because by
now Moric had slipped two more fingers into the tight, butch hole next to the
first one. The husky blond bodybuilder’s long hair streamed loosely over the
back of his neck, his shoulders, and the pillow he had his head resting on. His
big, hard buttocks gleamed with a thick, oily-looking layer of sweat. Konrad
thought that the three of them looked as though they were professional
bodybuilders, who’d oiled up their bodies before going on stage in a physique
competition and show.


“Now, why don’t you suck me?” Moric
invited Konrad. With a squishy sound, he pulled his fingers out of Jakob’s ass.
He shifted his position, and he straddled Konrad’s chest.


Konrad smiled, indicating that he was perfectly
willing to blow the man. Moric’s large, heavy balls, sparsely coated with dark
hairs, hung down like two eggs in a fleshy sac, swaying lazily right above
Konrad’s face. The guy’s cock brushed over the tip of Konrad’s nose. Konrad
inhaled through his nostrils, savoring the manly aroma of Moric’s damp, heated
crotch, as he angled his head forward and up, straining his neck, and he opened
his mouth wide to swallow the john’s thick prick.


With quick, jerky movements, Konrad adjusted the
position of his shoulders, neck, and head, so that he could suck the cock more
comfortably and efficiently. He succeeded in absorbing it inside his mouth and
throat all the way to the balls, making Moric gasp in surprise and delight.


“Uh! Big, butch muscle fucker!” Moric exclaimed.
“Didn’t expect you to suck cock this well! Yeah, take it—take it all, big
man—take it and work on it!” Moric slid forward on Konrad’s heaving pecs,
leaning over him and forcing him to swallow every inch of his shaft, while he
nearly suffocated Konrad with his groin.


Meanwhile, Jakob had risen into a crouching position.
Obviously enjoying the sight of his gym buddy and fellow male prostitute
sucking Moric’s dick, he reached toward the nightstand beside the bed and
picked up a bottle of lubricant.


“You guys have gotten me all worked up,” Jakob
complained, happily. “Let me fuck you, Moric, while my buddy Konrad sucks you,”
he pleaded. “Then we can do that sandwich fuck thing you were talking about.”


“Sounds good to me. Go for it!” was Moric’s
enthusiastic response.


In anticipation of his answer, Jakob was already
applying the lube to his cock. Moving quickly behind Moric, with an agility
unusual for a muscle man of his size, he nudged himself forward on his knees
until he positioned right behind the other guy. The long-haired blond giant
leaned back until he could feel his butt cheeks resting on his heels. Pressing
forward again, he placed his hands on Moric’s behind and he spread his buttocks
wide, searching with the glans of his slippery fuck tool for the familiar feel
of the puckered sphincter opening. Without giving his john a chance to change
his mind. Jakob bucked his pelvis forward and upward, and in one smooth, sure
motion, he drove his stiff moneymaker all the way up his client’s asshole.


“Damn,” Moric breathed. “I keep forgetting how big
that thing of yours is! Every time you screw me, stud, it’s like having my
cherry busted, all over again! Go ahead. Get in there. Get in there, and fuck.”
He squirmed, pushing his butt back provocatively into his fucker’s crotch,
trying to obtain a still deeper penetration. “Fuck,” he repeated, gasping for
breath. “Oh, yeah, fuck that hole!”


Jakob wrapped his huge arms around Moric’s narrow
waist, enclosing him in a bear hug, pinning him firmly back against his massive
chest. He drove his thighs under the john’s buttocks and he jackhammered his
dick back and forth within the tight, constricting anal tunnel which he was
possessing so thoroughly. 


“Fuck me!” Moric cried. Then he resumed his
impassioned, expert fucking of Konrad’s face.


Giving in to a wild, overpowering hunger which seemed
to possess him, Konrad sucked harder on Moric’s cock. Meanwhile, Jakob’s
erection continued to explore the innermost recesses of Moric’s hot, steamy
asshole. The two hustlers worked together as a team, doing everything in their
power to stimulate their customer.


Moric was almost mad with lust, now. His ass was
stuffed with Jakob’s oversized fuck tool, while his cock was being sucked by
Konrad’s experienced and enthusiastic mouth.


Konrad raised his hands and caressed Moric’s thighs.
He slid his fingers inward, until they were touching the guy’s balls. He cupped
the hot testicles in his palm, playfully rolling them back and forth, making
Moric groan, and at the same time Konrad hollowed his cheeks and increased the
force of his suction. Moric’s penis pulsed strongly inside his mouth. Moric
moaned, softly, tilting his head back and resting it on Jakob’s shoulder, while
his butt cheeks squirmed ecstatically in response to Jakob’s steady impalement
of his anus.


“Fucked,” Moric panted. “I love to get fucked!”


“So does Konrad,” Jakob told him.


Still sucking away, Konrad grunted his assent. He
worked on Moric’s balls harder, while he moved his other hand under Moric’s
crotch and up, rubbing it the man’s perineum muscle, until he could feel the
underside of Jakob’s cockshaft as it pumped in and out of Moric hole. Konrad
tickled Jakob’s dick with his fingertips, but then, rather sadistically, he
scratched its sensitive skin with his fingernails.


Jakob grunted. “Goddamn you,” he swore. “Like the way
my cock feels, going into his ass, do you?”


Konrad jerked his head back far enough to free his
mouth from Moric’s cock. “Yeah, that’s hot,” he acknowledged. He could feel the
other bodybuilder’s prick throb more fiercely in response to his touch. “I want
to get fucked, too.”


Jakob grunted again, and he fell forward, driving more
of his dick into Moric’s ass and making him moan loudly in reaction to the
deeper penetration.


“Let’s make that sandwich,” Konrad suggested.


Rolling a bit to the right on the crowded mattress, he
drew his legs up to his chest and he turned around, until he was crouched on
his hands and knees. His muscular ass was facing the front of Moric’s body.
Grabbing the lube, Konrad used it to slick up the john’s cock. Then he pushed
his butt into Moric’s groin, in mute but unmistakable invitation, his body
language more eloquent that any words.


As Konrad backed up, Moric moved forward, wrapping one
arm around the bodybuilder’s massive chest, while he guided his cock into the
groove between Konrad’s glutes and inserted it through his trembling hole. With
a quick jerk thrust of his pelvis, Moric took possession of the anus, driving
his dick hard into the hustler’s body.


“Uh, my God! Fucking hell, that cock of yours feels
huge,” Konrad gasped, deep in his throat, as his ass was stretched by the
unfamiliar male organ. He could feel Moric’s hard-muscled body quivering behind
him. “And it’s going in deep.”


“Take it,” Jakob advised.


“Yeah, give up that hot, tight muscle ass, stud,”
Moric insisted. He slid more and more of his cock into Konrad’s ass. 


The three men rested for a moment, panting loudly,
perspiring heavily, their cocks throbbing in unison. Reaching under Konrad’s
thighs, Moric found his dick, which he began milking, lightly, teasing the
hypersensitive flesh with skilled fingers. Konrad whimpered, aware that his
balls, as well as his cock, were aching for relief. Then Moric began fucking
him, slowly at first, easing his prick all the way into the hustler’s anus,
touching bottom against his prostate, and retreating until only the thick knob
of his cockhead was still distending Konrad’s sphincter ring. Moric repeated
the process, over and over again, gradually speeding up his thrusts and
withdrawals, driving Konrad wild.


Meanwhile, Jakob rode along with the john’s motions,
keeping his cock firmly wedged inside Moric’s ass, holding onto Moric’s
shoulders with both of his hands. At the same time, Konrad instinctively,
mindlessly shoved his butt back into Moric’s groin, in a mute plea to be fucked
even harder and faster.


“Oh, yeah, this is just what I wanted,” Moric moaned,
while hot wet sweat broke out all over his body. The perspiration ran down his
forehead and got into his eyes, stinging them, momentarily blinding him. He
raised one hand to wipe his eyes. “Two hot goddamn stud bodybuilders,” he went
on, in a heated whispered. “One on either side of me—me in the middle–fucking
and being fucked! Ah, it’s good. It’s so damn good!”


The three men’s sweaty bodies slid easily over one
another. Their groans mingled with the slick sounds of hot, wet muscle and
flesh, smacking against more muscle and flesh, banging and grinding together in
a flurry of flailing limbs.


Jakob began to slam his meaty prick more roughly into
Moric’s ass. Konrad had to give the john credit—he could certainly take it, as
well as dishing it out! Jakob’s more savage plowing of Moric’s manhole had a
welcome side effect. The pressure and friction inside his anus made Moric fuck
Konrad just as forcefully. It was as though Jakob’s dick had penetrated right
through Moric’s body and he, not Moric, was the one who was drilling so deeply
into Konrad’s spasming, agitated rectum!


Konrad could feel his fucker’s tool swelling larger
inside him, vibrating more rapidly against his anal membranes. The lewd
suctioning noises generated by hard cocks pistoning in and out of tight
assholes drove the three men insane with lust, and they pounded their bodies
together with total abandon, with real violence.


Konrad felt Moric’s fist tightening on his cock,
pumping away on it with an insistent, wrenching motion now, giving Konrad a
hand job which was almost more painful than pleasurable. Afraid to protest,
though, Konrad didn’t complain. The customer was always right, after all! Moric
was mumbling obscenities into Konrad’s ear, between grunts and gasps, while he
frenziedly worked the hustler’s big, hot dick. Konrad’s heavy balls swung back
and forth. He fought his desire to squirt his semen prematurely all over the
wadded-up bedsheets he and the other two men lay on. He could feel Moric’s
hairy groin rubbing against his butt cleft and ass cheeks, chafing his skin,
while the wealthy young man’s upper thighs slapped noisily against the
undersides of his glutes.


Abruptly, the muscular john paused in his erotic
frenzy, his body going taut, and quivering like a tightly-drawn and strummed
wire. A low-pitched, bestial growl rumbled up out of his throat, and he jerked
himself forward, pressing his chest against Konrad’s back. At the same time,
Moric’s head snapped back, and, in strange contrast to the deep growl he’d just
emitted, he let out a sharp, strained yelp.


Konrad felt the man’s cock expand to still larger
dimensions inside the narrow tunnel of his anus, and then the bloated male
organ pummeled him in a rapid, uncontrolled pumping motion. He knew that Moric
was ejaculating, firing volleys of jism into his well-fucked ass.


“Ah, motherfucking hell!” Moric shouted, his fist
tightening around Konrad’s dick in a stranglehold. “This is what I wanted, all
right! Take it, stud! Take my jizz in your ass!”


The knowledge that the stud john was about to dump his
cum into his ass was too much for Konrad. He let himself relax the controls
which he’d been struggling to impose on his own aching dick. Almost
immediately, he could feel his sperm rising from deep within his body, like
lava surging up through the cone of a volcano. The liquid began its impetuous
rush through the tingling core of his cock, and there was no way to stop it
now.


As Moric thrashed and heaved about on the bed, even in
the throes of near-orgasmic passion he did not let go of Konrad’s prick. He
massaged the swollen cock flesh with an ever more efficient roughness, until he
felt it expand slightly within his grasp, pulsating strongly against the inside
of his fist. Moric shouted out incoherently when Konrad’s body tensed against
his, and then he fell forward.


Konrad threw his head back and he echoed Moric’s
hoarse cry, before he collapsed on the bed, burying his face in a crumpled
pillow. His fingers scrabbled to find a purchase on the mattress, clawing at it
through the folds of the disordered sheets, and he began to shoot his cum, in
hard, fast spurts which wet the fabric. Moric stopped pumping his fist up and
down on Konrad’s cock. Content now just to hold and squeeze the throbbing
shaft, he gripped it while it unloaded in jet after jet of frothy jism.


Jakob was the next to shoot off. The blond stallion jackhammered
his pelvis hard against Moric’s buttocks, the repeated impact flattening them,
his balls swinging forward and smacking against Moric’s. Rotating his behind
around in lewd semi-circles, Jakob felt the sperm pressure build up and peak
inside him, and then, abruptly, the cum exploded through his ass-embedded
prick. His hot thick seed flew out into Moric’s welcoming ass. The muscular
young john squeezed his sphincter tightly around his fucker’s ramrod, milking
out every drop of the potent fluid from Jakob’s contracting balls, until the
spasms racking both men’s bodies slowed and stopped.
















 


Chapter Eight: His Secret Admirer


 


A few days after his physically exhausting, but
financially highly profitable, threesome with Jakob and Moric, Konrad was at
The Body Shop, putting in a long, hard workout.


Afterward, in the locker room, he stripped and hit the
showers, soaking himself under the soothing hot spray for longer than usual.


Returning to his locker, rubbing himself dry with his
towel, he saw something unusual.


The locker doors had rows of small parallel vertical
slots cut in them, to allow for ventilation. Into one of these slots, on Konrad’s
locker, a white business envelope was inserted, and was sticking out.


“What the fuck is this?” Konrad muttered to himself,
aloud.


Konrad assumed that this was some correspondence from
the gym’s management, although it seemed strange to him that his locker was the
only one being used as a mailbox.


He unlocked the door and opened it, and then he pulled
out the envelope. Konrad was machine-printed neatly on the front of the
sealed envelope.


He tore open the envelope and extracted a single sheet
of paper. Unfolding it, he saw that it contained a text, apparently written
using a computer’s word processing program, and printed out. It was a quite
enigmatic and provocative message.


Hello, Konrad—


Let me be anonymous for now. I’ve been
admiring you and following your progress as you build your body for quite some
time. You have an amazing physique, and you are definitely one of the hottest
men who works out here at The Body Shop.


I lie awake at night on my bed, and before
I go to sleep, I often jerk off thinking about you, seeing your naked body and
your huge hard muscles in my imagination, and wondering what you would be like
as a sex partner.


I love to pump iron myself and I enjoy
pushing myself past my limits, stressing my muscles and forcing them to grow.
Although I’m not quite at your level of physical development yet, I am getting
there, gradually, and I think I look pretty good. 


I’m an openly gay man who really enjoys
sex. Naturally, if the other guy has a great body, that’s a plus.


Let me tell you about one of my recent
adventures. You might find it interesting. I only wish I could have done it
with you. 


A few weeks ago, this big fucking muscle
stud got in touch with me, after another guy I know gave him my number—with my
permission, of course. I’m always willing to have my reputation as a good fuck
spread around town by word of mouth, so to speak, lol! The man sent me a few
naked photos of himself, and I have to admit I was kind of impressed by what I
saw. This dude is almost as big as I am, and he’s got a nice ass and a
good-sized uncut dick.


He trains at one of those pissy fitness
clubs, you know the type, places where the snooty clientele wouldn’t be caught
dead working out at a sweat pit like The Body Shop. Fuck them, they don’t know
what they’re missing, what with all the hot guys like you and me pumping iron
here. This guy’s name is Lajos, and he works construction. He’s been in the
military, and so it’s not surprising that like a lot of ex-grunts he’s used to
taking orders and being dominated by tough-talking, virile
men. I don’t know what it is about guys like him, but there’s something that
makes them willing to be a real alpha male bodybuilder’s submissive little
muscle bitch. You must have guys like that coming on to you all the time,
begging for the chance to worship and service your incredibly hot body.


At first, Lajos just wanted to talk dirty
with me over the phone, or sext. I wasn’t about to wear out my thumbs typing a
lot of porn shit onto my phone, so I insisted that we talk. That turned out
okay, though. I wasn’t shy. Over the phone, I told him in obscene, disgusting
detail exactly what I wanted him to do. He loved having that nasty verbal cock
play and muscle sex talk directed at him. We jacked off together during our
phone sex session, and I made that horny son of a bitch beg me to be allowed to
come. I edged him for over half an hour before I finally gave
him permission to shoot. And then I blew my own load, and I sent him a
selfie of my still-hard, semen-smeared cock. Lajos really got off on that, as
you can probably imagine.


A few days later, after I sent him a
little video showing me jerking off and telling him how I was going to make him
take my slimy load all over his face, he responded by sending me a video of him
shooting his cum all over himself, smearing it over his sweaty torso, and
licking it off his sticky fingers. The guy is a real whore!


Remember, Konrad, I hadn’t ever met up
with him in person, and at that point I really had no intention of doing so.
But then he texted me, begging to see me face to face—or, rather, dick to dick,
lol!


I agreed to meet him at a café, the Café
Molnar, which is near The Body Shop, so it was convenient for me. And over our
coffee we talked about some of the things we like to do with other guys, and
some of our fantasies. Lajos told me he’s really into porn videos, especially
American porn. He speaks pretty good English, and his job requires him to
travel to the United States two or three times a year. On each of these trips,
he stocks up on American porn DVDs. He has them shipped to his home, so they’re
waiting for him when he gets home, and then he has himself a marathon jack-off
session while watching them. 


He invited me to his place to see one of
them, from the most recent batch.


At his apartment, we got naked, and we
settled down comfortably side-by-side on Lajos’s couch, with stiff drinks in
our hands to go along with our stiff dicks, lol.


Konrad, you wouldn’t believe what was on
that DVD! It was real hardcore shit. Huge, pumped up, steroid freak
bodybuilders, pierced and tattooed, eight of the motherfuckers teaming up to
gangbang a ninth stud! He had one big hard cock after another shoved up his
ass, while one dick after another was fed into his mouth and throat. His
buddies bred the son of a bitch. They’d pull out at the last moment while
fucking him, they’d blow their wads over his asshole, and then they’d shove
their wet pricks right back into his cum-soaked butt. Some of the horny
bastards, while they were waiting their turn to screw him, would rim him,
sucking another guy’s fresh cum out of the stud’s
just-fucked hole. Talk about hot!


Lajos and I started playing with each
other’s pricks while we watched the smut. Soon, though, we got more interested
in each other than in the video. I showered the filthy sex pig with verbal
abuse while I commanded him to worship my goddamn body, kissing and licking and
sucking me everywhere. I got angry with him, slapping his face with my cock,
letting him suck on it every now and then, only to take it away from him again,
and telling him he’d have to earn the privilege of blowing me. I worked him
into a real frenzy of frustration.


Konrad, you should have been there, you
should have seen the huge load he shot off when I finally deigned to come on
his face and slather his ugly mug with my sperm. Of course, Lajos isn’t really
ugly. In fact, he’s a good-looking guy, for a stuck-up yuppie. But I kept insulting
him, the whole time I was giving him the facial, telling him what a worthless
piece of muscle-worshipping shit he was, and how I was doing him a big favor by
giving him my jizz.


He’s asked me to come back a few times
since then, but I’m playing it cool. I’m stalling him, getting him good and
frustrated and desperate, all edged up, before I meet up with him again and I
let him worship my physique and jerk me off, and suck my dick and my ass.


I’ll let you know when I do give the dirty
little muscle freak what he wants.


Meanwhile, I’d like to get together with
you, big guy. I’d like us to get naked and enjoy a mutual muscle admiration and
masturbation session.


I’ll stay in touch. Keep working that body
of yours, getting those big muscles of yours all pumped up and ready for me. I
want to run my hands all over them, and lick them, and smell and taste your
sweat.


Your cum, too. I can’t wait to lick it up
and smell it and taste it.


Signed—Your Secret Admirer, lol!


“Lol, my ass!” Konrad exclaimed, under his breath.
“Jesus fucking Christ! What a freak!”


He was being stalked. He couldn’t believe it!


Refolding the paper, he put it back in the envelope,
which he shoved into his gym bag.


During the days which followed, Konrad tried to guess
the identity of his anonymous correspondent. Unless the guy was delusional, he
was a serious weight trainer, and well built. Obviously, he was oversexed. That
didn’t exactly narrow down the field of potential perverts! He could be any one
of a couple of dozen members of the gym.


And then, late one afternoon, the same thing happened.
Konrad came back to his locker after showering, to find a second envelope
inserted in his locker’s door.


It was another lewd epistle, written with an
unblushing candor.


Hello again, Konrad—


You’re looking good. So pumped up. So big
and hard. So sexy.


But I haven’t been idle, either. Not here in
the gym—nor outside of it!


You know how it is. A lot of the time, the
guys who want to worship me really get into exploring my body and my cock,
obeying my orders and, no matter how manly they are, behaving like meek little
muscle bitches, giving me a tongue bath and working my meaty hard-on for me
while they admire my physical development, my power, and my strength. It’s all
about the cock jacking and the cocksucking for most of these physique
enthusiasts, but I bet you, Konrad, wouldn’t be surprised by how many of these
curious, submissive studs are willing to go all the way to please a man like
me.


Even men who look and act straight, who
think of themselves as straight, have been known to allow themselves to be
caught up in muscle lust and turn gay.


Patrik is one of those guys. Know him? He’s
a young muscle pup, just turned twenty-one, who works out at The Body Shop. The
horny little jock dude started out in the usual way, by admiring me from a
distance, lusting after me on the weight floor, checking me out in the showers,
jerking off while watching me shower and then finally working up the nerve to
get closer to me and ask my permission for him to feel my body. He’d never done
anything with another man before, but one touch of his hands on my hard,
bulging muscles changed all that. Konrad, you know what it’s like when these
young guys see an incredible physique. It’s almost too damn easy to seduce
them, because they’re so hot and bothered by the sight and the feel of some
real muscle!


Konrad freaked out a bit when he read that. He knew a
guy named Patrik, who worked out at The Body Shop. Patrik was a young muscle
pup, like Sandor—less handsome and less well-built, perhaps, but still an
attractive boy. Konrad had no more than a nodding acquaintance with him.


The letter writer had slipped up by mentioning Patrik
by name, inadvertently giving Konrad a clue, providing him with a way for
Konrad to learn his identity. All Konrad would have to do—assuming that the
letter was factually accurate, and not just a description of masturbation fantasies—was
interrogate Patrik about whom he’d had sex with recently.


Feverishly, Konrad read on.


Konrad, you know a dude like me needs to
fuck some butch ass now and then, so when Patrik begged me to fuck his virgin
male hole, I didn’t refuse the boy, and I didn’t hold back. He wanted to start
out our sex session with some nude wrestling, so I unrolled the mat which I
keep for just such occasions. We oiled up and grappled. Even though Patrik is a
tight-bodied little muscle pup, what I call a pocket fuck, lol, he couldn’t
defend himself against a big man like me. I was in full control. I got his ass
pinned down on the mat and I told him that his ass now belonged to me, that his
hole was my property by right of conquest, and I wasn’t going to spare him.


Oh, shit, Konrad, that sweet fresh boy
nearly creamed himself then and there, just from hearing how I swore to take
him! I spat out some of the dirtiest language a gay man ever said or heard, and
he loved that, too. His cock was so hard every time I grabbed it, that he
begged me to stop jerking him, because he didn’t want to come too quickly. I
warned him that he was only allowed to shoot at my command. He couldn’t even
touch my dick without almost going over the edge and orgasming.


After holding him down on the mat and
grinding my oily naked body and my slippery cock against him a few times, I
finally jammed my dickhead in between his sexy glutes, and I felt his
incredibly tight virgin hole resisting me. With a little more effort, I pushed
myself through his pucker and inside his anus, and he yelled like a girl. But
within a few seconds, he was sprawled there on his back with his legs in the
air and his butt raised and pressed into my crotch, taking my cock, begging for
it, loving it. I raped his ass. But, as they say, you can’t rape the willing,
lol! Patrik was with me all the way, so hot for it that he was practically out
of his mind with lust.


A boy’s first fuck, yeah, that’s always
something special.


He was stroking his dick while I fucked
him, hard. I knew that my big muscle prick jammed up his ass must be hurting
him, but I didn’t care. His hot tight fuckhole was just too exciting to screw.
My balls ached and my dickhead kept spitting out pre-cum while I pounded his
butt, sliding roughly in and out of his ass, making a man out of the boy,
teaching him what sex between guys was all about. While I hammered him, I
grabbed his big dick and I started jacking it off.


Konrad, you wouldn’t believe the amount of
cum that kid shot off. Or maybe you would, because I bet a real muscle stud
like you is a dirty dog, just like me, who’s had his share of such juicy young
muscle pups, begging you to fuck them, to initiate them and break in their
butts.


The moment I felt Patrik’s no longer
virgin hole throbbing around the shaft of my meaty muscle shaft, squeezing down
on it in an orgasmic frenzy, my own goddamn cock was so overstimulated that I
spewed out my own huge, thick load of sperm, deep inside his sweet young ass.
Oh, man, what a fuck! What a come! Shit, dude! In that moment, I was the most
sexually satisfied guy in Budapest. No, make that in the whole of Hungary!


That sexy little muscle bitch now knows
that he can come to me any time, and I’ll use him right, continuing his
training—and I’m not talking about weight training, lol! He’s coming over to my
place again tomorrow night, after the gym, and I’m trying my damnedest to keep
myself from shooting off a load in the meanwhile, because I want to save my
seed for my boy. I’m going to see whether I can drown him in cum.


But I still want to hook up with you,
stud, for some hot, intense mutual muscle worship and sex play.


I’ve obtained some of that hardcore
American porn that my fuck buddy Lajos likes so much. How I’d enjoy watching
one of those videos with you, while we jerk off together and we edge each
other, delaying our ejaculations for as long as possible, because we know that
we’ll come that much more strongly when we do let our semen spurt.


If you’re interested, Konrad, then here’s
what I propose. Meet me at the Café Molnar on Friday evening at seven P.M.
Okay? You’ll recognize me. You’ll know me by sight, from the gym. And I’ll know
you, big guy, by that hot body of yours, even when it’s covered up by clothes.


Soon you may know me much better, more
intimately.


Signed—Your Secret Admirer


The next time Konrad saw Patrik at the gym, he went
out of his way to engage the boy in conversation.


“How’re your workouts going?” Konrad asked.


“Okay. Could be better, I guess. Gains are hard. Takes
time,” Patrik replied.


“Yeah, don’t I know it! Hey—maybe I could spot you,
and give you a few tips,” Konrad suggested.


“Oh, wow, Konrad, that’d be great!” Patrik was all
agog, starry-eyed at the thought that Konrad was taking an interest in him.


After their workout, in the steam room, Konrad began
his interrogation—subtly.


“Do you ever go to the Café Molnar?” Konrad inquired,
casually.


“Ah—sometimes.” Patrik seemed a bit wary, as though he
sensed this wasn’t a purely spontaneous question on Konrad’s part.


“I’m feeling the need for a caffeine fix,” Konrad
said. “Why don’t you let me buy you a coffee—and a pastry—there? I could use a
quick sugar rush, too.”


Eagerly, Patrik agreed. He was happy to spend more
time in Konrad’s company.


They showered, got dressed, and left the gym, walking
the few blocks to the café. They drank cups of strong black coffee, with
dollops of fresh whipped cream floating on the surface in the cups. Patrik
stuffed his face, shamelessly, with boyish glee, with Maina Piskstatekercs,
raspberry cream sponge cake rolled into a roulade shape, while Konrad contented
himself with a slim slice of a rich Esterhazy torte.


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


“Aw, Konrad—don’t tease me,” Patrik pleaded.


“No, seriously. There’s no need to be embarrassed
about it. Have you gone home with any of The Body Shop’s regulars, recently?”


“Well—there’s this one guy. He’s really hot. And he’s
got such a dirty imagination, when it comes to sex, you know? He’s into
roleplaying and nasty talk. He’s bossy. Likes to be the one who’s in charge.”


“Um, that sounds interesting. Tell me more. What’s his
name?”


“He’s out, but still—! If I tell you who he is, will
you be discreet?”


“Patrik, I’m the soul of discretion,” Konrad vowed.


“It’s Domonikos.”


“Ah.”


Now Konrad had a name, a face, and a physique, to go
along with the cryptic messages he’d received.


That figures,
he thought.


Domonikos was a bit of a loner, who came to the gym,
put in his workout, took the steam, showered, got dressed, and left—all without
interacting too much with any of the other members. He fit the profile of a
sex-crazed stalker, all right!


He was dark-haired, dark-complexioned, thick-set,
thick-limbed, hairy-bodied, and indeed kind of swarthy. Konrad had in fact
speculated that the guy might have Roma, or Gypsy, blood. This wouldn’t have
mattered to Konrad, although some Hungarians were prejudiced, hanging on to
archaic notions about ethnicity.


Outwardly, on the surface, though, Domonikos was a
perfectly innocuous, seemingly ordinary and harmless, guy. Soft-spoken—butch,
in a laidback, unaggressive way. Maybe he didn’t have the most Adonis-like
facial features—he was pleasant-looking, rather than stunningly handsome—but he
did possess one hell of a bitching body, large and hard-muscled, nicely
proportioned.


To reward Patrik for being such a good source of
information, Konrad took the muscle pup home with him, and there he fucked the
hell out of him.


Because he now knew, thanks to the second one of those
explicit letters, that Patrik was into muscle worship, big time, Konrad
encouraged the lad to lick his body all over, before he had Patrick concentrate
his oral efforts on sucking his ass and his cock. Then he made Patrik get
astride him and ride his well-greased dick, long and hard, giving Patrik’s anus
and his own penis a good workout.


Domonikos had taught Patrik well. The boy was a born
muscle bitch, but Domonikos’s tutelage had obviously jacked up his innate
submissiveness to an altogether higher and more piquant level.


Konrad bred the muscle pup’s ass, satisfying them
both. He added Patrik to his long list of fuck buddies, guys whom he could
contact when he was horny, inviting them to get together with him again for
some hot but essentially casual fun and games in bed.


Meanwhile, Konrad had that Friday evening assignation,
to keep.


More than a little apprehensively, he walked into the
Café Molnar. But Domonikos, looking infuriatingly at his ease, was seated at a
table, waiting for him.


“I’m so glad you came,” he purred, when Konrad seated
himself opposite him.


“Believe me, I had my misgivings,” Konrad admitted.


“Oh? Really? Why?”


“This whole thing is kind of weird, Domonikos. You
surely must admit that.”


“Call me Dom, for short,” Domonikos invited Konrad.


“That suits you, doesn’t it? You being such a tough
guy, such a hard ass, and all,” Konrad said. He was referring to the fact that,
making a pun in English, dom was the slang term, short for dominant,
for the top man in a master-slave, or top man and bottom man, sexual
relationship. “Just for your information, though, dude,” Konrad went on. “My
nickname isn’t ‘Sub.’ Never has been, and never will be.”


Dom laughed. “Understood.”


“Just wanted to clarify that, from the start.”


“You’re extremely butch.”


“Thanks.”


“Butch guys have been known to give it up, though.”


“True,” Konrad agreed. “By the way. I fucked your boy,
Patrik.”


He almost hoped that Domonikos would be jealous,
infuriated. But the other bodybuilder seemed merely amused. And tolerant.


“He’s a frisky little muscle pup, isn’t he?” Dom
asked.


“Yeah.”


“I hope he took good care of you.”


“He did.”


“Fine. I don’t mind sharing him. He could use some
variety, you know? Some range of experience, when it comes to his sex
partners.”


“Tell me something,” Konrad said, rather aggressively.
“Are you in the habit of writing dirty notes like that, anonymously, and
slipping them to other guys on the sly?”


“Only when the other guy is exceptionally hot, like
you,” an unperturbed Dom replied.


“Some guys might take offense.”


“Did you? Take offense?”


“Well—to be honest, no. I was a little creeped out, at
first. But then I became intrigued.”


“Most men are intrigued, by a hint of the taboo—the
forbidden,” Dom suggested. “They’re curious. Ready to experiment. Want another
coffee? Or shall we go to my place, and play around?”


Konrad had showed up for this strange rendezvous fully
prepared to act haughty, and to tell Dom to go fuck himself. Now, though, he
was experiencing quite different emotions. To his annoyance, he liked the guy.
He wanted him! So much for pride.


“Yeah, let’s,” Konrad mumbled.


In Dom’s apartment, he was a gracious host, who served
Konrad Egri Bikavér, or “Bull’s Blood of Egri,” a robust red wine. The
two men sat side-by-side on Dom’s large and luxurious leather-upholstered
couch, facing his huge widescreen television set. Dom loaded a DVD into the
disc player, and he thumbed the remote control.


“I think you’ll get a kick out of this,” he predicted.


“American porn?” Konrad guessed.


“Yeah. The best porn! They sure know how to fuck, over
there,” Dom said, with relish. “Sit back. Make yourself comfortable. Drink up.
And enjoy!”


Curious, Konrad picked up the DVD case and studied it.
His English was good enough to allow him to read and understand the blurb on
the back cover.


There, inserted among the postage-stamp sized photos
of the video’s cast—all of whom were shown naked, smiling, and erect—was the
text. Superstar muscle stud Colorado Drake begs for it, deeper and harder,
as he takes a dozen big cocks down his throat and up his butch fuckhole, in an
epic gangbang that ends with the cock-crazed stud taking load after raw load up
his sloppy, fucked-out manhole! But all that fucking and breeding isn’t enough
for the piggy bottom, and soon he’s craving still more dick. Who says that
thirteen is an unlucky number? Big, tough Jock Ramwell is ready to step into
the breach and provide his fat daddy dick to stretch out the slutty bottom’s
hole to the max and fill him with another huge, hot load. Then it’s bukkake
time, as the twelve other well-hung stallions milk their fuck tools and drench
Colorado in their cum.


Konrad found the names Colorado Drake and Jock Ramwell
to be quite exotic-sounding, and the small but revealing photos of the burly
performers were certainly promising.


Meanwhile, the television screen had come to life, and
there in living color was Colorado Drake, being efficiently gangbanged by an
assembly line of tough-looking, exceptionally well-endowed, priapic studs.


“Jesus,” Konrad muttered, almost spilling his wine as
he raised his glass to his lips and drank. “How can one guy’s hole take so much
cock?”


“Oh, mine has,” Dom boasted.


“Really? Then I guess my merely adequate dick isn’t
likely to satisfy you,” Konrad suggested, pessimistically.


“I’m willing to give it a try, if you are.”


The next thing Konrad knew, he and Dom were both
naked. Still seated on the couch, Konrad’s butt was sunk into the soft leather
cushions, while Dom’s lips and tongue and hands roamed freely all over Konrad’s
body. Staring intently at the porn video, watching the brawny American sex performer
having his manhole reamed out by cock after cock, Konrad let Dom play with him.
The other bodybuilder ignored the video for the time being—no doubt he knew how
the story turned out! He concentrated on Konrad’s physique, licking his
armpits, sucking on his nipples, toying with his balls, jerking his cock.
Mutely, he encouraged Konrad to lift his butt a bit, so that Dom could
finger-fuck his ass with one hand while his other fist pumped away furiously on
his cock. 


“Christ,” Konrad moaned.


“You’re so hot,” Dom told him, in a passionate
whisper.


“This is better than just fantasizing about me, and
jerking off thinking about me, isn’t it?”


“Much better, big guy.”


“Let me work on your dick, too, while you pound mine
and you finger my ass.”


“Jack me, dude, but let’s try to come yet. Make it
last. Watch the video. This is the good part, coming up. The bukkake. Those
bastards are going to surround that guy Colorado and cover him in their cum.”


“Shit. Aw, shit,” Konrad gasped, as the obscene
spectacle unfolded between his eyes. Colorado ended up so slathered with semen
from head to foot that he resembled an insect emerging from its sticky cocoon.


“I’d like to have every hot guy at The Body Shop get
together and do that to me,” Dom declared.


Next, Dom sat in Konrad’s lap, astride him, facing the
television screen, where the lurid sex activities were still playing themselves
out. Dom rode Konrad’s cock, lustily, athletically, with a frantic anal itch
which only deep, hard phallic penetration could soothe.


“Fuck me, stud!” Dom yelled. “Oh, fuck me hard, you
big-dicked muscle son of a bitch, and fuck me deep and hot! Come on, give me
that cock. Make me feel it. All of it!”


Manfully, Konrad strove to satisfy the other man.


This was a freebie, he realized. Dom wasn’t a john. He
was just another hot gay guy who loved muscle sex. Konrad couldn’t fault the
man for that. Hustling was all very well and good. It served its purpose,
bringing in some extra money now and then. But there was something to be said
for purely recreational sex, too!


Keeps me in practice,
he told himself, philosophically. Yeah—a fuck like this helps to keep the
equipment in good working order! Lol!
















 


Chapter Nine: A Married Man Becomes a Sex Object


 


One evening, Konrad had put in his workout at The Body
Shop. Stripping naked and stowing his sweaty gym clothes in his gym bag and
securing it in his locker, he grabbed his towel and he treated himself to a
long sweat in the steam room. Then, slowly and languidly, he showered.


He was seated on the bench in front of his reopened
locker, drying off, getting ready to put his street clothes back on, when another
member approached him and struck up a conversation.


Konrad already knew this man by sight. He was “old” by
Konrad’s standards, maybe in his mid-forties. He wore a wedding ring, which
Konrad, thinking of Todor, knew was no guarantee of marital fidelity. The guy
had a pretty good body for his age, and a full head of iron gray hair, which he
wore rather long. He scored points with Konrad because he didn’t dye his hair
in an attempt to look younger. Konrad wasn’t really prejudiced in terms of age.
He’d been intimate with too many mature men who were truly fantastic in bed.
There was something to be said for experience, after all.


“Good evening,” the older man said, addressing the
young bodybuilder.


“Hi,” Konrad responded, amiably enough.


“I’ve seen you here so often, but I’ve never quite
worked up the courage to speak to you, until now.”


“Well, as you see, I don’t bite.” Konrad did bare his
teeth, but only in an ingratiating grin.


“With a physique as impressive as yours is, you must
have a lot of men annoying you.”


“Yeah.”


“I don’t want to be one of them.”


“You’re not annoying me,” Konrad said, graciously.
“Not at all. I admit it, I don’t like to gab a lot while I’m working out.
Afterward, though—I’m approachable enough, I hope. Sociable, I mean.”


“I must admit, I’ve been thinking, looking at you—you
must have trouble finding clothes that fit you, as big as you are,” the man
remarked.


“Well, I do like them loose,” Konrad said. “Off the
rack clothes can be a problem, sure.”


“Some bodybuilders wear everything real tight, to show
themselves off.”


“I guess that’s their choice. Me, I don’t like to feel
constricted. Plus,” Konrad added, boldly, “I don’t really need to advertise, if
you know what I mean. I get a lot of guys admiring my build, even when it’s
covered up. Kind of the way you’re admiring it, right now,” he suggested,
slyly.


“Am I being that obvious?”


“Actually, compared to some, you’re pretty damn
subtle.”


“Do you mind being hit on?”


“Depends on who’s doing the hitting. You’re doing all
right, so far.”


“If I thought I had any chance at all, I’d, ah—?”


“Make a move on me?” Konrad suggested.


“Something like that.”


“You know what they say. No pain, no gain. No, wait—I
meant to say, nothing ventured, nothing gained.”


“Tell me something. Do you hustle?”


“Ah—that’s kind of a leading question, isn’t it? The
kind of thing an undercover cop might ask, when he’s trying to entrap a guy,”
Konrad suggested, warily.


“What would a cop be doing in here, worrying about men
hooking up in a gym, when there are street hustlers working the streets and
sometimes ripping off tourists? That doesn’t make the city look good, so that’s
what the police concentrate on.”


“You seem to know whereof you speak.”


“Well, I do like male prostitutes,” the older man
admitted. “I’ve got nothing against them, if they’re honest and discreet. It’s
the drug addicts who ruin it for the others, and who can make the customers
feel unsafe. I usually deal with an escort agency.”


“Oh, how interesting.”


“You should be working for one of them. They collect
the money up front, you know, from the john’s credit card. So the whore—sorry, I
mean, the escort—doesn’t have to worry about that. The agency gets its cut, of
course. But anything in the way of a tip that the escort receives in cash is
his to keep.”


“This is all quite fascinating. I’d like to hear some
more about your experiences, making such arrangements,” Konrad said. He
remembered Jakob remarking to him about his reluctance to work for an escort
agency. But maybe it was an avenue which Konrad ought to explore.


“I’d love to sit down with you and talk. But you
haven’t answered my question. Do you hustle, or not? Are you available, are you
gay for pay, for the right price?”


Another guy who thinks I’m straight,
Konrad realized, rather smugly. I must be doing a damn good job of butching
it up! Well, what this dude doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Let him play out his
fantasy of hiring a straight stud for sex. And why should an agency get a cut?
He can pay me the full amount! No intermediaries, no middle men. Just a wad of
cold, hard cash, from his wallet directly into my hand.


“I go on dates sometimes, with gentlemen who are
generous,” Konrad said. Even as he said that, it occurred to him that he
probably sounded like some rustic (female) virgin who’d never been kissed.
Well, he might as well pile one fantasy upon another, for his admirer’s
benefit!


“How much do you charge?”


“Make me an offer. What’s it worth to you?”


“Fifty thousand? Is that enough?” [Translator’s
note: fifty thousand forints is approximately one hundred and seventy-six US
dollars.]


A hustler couldn’t score as big as Konrad had done
with Moric very often. Konrad would’ve been willing to accommodate this new guy
for much less, indeed for maybe a third of that sum, but he wasn’t about to
tell him that. He wasn’t above taking advantage of a sucker. “Okay,” he agreed.


“I’m married. Do you have a place we can go to?”


“Sure. My place.”


“Is it a safe neighborhood?”


“Jesus, man!” Konrad exclaimed, with a hint of
exasperation. “I live there! And it’s not a slum.”


“Sorry,” his john mumbled. “I have to be careful, you
know. I don’t want to be ripped off, that’s all.”


“I understand.” Konrad didn’t want to antagonize the
guy, and possibly jeopardize the deal, now. “Say, my friend, what’s your name?
I don’t like anonymous sex. Calling the other guy ‘hey, you’ can be kind of
awkward.”


“I’m Gregor.” 


That was among the most common of Hungarian men’s
given names, and maybe it wasn’t his real name, but Konrad didn’t care. He
could always ask one of the gym’s employees about the guy, in the unlikely
event that he wanted to confirm his true identity.


“I’m Konrad.”


“I know. Everybody here at The Body Shop knows you.
You’re the star here, the alpha male. Large and in charge. The one the rest all
look up to, and want to emulate.”


Hearing that, Konrad couldn’t help preening a little.
“Do they? It’s nice of you to say so. Come on, let’s go.”


Gregor followed Konrad in his car, to Konrad’s
apartment building. Once they were inside Konrad’s place, his new acquaintance didn’t
want a drink. He didn’t want to sit down and talk. No, he wanted the two of
them to get right down to business. He wanted them both to strip down naked and
have sex!


This was fine with Konrad, who suddenly found himself
feeling quite aroused, eager to interact erotically with another naked man and
get off. Gregor wasn’t exactly young, nor was he exactly an Adonis. But he was
fit for his age, far from repulsive, and at the moment he was sporting inside
his trousers a most impressive erect cock, good-sized, potent, ready for
action. Konrad had agreed to fuck around with the man for the money. Now,
though, he realized that he might be able to enjoy himself, quite aside from
the mercenary consideration.


Still, he hadn’t forgotten that this was, first and foremost,
a commercial transaction.


“Let’s see the color of your money,” he suggested.


“Oh. Yes. We may as well get that out of the way.”
Gregor took out his wallet and handed Konrad six ten-thousand banknotes.


“Thanks.” Konrad pocketed the King Stephens. [Translator’s
note: a reference to the fact that King Stephen’s image is printed on the
front of ten-thousand forint banknotes.] Now he was definitely in the mood
for sex!


Soon afterward, Konrad and Gregor were in his bedroom,
on his bed, which Konrad, as usual, hadn’t bothered to make after he’d gotten
up that morning. His john didn’t seem to mind the flung-back covers and rumpled
sheets. He was too preoccupied with using his hands, his lips, and his tongue,
on every part of Konrad’s naked body.


“Oh, what a hot fucking body you’ve got,” Gregor
raved, between his frantic, indiscriminate licks and sucks at Konrad’s flesh.
“I can’t believe I’m really here with you, doing this. This is like a dream
come true for me. When I see you big, hard young muscle studs at the gym, I get
so turned on, all I want to do is go home and jerk off. I have to do it in the
bathroom, goddamn it, so my wife won’t know. Sometimes, when I screw her, I
pretend I’m really in bed with one of you guys.”


“Well, there’s no need for you to do any pretending,
now. Go for it. Do whatever the hell you want to, whatever you’ve been
fantasizing about,” Konrad invited the closeted married man, generously.


“Cock,” Gregor gasped. “I want cock! I want to touch a
man’s cock—rub it—feel its hardness—shove it my mouth, and suck on it—!”


“Well, mister, in case you haven’t noticed, I’ve got a
nice big, hard cock all ready and waiting for you, right here. Don’t be shy.
Make good use of it. You’re paying for it,” Konrad reminded Gregor. “You may as
well suck it. Go on, be my guest. Get your mouth down on my meat and give it a
good suck.”


Gregor nodded, raising himself upward until his mouth
was positioned at the right angle to take Konrad’s ramrod. His tongue licked at
the half-exposed glans. Konrad relaxed, enjoying the light, wet, tantalizing
pressure of the other man’s tongue on his cockhead. Gregor inserted his
tongue-tip under Konrad’s partially retracted foreskin, swabbing it out, which
made Konrad writhe and moan in response to the assault on that most sensitive
part of his penis. His dick was quickly expanding to its full rigidity, the
foreskin now retracted, the prick knob completely bared. 


“Uh, I love it, I love the taste of a young man’s
smegma, trapped in there under his foreskin,” Gregor mumbled, in between his
rapid, agile licks. “Uh, shit, you scrubbed your dick, in the showers, at the
gym, didn’t you? Damn, I wish you’d let it stay dirty for me, with a nice
cheesy buildup! Yeah, that cock smell and that cock taste. I love it. It drives
me wild!”


It certainly seemed to be doing so, on this occasion!


While he licked Konrad’s cock, Gregor also ran his
hands over the bodybuilder’s hard torso, fondling his pecs, pinching his
nipples, and then sliding his palms farther down, over Konrad’s tensed abs, to
his groin. He massaged the muscle man’s thick thighs, and then he moved his
hands upward again, to Konrad’s ball sac. Gregor toyed with the big testicles,
rolling them about within their crinkly-skinned, hairy bag.


Finally, his mouth opened wide and it descended upon
the swollen head of Konrad’s cock. Closing his lips firmly around the shaft, Gregor
began to stroke it with his tongue, while he applied a strong, steady, highly
stimulating suction.


“Uh! Fuck! You goddamn hot-mouthed cocksucker,” Konrad
moaned. “Don’t just keep it your mouth and play with it. Go down all the way on
the fucking thing. Take it all. Suck it for real. Suck it good!”


Obediently, Gregor’s mouth slid lower around the
circumference of Konrad’s veiny, bloated, inflexible shaft, inching its way
down toward his balls. Konrad’s foreskin was now pulled back completely,
exposing the entirety of his vulnerable, lemon-sized glans to the warm, wet
mercy of Gregor’s clasping mouth.


“Yeah, that’s right. That’s the way to do it, that’s
how to suck cock. Oh, that’s just what I need.” Konrad ran his fingers through
the other man’s disheveled gray hair. Gregor shivered with lust, and he bobbed
his head slowly up and down in the muscle man’s lap, sucking him more
energetically, now. 


The older man was an experienced cocksucker, who knew
just how to take care of a potent young prick. He teased the erection, varying
the pressure which his lips exerted upon it, keeping the recipient of then blow
job guessing, never allowing him to become complacent and take the oral
stimulation for granted. Playing with the penis with his mouth, he prolonged
Konrad’s pleasure, not allowing him to get anywhere near ejaculation.


Konrad groaned with mingled delight and frustration.
He knew what Gregor was doing to him, how the guy was edging him, stringing him
along—keeping him hotly aroused, making him want more. He didn’t complain. He’d
rarely been blown so provocatively, to such excruciatingly pleasurable effect.
His orgasm, when it did come, would be well worth waiting for. At this rate,
getting there was more than half the fun!


“You’re incredible,” he praised Gregor, hoarsely.
“You’re doing just fine, dude. Oh, you’re doing such a number on my dick!
You’re going to drive me crazy, if you keep this up. But don’t stop. Please,
don’t stop! I can’t remember the last time I’ve had it so good—when I’ve had
such a hot mouth working on me.”


Gregor interrupted his cocksucking, letting Konrad’s
dick slip free from between his lips. He gazed up, ecstatically, at the
bodybuilder.


“Stud, I want you to come harder than you ever have in
your life, and give me a huge load of cum,” Gregor panted.


“I will,” Konrad vowed. “Just keep sucking me!”


Letting out a whimper of pure lust, Gregor opened his
mouth again. He resumed his cocksucking, once more accompanying it with a
lively up-and-down tongue action on the throbbing shaft inside his mouth.
Konrad couldn’t believe what he was experiencing. This hot-mouthed bastard was
really good at giving head. He was one of the best!


“There you go, you cock whore,” Konrad encouraged his
john. “Go ahead and treat yourself to a nice good fix of stiff dick, enough to
hold you for a while when you go home to your wife. When you’re in bed with
her, think about my cock, about how good it feels in your mouth right now. The
whole time you’re screwing her, I want you to look forward to the next time
you’re here with me, working on my prick with your mouth, guiding it down into
your throat, choking on it—and loving it! Yeah, man—when you shoot your cum
inside your wife’s pussy, I want you to pretend you’re getting my cum in your
mouth, instead. Tasting it—swallowing it—eating that muscle cock cum!”


Recklessly, indifferent to any discomfort it cost him,
Gregor was indeed now taking Konrad’s cock all the way inside his mouth and
down into his throat. He was in the grip of an oral madness, a frenzied need to
suck and suck, heedless of the consequences. Scarcely able to breathe, he
pumped his head violently up and down in Konrad’s crotch, force-feeding himself
every inch of the hot young bodybuilder’s steely cock, grunting and gurgling
around its throat-raping bulk, while he masturbated himself, his fist moving on
his own dick more rapidly, wrenching away painfully at his tortured erection,
trying desperately to squeeze the cum out of it.


“Mother of God!” Konrad blasphemed. “I swear by all
the cocksucking saints, you’re going to get a really big mouthful of cum!
You’re going to get too much for you to swallow. You’re going to choke on it!”


With his mouth and throat stuffed with potent young
cock meat, Gregor couldn’t reply in words. All he could do was suck on the
bodybuilder’s solid, swollen male member more forcefully, to let Konrad know
that he wanted nothing so much as to receive “a really big mouthful of cum,”
too much semen for him to be able to swallow comfortably all at once, enough
thick sperm to make him choke on the torrential flow!


“Fucking hell!” Konrad raged. “Don’t say I didn’t warn
you, dude! Here it comes! You’d better be ready! You’re going to get it all,
man, all the cum I’ve got to give you—aw, fuck! Oh, shit! Damn, I’m coming! So
hard! I’m coming so hard it hurts, you cocksucker! Uh, I can’t stand it,
I have to unload, you’re going to have to take it. Take it all—!”


Konrad ejaculated so violently that he almost expected
to kill his cocksucker with his cum! Surely, his eruption of
high-pressure sperm would snap Gregor’s head back and cause him to suffer
whiplash? Or the thick outpouring of jism would clog his windpipe and suffocate
him? Konrad could see the newspaper headlines now. Hustler arrested, charged
with death of married man in sex encounter gone wrong.


But, instead, stoically, Gregor took it all—swallowed
it all. Konrad filled the married man’s mouth and throat, to say nothing of his
stomach, with his frothy discharge of potent male seed! And it seemed as though
Gregor was going to live to tell the tale—or, rather, to keep it to himself, as
his own cherished, dirty secret.


“Christ, what a stud you are—what a muscle stud!”
Gregor babbled, after he’d finally eased his semen-saturated mouth off Konrad’s
emptied but still stiff prick. “What a load you gave me! God! That was worth
every forint. I’d pay twice as much for that.”


“Feel free to do so, next time,” Konrad invited the
man, cynically “Have you come, yet?” he asked.


“No,” Gregor whimpered. “I’m so close, though. I’m so
hard, it aches—it hurts.”


“Good! Don’t blow your wad yet. Save it for a little
while. Shove it up my ass and fuck the hell out of me.”


Gregor was stunned. “You get fucked?” he exclaimed, in
disbelief. “A masculine man like you?”


“Let’s not get hung up on stereotypes,” Konrad
insisted, caught up as he was in a fever of irresistible erotic need. Ejaculating,
as satisfying though it had been, had made his ass begin to twitch in a way
which was all too familiar to him. He had an unscratchable itch smoldering
away, deep in there, which could only be soothed by the direct stimulation of a
cock. “Just stick it up my ass, man. This is your lucky night. You get to fuck
a guy with a body like mine. No extra charge, all part of the service. Don’t
ask questions. Just fuck!”


Konrad found the lube which he kept in the nightstand
drawer beside his bed. 


“Lie back,” he told Gregor, while he quickly and
efficiently smeared the lube over the man’s stiff dick. “I’ll sit on it,” he
said, lewdly. “Yeah—I want to sit on your cock and ride it.”


After applying more of the lube to his anal opening,
using his fingers to work it inside, Konrad carried out his plan. He squatted
over Gregor and he impaled himself on the married man’s prick. Gregor wasn’t
hung as big as some of the guys whom Konrad had let fuck him recently, but his
more modestly dimensioned tool still did the job. The cock jabbed around inside
Konrad’s anus, not stretching him out too much, moving about freely within his
hole. But the usual burning sensation, where Konrad’s sphincter was closed
around the shaft, was there, and it was highly erotic. Konrad tightened his
anal muscles, bearing down on the dick which was screwing him. Bouncing up and
down above the supine, gasping Gregor, the bodybuilder did most of the work,
forcing the cock to slide rapidly up and down inside him.


“Fuck me raw, dude, and when you come, come in my ass
and breed and seed my hole,” Konrad demanded. “In case you haven’t noticed,
sir—you’re being used as a sex object. I’m raping you. I’m using your big hard
dick to make my ass feel good, and you’ve got nothing to say about it. Fuck me,
goddamn you, fuck me hard! Uh, that prick of yours feels good, there in my
muscle ass. But it can feel even better. Get that motherfucker in there deep
and screw the holy hell out of me with it, dude! Cock! I want your cock! In me,
fucking me! Fucking me hard!”


“Oh, you’re incredible,” Gregor gasped. “I’ve never
been with a guy as wild as you!”


“I’m an animal,” Konrad bragged. “A dirty, filthy
animal. A sex pig. I want you to do anything you want to me. I want you to live
out all of your fantasies, right here with me in this bed. And the best part of
it is, your wife doesn’t ever have to know a damn thing about it!”


Gregor groaned. “Don’t mention my wife. Leave her out
of it. Okay?”


“Okay. So much the better. It’s just us guys. Us guys,
fucking! Your cock in my ass! Now, get busy, dude. That hole of mine isn’t
going to fuck itself!”
















 


Chapter Ten: Compensatory Sex at its Best


 


It was a case of being careful what you wished for.


Now that he’d finally fulfilled his cherished fantasy
of having sex with Jakob, Konrad was a bit disillusioned. The blond stud was
hot, all right, and the sex had been good. But his personality was lacking. He
could be a bit of an arrogant, selfish prick.


Konrad had every intention of hooking up with the guy
again, just because the sex was pretty damn good. Fucking around with
Jakob some more might help Konrad to get the man out of his system, eventually.
He was almost looking forward to being able to say he was “over.” Jakob.
Konrad’s dream of him and the other big bodybuilder becoming lovers had
evaporated. Fuck buddies was about all he could hope for.


Meanwhile, Konrad had other options, and he didn’t
hesitate to take advantage of them.


One day, while he was getting ready to knock off work,
Konrad called Sandor. He asked the hot blond muscle pup whether he wanted to
meet Konrad at The Body Shop. They could work out together, and then go to
Konrad’s place and have sex.


“Oh, shit, Konrad, I can’t,” Sandor said,
apologetically. “I promised to have dinner with my parents tonight, and I
really can’t get out of it. They’ve invited some of our relatives. It’ll be a
party, it’ll drag on—and by the time it breaks up, it’ll be too late for me to
come to your place, at least on a weekday night.”


“That’s okay, I understand.” Konrad tried to keep his
disappointment from being audible in his voice. “What about tomorrow night?”


“Tomorrow night, I can see you, definitely. For sure.”


“All right, that’s a date, then. First the gym. Then
maybe go somewhere for dinner. And then back to my place—for dessert,” Konrad
said, suggestively.


“Looking forward to it.”


“So am I. Well—I’ll let you go. Enjoy the party.”


Konrad punched out at work, and then he went directly
to the gym. He put in a long, hard, productive workout. Afterward, feeling too
tired and lazy to cook for himself, he stopped at a café and had coffee and a
bite to eat—pork sausages, with a side dish of lentils, rice, and purple
cabbage. All the while, he thought about Sandor, anticipating getting together
with Sandor again. Bending the boy to his will, venting his lust on him.
Fucking him! Konrad wasn’t sure he’d be able to make it through the next
twenty-four hours, before their date.


He reminded himself that he wouldn’t necessarily have
to. Celibacy, even temporary abstinence lasting only one night and day, had
zero appeal for him. And he had one trusty friend who never let him down.
Namely, his right hand!


When he got home later that night, Konrad could hardly
wait to get undressed and jack off. His cock grew hard as soon as he clasped it
in his hand, a few strokes making it as solid as a rock. 


He interrupted his masturbation only long enough to
apply some lube to his aching prick. Then he sank back on the bed and he
settled in for a good, long hand job session. He slid his taut foreskin back
from his glans and he began to flail away, exuberantly, on his erection.


But he was too excited to last for as long as he
wanted to.


Just thinking about Sandor, his handsome young face,
his body—especially his round, muscular ass—quickly brought Konrad to the brink
of orgasm. I’m fucking his tight, hot ass, Konrad told himself. Getting
ready to come in his ass. Christ, I’m there, I’m coming, already! Can’t
hold it back—! Pumping his fist more forcefully on his prick pushing
himself over the edge, he soon sent a flood of seminal fluid gushing out of the
head of his cock.


Konrad sagged back on the mattress, enjoying the usual
lazy aftermath of a self-induced ejaculation. His loins throbbed and the head
of his cock smoldered, deliciously. His pecs and abs, his hand, were covered
with his cum.


He was trying to summon the energy and will power to
abandon his languid posture, and get up and go into the bathroom to clean up,
when his phone rang.


The caller was Gregor, his closeted married john.


“Can I see you tonight?” Gregor inquired,
breathlessly.


“Well—” Konrad stalled for a moment, during which he
debated with himself, about whether he was up to turning a trick, now that he’d
blown his wad. Talk about bad timing! If only Gregor had called him a little
earlier. 


“I know it’s short notice. Please. I’ll pay you an
extra ten thousand,” Gregor said. “I’ll give you seventy thousand, total. I
really need to get some kind of, ah, you know, satisfaction tonight.” [Seventy
thousand forints is about two hundred and forty-six US dollars.]


“Oh, I know exactly what you mean, my friend,” Konrad
acknowledged. After all, he’d been in a state of frenzied need himself, only a
few minutes previously! “I just got home from the gym,” he told Gregor. “Give
me time to jump in the shower. At least twenty minutes, okay? Don’t get here
before then.”


“All right. I’ll see you then.”


Gregor hung up. Apparently, it didn’t occur to him to
ask why, if Konrad had presumably showered before leaving the gym, he needed to
shower again, so soon. But Konrad assumed that lust had made the man’s blood
leave his brain and flow down to his dick, interfering with clear, logic
thinking—a phenomenon with which Konrad was all too familiar himself.


He showered, and then he made sure that the bedroom
was in a decent condition in which to entertain company. The sheets were
overdue to be changed, anyway. For seventy thousand forints, Gregor deserved to
amuse himself with Konrad on clean ones. Naked, with his skin still flushed and
glowing, and lightly perspiring after the long, hot shower he’d enjoyed, Konrad
stripped the bed, tossed the soiled sheets and pillow cases into his laundry
basket, along with his sweat-soaked, odorous gym clothes, and he put a set of
clean sheets and pillow cases on the bed.


There wasn’t any point in getting fully dressed.
Konrad pulled on a favorite pair of old, frequently laundered, well broken in
sweatpants, which he often wore when he alone in the apartment. Comfortably
barefoot and bare-chested, not even bothering to tie the elastic waistband of
the sweats around his waist, he padded into his kitchen, where he uncorked a
bottle of wine.


He’d treated himself to no more than a couple of sips
before his intercom chimed, announcing Gregor’s arrival. Konrad went to buzz
him through the lobby door of the apartment building, and he cracked open his
front door, ready to let Gregor in when the man stepped out of the elevator and
came down the hallway.


Konrad greeted his john with a light but provocative
kiss on the lips, a preview of coming attractions. Gregor, who was no fool,
took advantage of this opportunity to hug Konrad and run his hands down from
his bare shoulders, over his bare back, to his buttocks, which Gregor groped
through the soft fabric of the seat of the sweatpants.


“You look so hot,” Gregor commented. “Too bad you
can’t always run around without a shirt.”


“And you sounded kind of hard up on the phone.”


“I was. I am. My wife’s gone out on the town with some
of her girlfriends. Girls’ night out, you know? So I saw my chance—to see you
again.”


“I’m glad you called,” Konrad purred, seductively.
“This can be your boys’ night out, and you wife will never have to know. Want
something to drink? I’m having a little wine. But I’m well stocked with beer
and hard liquor, if you’d rather have that.”


“Maybe just a quick glass of the wine,” Gregor said.
“To put me in the mood.”


Konrad smiled. “I’d say you’re already in the mood.
But wine, sure, coming right up.”


They sat in the living room and drank. Gregor had
seated himself right next to Konrad, on the couch. The married man was very
free with his hands. While holding his wineglass in one hand, he placed the
other hand on Konrad’s leg, fondling his knee or his thigh through the
sweatpants. The hand wandered higher, over the bodybuilder’s massive, chiseled
bared torso, restlessly rubbing his abs, his pecs, his shoulders. Whenever he
set his wineglass down on the coffee table, Gregor employed both of his hands.
In between his other caresses, he toyed with Konrad’s big, stiff nipples.


Konrad did nothing to discourage the other man. He
drank his wine, while he thought about the seventy thousand forints which
Gregor was going to pay him, and what he could spend them on. Giving sex away
for free, Konrad had begun to conclude, was foolish. It was a luxury he ought
to start indulging in only occasionally, when the other guy was really hot.
Otherwise, he should let the men who admired him, who desired him, pay for it.
Why shouldn’t they?


“Your cock is hard,” Gregor observed, excitedly. “It’s
making a big lump, there inside your sweats. It’s pushing up and out, against
the cloth. It looks as though it’s feeling rather confined, in there.”


“It is.”


“Can I take it out?”


“Of course you can.” Konrad almost added, You’re
paying for it, after all. So do with it what you will! But he
bit his lip, restraining himself. It wouldn’t do to speak so crassly to such an
easygoing, generous john.


With the waistband tie already unfastened, Gregor had
no trouble pulling down Konrad’s sweatpants, to expose the base of his
torso—his cum gutters, his pubic bush, and his genitals. Konrad’s stiff dick
sprang out, hard and proud, indeed looking as though it was grateful to be
freed from the prison of the sweats and allowed to get some air. Below his
bloated, throbbing, veiny shaft, Konrad’s balls were drawn up tight against the
base of his erection, swollen inside their crinkled, hairy sac of flesh.


“Feels good to have my junk out in the open,” Konrad
said.


“Looks good, too,” Gregor gasped.


Gregor’s warm, slightly sweat-moistened hand had
already claimed Konrad’s prick as its prize. Peeling the bodybuilder’s sheath
of foreskin down around the upper part of his shaft to bare his glans, Gregor
manipulated the cock, his fist massaging it energetically from its base to its
tip. Konrad suppressed a groan of pleasure as he raised his wineglass to his
lips and took a good swig of the potent vintage. Gregor was damn good at giving
a guy a hand job, Konrad had to admit. Konrad still regretted that Sandor
hadn’t been available this evening, to join him for some hot
bodybuilder-on-bodybuilder sex play. But Gregor wasn’t too bad, as a
last-minute substitute!


“Jerk that big hard muscle cock of mine,” Konrad
invited the other man.


“Look, you’re dripping cum, already.”


“So I see.” 


“God, you’re sexy,” Gregor whispered, his hand
stroking more rapidly on Konrad’s prick. “And your dick’s so hard! Work mine,
stud. Make mine hard, too.”


“Unzip your pants and whip it out, dude, and I will.”


Frantically, Gregor interrupted his masturbation of
Konrad long enough to use both of his hands to unfasten his belt buckle, pop
open the waistband button of his trousers, and unzip his fly. With his pants
spread open in a wide V-shape, Gregor lifted his butt from the couch cushion
high enough to pull his trousers and boxer shorts down to his knees. He sat
back down again, hard, his bare buttocks sinking into the cushion. He spread
his legs, in the space between the couch and the coffee table. He reached for
Konrad’s cock again, while the bodybuilder placed his own hand in Gregor’s lap,
taking a firm hold on his prick.


Konrad’s hand was calloused, the result of so many
hours spent gripping the machine-knurled surfaces of barbells and dumbbells.
Sometimes he wore lifting gloves, but usually he hefted the weights barehanded,
maybe with a little gym chalk, which was actually magnesium carbonate, applied
to his hands, first. The hardened skin on his fingers and palms provided an
extra frisson of sensation, whenever he masturbated and caressed his own body
while doing so, or when he played with a sex partner’s flesh.


“Oh, your big cock in my hand, and your hard hand on
my dick,” Gregor moaned. The guy was in ecstasy. By Konrad’s standards, what
they were doing to each other—mutual masturbation—however hot it was, it was
really kid stuff, mere foreplay, a prelude to what Konrad thought of as “real”
sex—sucking, rimming, and fucking! But Gregor seemed happy, for now, which was
what counted. The customer was always right!


Konrad went on expertly massaging the married man’s
member, which had quickly achieved its maximum tumescence, forming a satisfying
fistful in his grip. It was time, though, Konrad decided, to up the ante.


“Get down there and put my cock in your mouth, man,”
Konrad suggested.


Letting out a moan, Gregor got down on his knees. 


“Yeah,” Konrad gasped, placing his hand on the back of
the guy’s head and pulling his face forward, guiding his lips to his cock.
“Open wide and take it all.”


Gregor took the cock knob between his lips, hungrily,
and he eased his mouth down around the penis until he had half of the shaft
inside his mouth. His fingertips dug into Konrad’s buttocks. 


“The rest,” Konrad insisted, sternly, looking down at
Gregor. “Take the rest inside your mouth. Choke on it, if you have to. But suck
it! Come on, you know you want to. And jerk on yours while you suck on mine,
dude.”


Konrad supposed that this was, in a sense,
compensatory sex. He’d wanted Sandor. He had Gregor. There was no need to be
ungrateful. He might as well make the most of being with Gregor, of being the
object of the man’s lust.


            “Uh, yeah,
slobber all over that frigging muscle cock of mine,” Konrad coached his john. “Get
it good and wet, soak that motherfucking thing in your spit! And get the head
of it down into your throat. Gag on that meat, you cocksucker.”


Abjectly, Gregor did everything Konrad told him to do.


“Next, I’m going to sit on your face, and you’re going
to eat out my ass,” Konrad announced, in a firm tone of voice which left no
room for dissent. “Then—if you do a good job of rimming me—I’ll fuck your ass.
I’m kind of worked up, tonight,” he added, honestly enough. “You might as well
get the benefit from it.”


Konrad used the man’s willing body for over an hour,
venting his erotic energy upon him. Konrad’s earlier masturbation had only
whetted his appetite. He was wild with lust, but the married man matched him in
frenzied abandon.


Gregor certainly seemed to be a satisfied customer,
when he eventually paid Konrad and left.


The following evening, though, Konrad felt sexed up
all over again, when Sandor reported for duty.


Seated side by side on Konrad’s couch, the two
bodybuilders began to make out, kissing, and fondling each other through their
clothes. Roughly, Konrad opened Sandor’s pants and hauled out the blond boy’s
dick, claiming it as his own property.


The prick in his hand was as stiff and inflexible as a
ramrod, and the head of it was wet with leaked pre-cum.


The kid’s got a big piece of meat,
Konrad gloated. Yeah, that thing is man-sized, all right! Lucky for him,
he’s hooked up with a guy who knows just how to handle it.


Within seconds, Konrad had his own cock out. The two
men’s mouths broke apart. Sandor was breathing hard and fast, his pelvis
jerking in instinctive motions, imitative of fucking.


“Oh, hell,” he gasped. “You hand on my dick, Konrad!
It feels so damn good! Work my dick for me—!”


“And you stroke mine,” Konrad insisted.


“Beating off together—!”


“That’s right.”


“Oh, this is driving me crazy, big guy!”


“Don’t fight it, boy. Give in to it. Let yourself go.”


“Oh, Konrad—!”


A hoarse, stifled cry of relief and delight escaped
from Sandor’s throat. His thick cockshaft pulsed violently in Konrad’s grip.
The exposed cockhead swelled and twitching, a clear warning sign. And then the
young muscle pup came, his semen spurting free from his piss slit and flying
through the air in a wet white arc, before gravity brought it splattering down.


While his fist pumped Sandor’s prick dry, Konrad felt
his own orgasm surge up from his loins. The pressure inside his cock increased,
becoming almost painful.


“I’m going to come, too,” he gasped.


“In my mouth—I want it in my mouth,” Sandor demanded.


“Yeah!” Impulsively, Konrad pushed Sandor’s head down
toward his crotch, offering him his bloated glans. Whimpering with desire,
Sandor opened his lips wide, only to close them snugly again around the
cockhead which he had sucked inside his mouth. The first touch of those lips
and that tongue on his cock flesh made Konrad shoot off. A torrent of hot cum
flowed out of him, filling Sandor’s eager, hungry mouth.


They rested, breathing hard. Konrad was delighted
because his young playmate had swallowed every drop of his jism. Sandor’s cock
was still rigid, as was Konrad’s.


“Jesus, we were in such a hurry, so hot for each
other, we didn’t even take our clothes off,” Konrad pointed out. He put his arm
around Sandor’s neck and hugged him. “Come on, let’s continue this in the
bedroom.”


In the bedroom, they shed their clothes, and then they
stood naked beside the bed, facing each other, their pricks still angled
sharply upward, more semen still dripping from each glans.


Konrad grabbed Sandor by the neck of his sturdy neck,
pulled their faces together, and kissed the blond guy quite aggressively on the
mouth, raping the interior of the mouth with his tongue. Eagerly, Sandor
responded to the kiss.


“On the bed,” Konrad panted, after his lips broke
their contact with Sandor’s lips. “Get your ass on that bed, and get ready to
be fucked.”


“How do you want me?” Sandor asked. “What position?”


“On your back, with your legs up in the air, your glutes
spread, and your fuckhole wide open for my fuckpole,” Konrad replied, crudely.
He was too keyed up, too frantic to fuck, to indulge in any romantic sweet
talk, or any delaying foreplay. He had to get his cock inside that ass, and the
sight of Sandor, obediently carrying out his instructions, arranging his body
in the way Konrad wanted, only increased his impatience. 


Konrad found his tube of lubricant.


Coating his fingertips with the cool, slippery gel, he
reached down between Sandor’s buttocks and he rubbed the lube onto and into his
pucker, which twitched and flexed in response to his touch. Konrad inserted his
fingers into the ass, working the lube around inside it, making Sandor groan
and writhe. Konrad pulled his fingers out of the tight, hot hole and he slicked
up his cock with some more of the gel.


“All right,” he announced, leaning forward and getting
into fucking position. “We’re good to go.” He looked down at the beautiful
young man who was about to surrender his ass to him, and he felt a dizzying
surge of pure lust sweep through him.


“Fuck me,” Sandor whispered. “But don’t hurt me—okay?”


“Okay. Relax, Sandor. Just don’t fight it, and I’ll go
in nice and easy,” Konrad promised. Reaching down and curling his fingers
around the thick base of his cock, with his other hand he pried apart Sandor’s
buttocks. Carefully, he inserted his dickhead into the groove between those
enticing, creamy-skinned ass cheeks. The blond bodybuilder shuddered when he
felt the oversized glans of the other muscle man’s penis start to press its way
through his anal pucker. 


“Go on, give it to me,” he pleaded.


Konrad pushed forward more boldly, and his penis
penetrated the aperture. Sandor let out a sigh as his anus accepted the
intruder, and Konrad moved his hand from his cock to Sandor’s. Slowly, expertly
milking the hot, turgid flesh, Konrad pushed again, and he was rewarded when he
felt the other young man’s tiny anal opening give way and welcome home. A
fourth thrust was all it took to bury his hard-on completely inside that
narrow, steamy anus. Sandor squirmed against him, but it was obvious to Konrad
that the blond stud was experiencing more pleasure than discomfort.


Konrad’s fingertips dug into Sandor’s ass cheeks,
holding the other guy’s pelvis in position, while he began to work his prick
back and forth inside the seething asshole. He was already looking forward to dumping
a second thick, hot load of cum, this time into his gym buddy’s sexy ass. Even
though he’d already shot once, Konrad could feel that second ejaculation
gathering force in his balls. He wished he could screw Sandor all night long.
But, as lustful as he felt at the moment, he’d be lucky if he could prolong the
fuck for more than a few minutes. Deciding to make the most of every second of
that time, Konrad concentrated on giving Sandor’s butt a good, thorough
plowing.


“Oh, my God,” Sandor whispered.


“I’m not hurting you, am I?”


“No, you’re not. What you’re doing is making me hot.
So hot that all I can think about is how good your cock feels in there. How
much I want to come, while you’re fucking me.”


“That’s what I’ve got on my mind, too. How hot your
hole is, boy. What a great fuck you are. How I can’t wait to come in your sweet
ass. Uh, at this rate, I’m not going to have wait long. I’m getting close. So
close!”


“Come whenever you want.”


“Fire when ready, huh? You’d better be ready. I’m
almost there,” Konrad warned.


Konrad used his hands to squeeze Sandor’s ass cheeks
together, trapping his dick between them. He pulled his cock completely out of
the tight hole, enjoying the way the buttocks rubbed against the sides of his
shaft as he did so. He paused for a beat, and then rammed himself in again.


“Ah!” Sandor cried. “Don’t tease me! Keep it in me!”


Konrad obliged. He could feel the telltale in tingling
his prick. His body was tightening up, getting ready to propel jets of sperm
through the core of his cock, out through the piss slit, and into Sandor’s
manhole. Sandor rocked his hips wildly from side to side, jerking his lower
body up to meet each of his fucker’s pounding downward thrusts. The blond
bodybuilder squeezed his sphincter and his internal anal muscles to keep the
other muscle man’s cock stuck inside his ass. All the while, Sandor was jacking
himself off, his fist pumping away in a rapid motion which matched the rhythm
of the fucking Konrad was giving him. 


“Do you like being my boy? Do you like being my
bitch?” Konrad asked, feverishly.


“I do! Oh, I do!” Sandor whimpered.


“Fucked—you’re getting your sexy little muscle ass
fucked,” Konrad declared. “My cock’s in there, in between your glutes, reaming
out your hole—!”


“I love it. I love it! Fuck me harder.”


“Enjoy it while it lasts, baby. I think I’m going to
come!” Konrad exclaimed.


But in fact it was Sandor who was the first to shoot.
His whole muscular body was seized and shaken by the throes of orgasm, and he
cried out, emitting sharp, animal-like yelps. His muscles tensed and quivered
under Konrad’s, while he clawed at the rumpled bedsheets with his hands.


Seeing, feeling, and hearing Sandor come like that was
too much for Konrad. His frantic body motions and his orgasmic shouts matched
the blond boy’s, as his first spurt of semen shot into Sandor’s spasming bowel.
Both men could feel Konrad’s cock erupting, deep inside Sandor, its jettisoned
cum soaking Sandor’s prostate. There was that merciful, blissful release of
built-up tension, that sense of having every frustration suddenly appeased.


The two bodybuilders grappled together like nude
wrestlers for a few moments, still expelling their seed, until their final
spasms rippled through their hot, sweaty bodies and their limbs could relax at
last.


Letting out a weary but contented sigh, Konrad
collapsed on top of his playmate. He kissed Sandor passionately on the mouth,
exploring its interior with his tongue, while his hands roamed over the other
muscular body, massaging the hot, sweat-dampened flesh.


“Whose boy are you?” Konrad demanded.


“You’re—all yours—!”


“Damn right.”
















 


Chapter Eleven: While the Wife’s Away


 


Konrad supposed that he was “over” Jakob. Reality had
trumped fantasy. The two guys continued to be friendly, and they agreed to be
fuck buddies, willing to get together for some casual sex every now and then.
They also promised to call upon each other, should either of them have a john
who wanted a second bodybuilder for a threesome. As hustlers, they worked well
together, as a team. But Konrad no longer obsessed over Jakob in the feverish,
quasi-romantic way he once had.


After all, Konrad now had Sandor, who was in a sense a
younger, fresher, and much more accommodating version of Jakob. Not as brutally
masculine as Jakob, Sandor was boyishly butch by comparison. Some gay men might
find this less exciting. But Sandor was a great-looking guy, with a hot body
and a nice personality. And he adored Konrad, which was a big plus from
Konrad’s point of view. Worshipping Jakob hadn’t gotten Konrad very far. He
much preferred being the one who was revered.


By coincidence, the topic of threesomes came up, on
another occasion.


One evening, Konrad and Sandor happened to be working
out together at The Body Shop, when Todor was there, too. After exchanging nods
and smiles with Konrad across the weight room floor, Todor then managed to
intercept him, one on one, later, at the drinking fountain. Once again, the
gym’s “watering hole” proved itself to be a spot where fruitful interactions
took place among the members.


“Is that pretty blond muscle pup your boyfriend?”
Todor inquired.


“Sandor and I are just friends,” Konrad said.


“Friends who fuck?”


“Well,” Konrad mumbled, a bit sheepishly. “Yeah.”


“If I had a friend who looked like him, I wouldn’t be
able to keep my hands off him, either. Aren’t you going to introduce me to
him?”


“Sure. Assuming I can trust you around him. I saw him
first.”


Todor laughed. “I’ll try to control myself. But, wait.
First—I want to see you again.”


“Of course. When would you like to get together?”


“Katalin’s going to be out of town this weekend,”
Todor said. “She’s visiting her family, in Szeged. I can take or leave my
in-laws, so I’m staying home this time. That means I’ll be all on my own. Katalin’s
so understanding. She’s told me to amuse myself while she’s away. And I know
just what would really amuse me. How’d you two guys like to come to my
place on Saturday night and keep me company?”


“I’d love to, but I don’t know about Sandor.”


“Doesn’t he hustle?”


“Ah—as a matter of fact—he doesn’t. And I don’t know
how he feels about threesomes, for that matter.”


“Maybe you can show him the ropes—when it comes to
both things,” Todor suggested, excitedly.


“Maybe.”


“A young stud like him needs a smart role model like
you to mentor him.”


Konrad had to laughed. “Oh, ‘mentoring’—that’s what
we’re calling it now, are we?”


“Call it what you will. Here’s what I propose.
Introduce me to him. I’ll extend the invitation, but I’ll say I don’t need an
answer right away. We won’t say anything about sex, although I suppose it’ll be
obvious that’s what I have in mind. We won’t mention money, either. You can
discuss it with Sandor and then call me, later. I’ll pay you both the same amount
that I paid you last time. A night of relaxation and fun, and money in you two
guys’ pockets afterward. Who loses in this deal? No one. Okay?”


“Okay,” Konrad agreed. “I think I can talk Sandor into
it.”


Konrad led Todor over to where Sandor was resting,
waiting for him. The three men had a nice little chat, before they resumed
their workouts.


When he was alone with Sandor, later, Konrad brought
up the subject of the invitation.


“You like Todor, don’t you?” he asked.


“Yeah. He seems like a very nice guy,” Sandor replied.


“We really should go to his place on Saturday night,
since he was nice enough to ask us. Wait’ll you see their apartment. It’s
really luxurious.”


The reference to “their” apartment reminded Sandor
that Todor was married.


“I’m assuming he’s bisexual?” he asked.


“Yeah,” Konrad confirmed.


“Does his wife know?”


Konrad bit his lip. “Oh, yes. She sure does.” He tried
to keep a straight face. There was no need for Sandor to know—for now—about the
full extent of Konrad’s involvement with the married couple. “It’s all open and
aboveboard. There’s no sneaking around. Katalin knows he’s not going to be
sitting there at home alone while she’s in Szeged. She expects him to have his
fun.”


“He wants to have sex with both of us.” It wasn’t a
question. “That’s why he’s invited us to hang out with him.”


“Exactly,” Konrad said, in a blandly casual tone of
voice.


“I’ve never been in a threesome,” Sandor admitted.


“Then maybe it’s time you gave it a try. And you find
Todor attractive, don’t you?”


“Yeah. I take it—when you’ve been to his place
before—you and he, ah—?”


“Right,” Konrad said. “We fucked. He’s very good in
bed. You’re not jealous, are you?”


“A little,” Sandor admitted. “But I know you don’t
like that, so I’ll try to get over it.”


“Good man.”


“This thing on Saturday night. Well, I’ll do it, if
you want me to.”


“That’s the spirit. It’ll be fun. You’ll see.” Then it
was time to broach the delicate subject of male prostitution. “Todor is a very
generous guy,” Konrad remarked.


But Sandor was perhaps less naïve about certain things
than Konrad had assumed. “Does he pay you for sex?” he asked.


“Uh, yeah.”


“Wow! A good-looking guy like that, who could probably
pick up men without any trouble, you know, for free? I’m surprised he pays for
it.”


“It’s a convenience for him,” Konrad suggested. “And
he doesn’t mind shelling out the money. He’ll pay us both, you know.”


“Will he? That’s kind of hot. Having sex with two guys
at once, one of them you, the other one a good-looking dude like him—and being
paid for it. Damn, it’s like something you’d see in a porn video.”


Obviously, Sandor was willing. He wanted in on the
deal.


Konrad called Todor to accept the invitation.


“Be gentle with Sandor,” Konrad advised Todor.
“Remember he’s kind of new to all this.”


Todor laughed. “Not a jaded man whore like the two of
us, is that what you’re saying? Don’t worry, Konrad. I won’t do anything to
scare off your sexy stud boyfriend. But between the two of us, we’ll make a man
of him.”


During the drive to Todor’s place on Saturday evening,
Konrad gave Sandor some basic coaching. A course in Introductory Hustling, so
to speak.


“Take your lead from me,” he urged. “Don’t be nervous,
just relax and be yourself. Unlike some johns, Todor doesn’t put any pressure
on you to perform, so if you decide you need a break, just say so. I can always
jump in and fool around with him in the meanwhile, while you’re recuperating. Don’t
bring up the subject of the money. He’ll give it to us before we leave, and
there’ll be a little extra in it. Whatever you do, don’t count it in front of
him. Just say ‘thank you,’ put it away, and smile. If this evening goes
well—and I’m sure it will—he’ll invite us back.” And, Konrad thought, after
Todor tells Katalin all about Sandor, she’ll undoubtedly want him, too. I’ll
have to make it clear that Sandor and I are a package deal. No hiring Sandor
behind my back! And, of course, I’ll need to find out how receptive Sandor is
to screwing a woman. With any luck, that hot-cunted bitch Katalin will have
three guys fucking her, providing her with stud service, and the two of us taking
care of her sexy husband, too. Jesus, this hustling can get kind of
complicated, at times—!


“You sound as though you’re experienced at this sort
of thing,” Sandor remarked, interrupting Konrad’s line of thought.


“Experienced enough, I guess,” was Konrad’s rather
evasive response.


At Todor’s apartment, it was the same thing as before,
only all-male, this time. They chatted briefly, but then they got undressed and
soaked in the hot tub, where they proceeded to indulge in a great deal of
groping and fooling around. On this occasion, the cocktails were banana
daiquiris, made with spiced rum, and once again they were not only drunk
directly from glasses, but lapped up as “body shots,” after being poured over
various body parts. Sandor became a bit drunk and giggly, which Todor seemed to
find delightful, so Konrad, who was pacing his own consumption of the alcohol,
didn’t feel that it was necessary for him to intervene and suggest moderation.


Soon, they climbed out of the tub, dried off, and went
into the bedroom.


Feeling pleasantly relaxed, although aroused, Konrad
was in the mood to suck some cock. He plunged his mouth down on Todor’s cock
and took it all—every inch—and he began to suck the married man with real
gusto, pulling Todor’s cockhead far back into his throat and suppressing his
gag reflex so that he could take the meaty male organ straight to the hilt
without choking on it. Konrad could tell that he was doing a good job, that
Todor was enjoying the hot blow job and deep-throating, because of the tension
in the john’s legs around him, and the deep groans of satisfaction rippling up
from Todor’s throat, which left no doubt that he liked being the recipient of this
kind of oral attention. Yeah, the guy liked it a lot!


Observing the much more experienced hustler at work,
Sandor was impressed.


“Christ,” he muttered. “You’re really sucking him,
aren’t you, big guy? You’ve got his whole fucking thing in your mouth! How the
hell can you breathe?”


Konrad had his mouth full, so Todor answered for him.


“Your buddy’s very resourceful,” he told Sandor. “Very
skilled.”


“Well, so am I,” Sandor boasted. 


“I’m sure you are.”


“Konrad has taught me a lot.”


“I can’t wait for you to show me!”


During this exchange, Konrad was oblivious, mindless
of anything but Todor’s stiff dick in his mouth and his desire to please the
older man. At first, Konrad assumed that Sandor was just going to watch him
blow Todor, without getting into the act yet himself. But Sandor showed more
initiative than Konrad had given him credit for. Konrad felt the mattress shift
under him as Sandor scrambled closer to him and Todor, and then, suddenly,
Konrad jumped in surprise when Sandor’s blond head pushed between his legs and
his hand reached up to grab Konrad’s cock and stuff it into his mouth. Konrad
was on his knees, leaning over Todor, sucking him, and now Sandor was lying
flat on his back with his neck bent up so that he could suck on Konrad at the
same time.


“God, guys, this is hot,” Todor moaned in ecstasy.
“It’s like having my own private porn video, come to life, with me in it!
Yeah—go ahead, Sandor, give your muscle buddy’s big dick a good suck! Christ,
this is driving me crazy, watching one of you beautiful men blowing the other,
while he sucks me! It’s the kind of shit you can usually only
fantasize about. Come on, let’s see how you muscle studs suck cock, how you
take care of each other!”


Sandor’s big arms wrapped themselves around Konrad’s
waist and he began to pull Konrad’s cock in and out of his mouth with the same
strong force which Konrad was exerting on Todor’s fuck tool. Konrad’s whole
body stiffened, his muscles tensing and rippling, with desire, and his pelvis
began to thrust down at his gym buddy’s hot wet mouth, fucking Sandor’s face
with short, hard stabs of mindless, animalistic lust which were purely
instinctual. He heard Sandor groan, but in delight, not in discomfort or
protest, as he took Konrad’s cockshaft right down to the balls and Konrad felt
the muscle pup’s throat constrict as his bulky ramrod plunged into it.


“That’s the way, guys!” Todor gloated. “That’s what I
want to see!” He twisted the upper half of his own muscular body around so that
he could look down at the spectacle of the two younger, more massively muscular
bodybuilders writhing against each other and him. “That’s right! Suck!
Suck on those big cocks! Oh, God, yes! Suck them! Suck each
other! Suck cock, men, suck cock!”


But neither Sandor nor Konrad needed any
encouragement, or any instructions about what to do. Sandor’s mouth pulled on
his gym buddy’s meaty prickshaft just as hungrily as Konrad was devouring
Todor’s dick. The lewd sounds of the two men’s wet, smacking lips seemed to
fill the air in the bedroom, ricocheting off the walls.


Suddenly, though, Todor pushed Konrad off his cock,
and he sat up higher on the bed. “Turn around,” he told Konrad. “Sixty-nine
with him, you fucker, and let me fuck your ass while you and your buddy blow
each other!”


His hands turned Konrad’s body around, not waiting for
him to comply. But Konrad offered no resistance. He cooperated in rearranging
his body, and he didn’t mind when Todor pushed his head down to Sandor’s prick.
The blond stud’s penis protruded straight up from the patch of tawny gold hair
at its base, long and hard, and so thick that Konrad had to stretch his lips as
widely as possible in order to fit it into his mouth. Todor shoved his head
down rather roughly, making Konrad take Sandor’s cock all the way down into his
throat, jump-starting Konrad’s role in the sixty-nine.


“Now suck, you two big muscle studs!” Todor
insisted, punctuating the demand with an almost hysterical-sounded laugh. “I
want to see how well you suck cock. I want to watch you suck each other off,
while I fuck your hot asshole for you, Konrad. And then, I want us all to come
together.”


Sandor lay there, flat on his back, with Konrad
hovering on his hands and knees above him. The two bodybuilders’ dicks were in
each other’s mouths. Todor moved in behind Konrad, who felt him smearing a blob
of lube over his asshole. There was a faint slapping sound as Todor applied
more of the lubricant to his cock. A moment later, the thick head of the john’s
prick pressed against Konrad’s pucker, and Todor began to shove it in. Konrad
tensed and resisted, involuntarily, for a second, but once Todor was all the
way inside him and he started to fuck him, Konrad felt no pain at all. Only a hot,
giddy excitement rushing through his brain and every nerve in his body. He felt
alive with sensation. His anus smoldered with need. He wanted to be fucked!


Konrad’s cock thrust at Sandor’s mouth, while Todor
jackhammered his huge prick into Konrad’s ass, his body slapping against
Konrad’s buttocks with quick, hard smacks. Todor’s hands gripped and squeezed
Konrad’s waist to steady him. The pressure on his ribcage was so intense that
Konrad could scarcely draw a full breath as his fucker rammed his dick into his
guts again and again. Konrad felt Todor’s prick swelling larger inside him with
each lunge it made, and he knew, before Todor said so, that the man was ready
to come.


“Come on, you fucking muscle studs!” Todor shouted.
“Let’s shoot! Now! Together! Everybody shoot! Come on, shoot out that hot cum!
Shoot it! Shoot! Come!”


He fell forward onto Konrad, who felt the hot
throbbing of Todor’s prick inside his ass. The married man was blowing his full
wad deep inside the hustler’s rectum. A moment later, Sandor began to ejaculate
inside Konrad’s mouth, his cock firing thick bursts of cum down his throat. And
not more than a few, breathless, frantic seconds after that, Konrad emptied his
own generous load of jism into his blond gym buddy’s eagerly receptive and
swallowing throat. 


“That was great,” Todor gasped, as the three of them
lay panting for breath on the bed. “But why stop now? Come on, men, let’s just
have ourselves a free-for-fall. Anything goes!”


Immediately, both Konrad and Sandor caught hold of
Todor, and for the next few minutes all three naked bodies rolled and heaved
and humped energetically on the bed, in restless, athletic motion, their sweaty
bodies forming a succession of complicated configurations. Sliding and rubbing
their dicks up against one another, they squirmed, kissed, and groped one
another, indiscriminately, in a fury of unleashed lust.


Eventually, Konrad got astride Sandor, facing his
feet, and, putting his hands underneath the boy’s back, he quickly slid his
fingers into the sweat-slippery ravine between his ass cheeks. Opening his legs
wide in wanton invitation, Sandor lifted them into the air, enjoying the
probing digits which were now entering and exploring his heated asshole. Soon,
Konrad was relentlessly finger-fucking his handsome young gym buddy’s anus,
and, reaching up, Sandor caught hold of the other bodybuilder’s stiff, slippery
erection where it wavered just above his head. He bent it toward his open,
panting lips.


As he did so, he felt Konrad’s mouth close again over
his own cock knob, and he opened his legs wider, allowing another finger to
enter his expanding asshole. Sandor gagged when Konrad’s pulsating fuck tool
dug deep into his throat, filling it with its bulk, but he held on and he
started to suck his friend, while Konrad repaid him by sucking his dick and
fingering his asshole.


Todor, meanwhile, was on his knees just behind
Sandor’s head, with Konrad’s buttocks invitingly stuck up in the air directly
in front of his face. Without any further delay, he bent forward and stuck his
bold tongue up into the muscle man’s butt, licking his own jism out of the
musky-tasting manhole which he’d just fucked so thoroughly. Konrad, feeling the
married man’s hot wet tongue probing his anus, pushed his cock more forcefully
into Sandor’s mouth, and he sucked even faster on the muscle pup’s thick dick,
his fingers urgently manipulating the boy’s tight asshole. Todor now had his
face completely buried between Konrad’s glutes, and at the same time he was
rapidly masturbating himself, making his swollen fuck tool throb with
excitement.


Sandor’s legs waved about wildly in the air when
Konrad sped up his sucking and fingering. Sucking hungrily on the meaty shaft
which filled his own mouth and throat, Sandor felt himself trembling on the
brink of another orgasm. But, just in time, Konrad took his mouth off Sandor’s
pulsating prick, and Sandor let his legs fall back into the mattress with a
thud. Had another few seconds passed, he would have shot a second load into the
depths of his bodybuilder lover’s throat.


Before too many more minutes had passed, Sandor found
himself lying face down on top of Todor, with his prick buried deeply into the
horny married man’s insatiable asshole. Konrad then straddled both of the other
men’s bodies, and he positioned his own swollen cockhead between Sandor’s firm
little buttocks. Sandor gasped when his buddy’s thick erection was thrust into
his anus, not stopping until the whole length of its throbbing potency had been
completely submerged in his ass.


As a result, Sandor found himself sandwiched between
Todor and Konrad, fucking Todor who was underneath him, and being fucked
himself by Konrad, who was on the top of the pile of frantically humping
bodies.


Todor started to come first, his hands scrabbling to
get a grip on the bed linens, his cock shooting a big load of sperm onto them,
while he was pressed down onto the bed by the combined weight of the two heavy
bodies on top of him. As his ejaculation reached its peak, his ass cheeks squeezed
together, clamping hard on Sandor’s desperately swollen dick which was stuck up
inside him. with a hoarse cry, Sandor began to come, too. His body went rigid,
and his own sperm ripped out of his cock like a dam bursting its banks.


And then, while the other two guys’ bodies lay and
writhed under him, Konrad gave one last thrust up into Sandor’s hot tight ass,
and he let go, releasing his own semen. Grunting, gyrating his hips, he pumped
jet after jet of his white, creamy liquid up into his blond lover’s asshole,
his face strained with a blissful agony of complete sexual satisfaction.


Panting like dogs from the force of their orgasms, all
three men lay for a long while as they were, in a heap of perspiring flesh and
loose limbs, trying to regain their breath, reluctant to pull their bodies
apart.


Konrad was a happy young man. His weight training was
going well. He was bringing in some extra income, and most of the time he was
having such a good time while doing so that the hustling seemed more like play
than work. He had a number of men who were always ready to have sex with him,
either for free, or as paying customers. And now he had, in Sandor, an amiable
fuck buddy who was willing to partner him in his hustling endeavors. For a
young muscle stud on the make, life could be good. Damn good!
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