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Chapter Twenty-One: Her
Untamed Alley Cat


 


“Bastard,” Mirella muttered. “You dirty bastard.”


Her bulgingly muscled lover, Tibor, whose brawn
threatened to burst the seams of his clothes, smirked, with his typical
pumped-up, macho male arrogance. “Oh, don’t hold back,” he encouraged Mirella,
mockingly. “Tell me how you really feel about me, my love.”


“Be careful what you wish for. There aren’t enough
swear words in the whole Hungarian language to cover that.”


They were standing in the hallway outside her
apartment door. Mirella was fumbling in her elegant little designer handbag for
her key.


“Damn it! I know the fucking thing is in here
somewhere, but I can’t seem to find it,” she complained.


“Maybe that last drink before we left the club was a
mistake,” Tibor suggested.


“I am not drunk!”


“Too bad you’re not. If you were, you’d probably be in
a better mood. Here, I have mine.” Tibor used his own key to unlock the door.


“Thanks,” Mirella forced herself to say. “But if you
think you’re sleeping here tonight, after the way you behaved, you’ve
got another think coming.”


“Now, Mirella—baby doll—!” 


“Don’t you try to sweet talk your way out of it this
time, you prick!”


“Keep your voice down,” Tibor urged her. “At least
wait until we’re inside, before you start yelling at me. Do you want your
neighbors to hear? Do you want them to know that you—the respectable
businesswoman—that you’ve brought a guy back to your apartment, late at night,
and you’re having an argument with him?”


“I don’t care,” Mirella insisted. “I don’t give a
damn! Let them all hear. Let them know what a filthy, disgusting pig I’ve let
myself get involved with. You’re so dirty. You’re a pervert!”


“Shut up. I mean, keep your voice down. Please.”


“Don’t you dare tell me to shut up. You cocksucker.
You ass fucker.”


“Oh, nice mouth. Very ladylike. If only all of those
stuck-up people down at your office could hear you now.”


“You don’t want me to be ladylike. You like me to be a
whore.”


“Yeah? Well, right now, I’d be happy if you were a quiet
whore. Jesus! No wonder so many men like me turn bi. Women! You can always
count on them to make a fucking scene. Out of nothing.”


“Nothing, is that what you call it? The way you
carried on?”


“Hell, yes. I didn’t do anything, did I? I
didn’t get laid. I was with you, the whole time. Wasn’t I?”


“You’re an animal.”


“Aw, give it a rest, will you?”


By now, they’d gotten the door open. Mirella entered
her apartment. She tried to slam the door shut in Tibor’s face; but she’d
consumed just enough alcohol that evening to slow her reflexes down a bit. Tibor
held the door ajar, squeezed his bulky, hard-muscled body through it, and
closed it behind him. He snapped the lock shut.


“That’s better,” he said, as he flipped on the light
switch. “Now at least we can shout at each other in private, behind closed
doors, like a proper, respectable couple.”


“An unmarried couple,” Mirella reminded him. “Which
means there’s nothing legal, binding us together.”


“Yeah, that’s one mistake we haven’t made,” Tibor
retorted. “The dubious delights of matrimony—who needs that crap, when we can
make each other just as miserable without it? Living in sin—that encourages
impropriety, which is so much more stimulating, don’t you agree, my love?”


Ordinarily, Mirella liked Tibor’s dry sense of humor.
Tonight, though, everything he did or said seemed to set her on edge.


“As though you’d know the difference between
proper and improper behavior,” she taunted him.


She should have known better than to have expected
anything better from him.


It had started out as a nice, romantic evening. Dinner
in an elegant restaurant, one of the best such establishments in downtown
Budapest, in fact, and followed by a trip to a trendy club. She and Tibor had
danced. They’d drank. They’d even made out, a little, right there in a
(comparatively) public place, surrounded by other people. She’d felt relaxed,
glamorous, and happy. And she’d even experienced, ironically enough, moments of
pride, at being seen in the company of her handsome amateur bodybuilder boyfriend.


And then, true to form, her horny sex pig of a lover
had spoiled it all for her! By coming on to another man.


She stared at Tibor. She tried her best to see him
objectively.


Oh, he was handsome, all right. He had longish
dark hair, habitually tousled where it fell down over his forehead, and a
closely trimmed beard. He also had a nicely muscled body, and sexy, brooding,
bedroom eyes. Among his other undeniable assets, he possessed—to be crude—an
oversized, uncircumcised cock, which he admittedly knew what to do with it, in
bed, to satisfy a sex partner. (A sex partner of either gender, in fact—which,
from Mirella’s point of view, was the problem.)


Most people did concede that Mirella and Tibor made an
attractive couple. In contrast to her muscular lover, Mirella was a rather
petite woman, although she had curves in all the right places. There was
nothing boyish or androgynous about her. When Tibor screwed her, he couldn’t
pretend he was fucking a boy!


Mirella was an ash blonde. Maybe that wasn’t her natural
hair color. But her hairdresser wasn’t telling!


Tibor had a certain virile coarseness about him, and
he also had an extremely strong sex drive. Not for the first time, Mirella
thought he rather resembled an unneutered tomcat.


The comparison suited him—all too well, she now
thought. There really was something feline about him … something sly. It
wasn’t difficult to imagine him scooping plump, helpless goldfish, one after
another, out of a fishbowl and gobbling them up. And then sitting there,
licking his telltale wet paws, looking the picture of wide-eyed innocence.


There were times, like tonight, when she was tempted to
find some sharp-bladed instrument and perform a little veterinarian surgery on
him. That might keep her alley cat from going on the prowl!


She’d let him have his own key to her apartment, so
that he could come and go as he pleased. He often spent the night with her, in
her bed. When, of course, he wasn’t “too tired,” after his all-important
workouts. Or … as she suspected … he was busy fucking one or more of his gym
buddies, or some new male hookup.


Banging Tibor was one of Mirella’s great joys in life.
Sex with him never failed to put her in a good mood. But there were times, like
tonight, when she wondered whether it was really worth it. After all, sex
wasn’t everything—was it?


“You are not spending the night,” she insisted.


He shrugged. “All right. I’ll go in a minute. But
first we really need to have this out. You’re behaving like a child, Mirella.
You’ve never acted like this before. What’s gotten into you, all of a sudden?”


She glared at him. He stood there, looking calm, and
slightly amused. It infuriated her. But then, inexplicably, almost perversely,
she suddenly felt a quite different emotion. She felt turned on! A familiar
ache throbbed away beneath the thin, delicate fabric of her brassiere and her
matching panties. Her nipples and her clit were both responding to Tibor’s mere
presence, there in her living room. She hated herself for her body’s
treacherous vulnerability. She hated herself for wanting him!


Secretly, she was already reconsidering her insistence
upon sleeping alone tonight. Maybe she’d been too hasty. She really didn’t want
to send Tibor away, to make him go to his own place. Withholding sex from him
had occurred to her as a good way of punishing him. But of course she’d only be
punishing herself, too. She’d be denying herself what she so desperately
wanted. What she needed, in fact, to keep herself sane.


Like an addict, she needed her regular fix of stiff
cock!


In her imagination, she could already feel the
familiar pleasure of having Tibor’s hard, muscular, naked body pressed against
hers. The touch of his fingers on her flesh. His hot, expert, intimate
caresses, which were always guaranteed to inflame her past the point of
self-control. And then, inevitably, that virile penetration of her body, which
never failed to drive her wild. His cock in her cunt. Yes, she
pictured it, she worded it, as crudely as possible, in order to tantalize
herself. She already seemed to be experiencing the clawing, the biting, the
frenzied thrashing of naked limbs against rumpled, sweat-dampened sheets—! And
then, ultimately, the wet, spasmodic, blissful release of orgasm—!


She forced herself to return to reality. She had her
womanly pride, after all. She wasn’t about to give in to him so easily. She’d
teach this smug, oversexed, musclebound bastard not to take her for granted.


“All of a sudden?” she said. “There’s nothing ‘sudden’
about it. This has been building up for a long time. I’ve wanted to say
something, to let you know how I really feel. As if you’d care,” she added,
bitterly. 


“I do care. I do care about you, Mirella.”


“Don’t make me laugh! Do you think I’m blind? Do you
think I don’t notice how you look at every good-looking guy we run into when
we’re out together? How you cruise them—and how much you like it when they
cruise you right back? I might as well not be there. I’m only in the way. It’s
humiliating.”


“You’re making a big deal out of nothing,” Tibor
insisted. He turned off the ceiling light. Then he moved casually over to an
end table and switched on the lamp which was set on it, creating a more subdued
illumination in her living room—a more intimate ambience. “I was only being
friendly to that guy in the club—that’s all.”


“Friendly? You only wanted to suck his cock and
fuck him up the ass, that’s all,” Mirella shrilled. “That big macho act you
like to put on in public doesn’t fool me for a minute, you know. You’re still a
cocksucker. I saw you out there, on the dance floor, with that pretty muscle boy
you were so interested in. I saw you prickteasing him, running your hands up
and down his back, grabbing his ass.”


“There may have been some reciprocal prickteasing
going on, back and forth,” Tibor admitted, with a calm casualness which
infuriated Mirella. “So what? It was harmless. It was just two guys flirting
with each other. It’s a game we men play. And that kid did have a nice
ass. Just the kind I like to fuck. It reminded me of yours, as a matter
of fact. Plump and succulent. Not as jiggly as yours, maybe, but still a
sweet-looking butt, just about begging for a big stiff dick to be jammed right
up it—!” Lost in his lewd memories, Tibor allowed himself to get carried away,
forgetting how his mistress might react to his enthusiasm.


“Disgusting,” Mirella said. “You are absolutely
disgusting. And I’ve got bad news for you, mister. If you think you’re going to
shove your dick in my back door tonight, while you fantasize about
humping that kid—well, you’re in for a big disappointment. My rear end is
closed for business. Go find yourself another hole to fuck.”


“God, I like it when you talk dirty, Mirella,” Tibor
exclaimed.


“Do you? Then you’re going to love what I’m
about to say to you. Namely, fuck off, you buzi [faggot]!”


“You haven’t had too many fags fuck you the way I do,”
Tibor boasted. “Fuck you, make you come—make you beg for more. I must be doing something
right.”


“You’re all right, when it comes to cheap, sleazy,
impersonal sex,” Mirella conceded, cuttingly. “Because God knows you’ve had
enough practice at that sort of thing. But when it comes to anything
else—anything decent—you’re sadly lacking.”


“I didn’t know that ‘decency’ was what you wanted from
me, Mirella. You’ve sure seemed happy with all the indecency, up to
now.”


“You’re totally disgusting.”


“And you’re a fucking hypocrite. You like sex. And you
like it crude and hard and dirty. You like it ‘indecent’ and
‘disgusting,’ to use your own words. You wouldn’t want it any other way. Stop
kidding me, and stop kidding yourself.”


“You pig.”


“You slut. And don’t get me wrong. I consider ‘slut’
to be a compliment. High praise. I love sluts.”


“Yes, you do, don’t you? Female sluts … and
male sluts. Man whores, like you. That’s about your speed.”


“I don’t deny it. Come on, Mirella. Get off this high
horse of yours. Get real. Right from the start, we agreed that we wouldn’t be
exclusive,” he reminded her, coolly.


“We could’ve at least agreed that we’d be exclusively
heterosexual.”


“But think how boring that would be.”


“There are times when I think I’d be willing to settle
for boredom.”


“Ha!” Somehow, Tibor managed to make that monosyllabic
exclamation sound most eloquent, conveying doubt, derision, and contempt.


“I don’t want to argue anymore,” Mirella said. “Not
tonight. It’s late, and I’m tired.”


“I don’t want to argue anymore, either. I can think of
much better things we can do. With our clothes off.”


“Forget it,” Mirella insisted. “I want you to go.”


“Do you?” There was a cool arrogance in Tibor’s tone
of voice, now. “Do you really want to go to bed and sleep alone? Wouldn’t it be
nicer if we made up? You know what they say about makeup sex. It’s the best
sex.”


“Second best, in your case,” Mirella retorted.
“Because we both know that, as far as you’re concerned, the best sex is sex with
another man.”


“It’s very flattering, to think that you can be so
jealous of me,” Tibor purred. He took a step toward her. “To know that you want
me so bad, that you’re not willing to share me with anybody else.”


“I don’t want you. Not any longer.” But, even
as she said that, Mirella knew it was a lie. And so did Tibor. “Your gay
boyfriends can have you, all to themselves. Yes, you can just wallow in the
gutter, in depravity, you nasty gay and bi boys, all you want. Leave me out of
it!”


“I do have fun with the guys,” Tibor admitted.
“But all of them rolled into one are no match for you. You’re my girl. The only
girl I’m interested in. Think of that. Your pussy has such power over me, it
makes me indifferent to all other women.”


“Liar. You sure seemed interested in that boy tonight.
He made you forget all about me.”


“But it’s you I went out with, and it’s you I came
home with. It’s you I’m with, now. Doesn’t that tell you something? How many
times do I have to tell you—you’re letting yourself get all worked up over
nothing,” Tibor said, touching her lightly on the shoulder. “That pretty little
muscle pup. Did you really find him so threatening? He didn’t mean a thing to
me. Not a damn thing. Hell, I wouldn’t even fuck him, unless I was hard up.
Unless I was desperate.”


“Yes, you would. You’d fuck him. And then you wouldn’t
hesitate to come running to me, right afterward, and stick your dirty cock in
my mouth, or in my ass. Like I said—you’re disgusting.”


“Yeah,” Tibor whispered. “I am disgusting. I’m
no good. I don’t deserve you—”


And then, his arms were around her, and she felt
herself melting, sinking into the whirlpool of sensation that always
accompanied his touch. She was lost, powerless to resist.


“I’m so filthy,” Tibor told her. “I’m so nasty. Such a
bad, bad bi boy.”


“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, you are. Don’t touch me. Let
me go. I hate you.”


“That’s right,” he urged. “Hate me. Hate me a lot. The
hatred—the disgust—it gets you hot and wet, doesn’t it?”


He kissed her. She parted her lips as his tongue
wedged itself deeply inside her mouth. She felt her flesh come to life,
trembling with desire, anticipating what he was going to do to her. Hot and
wet? Yes, to her shame, he was getting her hot and wet!


“You really are nothing but a tomcat,” she insisted.
“An alley cat. A stray, that I made the mistake of letting inside and feeding.”


“Yeah, but the stray’s got his uses. He’s kept you
warm at night, hasn’t he? Come on, honey. Stroke the nice kitty’s fur for him,”
he suggested. “Make him feel good, make him purr. He hasn’t been neutered, you
know. And you wouldn’t want him to be neutered, would you? Not as long
as he knows how to make your pussy feel good.”


“Bastard,” she whimpered, barely audibly. “Oh, kiss me
again, you dirty bastard.”


He did so. She shivered in his embrace.


“This sure beats arguing and fighting, don’t you
agree?” Tibor asked. He sounded infuriatingly sure of himself. As he spoke, he
curved his palm over the swell of Mirella’s hip and slid his fingers down over
her behind.


Reflexively, she moved closer against him, pressing
her pelvis against the front of his body, undulating her hips slowly. He had
already sprung a hard-on, of course, and she could feel that inflexible
masculine prong of his rubbing against her through their clothes. She could
scarcely breathe, could hardly think. Her pulses were pounding, and her breasts
had begun to ache with longing for his strong, sure fingers to caress her
tingling nipples.


Tibor ground his mouth down hard against hers yet
again, and he began to tug the material of Mirella’s blouse up out of her
skirt. His hands sought and found the bare flesh across her back, and they
rubbed slowly, provocatively up and down along the ridge of her spine, coming
to a rest momentarily over the clasp of her brassiere.


Mirella held her breath and waited in suspense for
what seemed like an eternity, before the hook slipped open and her breasts
bulged free from their lacy confinement.


Tibor’s head slid around to the front of her body, and
he pushed the sagging material of her bra upward, underneath her blouse. Mirella
clenched her teeth and closed her eyes, shutting out her view, so that she
could concentrate on what she felt—on every moment of her mounting arousal, as
the large twin bulbs of her breast flesh were fondled and caressed, gently
squeezed between Tibor’s fingers. She felt the front edges of her nipples
stiffening against his hands, throbbing fiercely, itching, burning, and aching
… desperate to be kissed, to be suckled … to be made love to—!


“Ah!” she almost shrieked, when his soft beard rubbed
over her breasts, and he kissed and licked and sucked on each of her nipples in
turn. 


“Yeah,” he panted. “Smother me with those beautiful
boobs, baby. Make me forget all about sex with men. Convert me … sex me
straight. I’ve been a very bad bi boy. But all it’ll take to change me is the
love of the right woman.”


He went on massaging her breasts, crushing them
against his mouth, and teasing her nipples with his lips and tongue.


Without warning, his hands slid down her sides, over
her hips and to her thighs. Mirella made no protest when Tibor yanked her skirt
upward, tugging at the material until it was bunched up around her waist. She
sagged against him as he reached around and cupped the mounds of her buttocks
through her thin, lace-trimmed panties.


His fingers moved lower, exploring, teasing,
manipulating. Toying with the bottom edge of her flimsy undergarment, rubbing
and inflaming the creases of sensitive flesh which lay high at the insides of
her thighs.


Mirella moaned softly, and she let Tibor coax her
pantries downward over the curve of her hips, until her bottom was naked and
vulnerable to his touch. Her blood turned hot and it coursed furiously through
her veins, pounding away, making her feel as though she might faint at any
moment.


His left hand pressed in at the small of her back,
bracing her, steadying her, while his right hand stole around to the front of
her body and slid beneath the waistband of her panties. Mirella threw her head
back and gasped as his touch inched downward, driving her wild with impatience,
setting her flesh on fire with need.


His skillful fingers traced the groove of soft, damp
flesh between her labia. They coaxed her cunt lips gently apart. The ball of
his thumb rubbed over the little blade of her clit.


“Yeah, there’s my little buddy, the ‘man in the boat.’
Of all the men I’ve had sex with, he’s still my favorite. Can I give him a
little kiss?” Tibor asked.


“Yes, kiss it, Tibor. Suck it. Please!”


He got down on his knees in front of her, pulled her
body toward him, and buried his face between her quaking thighs. His tongue
swiped rapidly back and forth within the groove of her pussy. His lips closed
over her clit and began to apply a strong, steady suction to it, while he
teased it with the tip of his tongue.


“Oh, God!” Mirella wailed. “Oh, my God!” She plunged
the fingers of both hands into Tibor’s hair and pressed his face more tightly
against her seething cunt.


Tibor was eating her pussy. He was good at it. Few of Mirella’s
straight lovers had ever demonstrated a talent for cunnilingus anywhere near
that of this bisexual stud. And, as though what Tibor was doing to her with his
mouth wasn’t stimulating enough, every time he paused to grab a breath, he
would say something lewd, assaulting her ears as well as her cunt.


“Oh, that’s a sweet clitty. It’s like licking a piece
of sugar candy. Get wet. Let me taste that pussy juice. I want to feel it
dripping into my mouth. I want to lap it up. Like honey. Oh, yeah, sweet sticky
honey, fresh from the comb.”


Mirella groaned. A man who could say such things to a
woman, who could make love to her like this—he couldn’t really be gay,
or prefer to have sex with men! This whole bisexual thing—it was just an
excuse, Tibor’s way of justifying his need to experiment, sexually. He had such
a strong sex drive that he simply had to vent it, in any way he could.


Well, right now, she was happy to have him vent it on
her!


“I’m so hot,” she moaned. “So hot and wet!”


“You sure are,” he agreed, salaciously. “Your cunt’s
so hot it’s burning my tongue. And your pussy juice—um, it’s dripping out thick
and sweet, now. Like maple syrup oozing right out of the tree. And I’m going to
lick it all up, baby. I’m not going to miss a single drop! That sweet, hot
snatch syrup is mine, Mirella. All mine!”


He fell silent as he made good on that promise,
concentrating on making oral love to her cunt.


Mirella felt her vagina tighten up, deep within her.
Her inner muscles spasmed. She was going to come!


As though he sensed what was about to happen to her, Tibor
sped up the action of his lips and tongue, coaxing her steadily onward, toward
her completion. Mirella’s fingers tightened their grip on his disheveled hair.
She kept his head imprisoned between her thighs and his face jammed firmly
against her pussy. She wasn’t going to let him get away from her. She couldn’t
risk the chance that he might ease up on the agonizing, delightful pressure he
was exerting upon her clit. Not now!


“Oh, Tibor … you bastard … harder, do it harder.
Please, don’t stop. Not now,” she whispered, hotly, bucking her hips and
trembling all over. “Whatever you do, you son of a bitch, don’t you dare stop now.
I’m close … oh, so close.” She groaned. “It’s going to happen. You’re doing it
to me, you fucker. Please, make it happen—!”


Her orgasm, when it hit her, was like a lightning bolt
of energy, striking her body and passing quickly through it from head to foot.
His tongue swabbed her pussy the whole time she spasmed against his face.


“You came, huh?” Tibor asked, with smug satisfaction,
when her turmoil began to subside.


“Yes … oh, yes. And it was a good one. Really good.”


“I’m glad. Sleep well,” he said.


“What? Sleep well? What do you mean?” Mirella asked
him vaguely, in the passion-dazed afterglow of her orgasm.


“You said you didn’t want me to spend the night,” he
reminded her, facetiously. “And now that you’ve come, you shouldn’t have any
trouble falling asleep. It’s time for you to put the cat outside for the night.
So I guess I’d better get going—”


“Don’t you dare take one step toward that door,” Mirella
threatened him.


“Oh? You want me to stay here with you, after all?”


“I want you to stay … and I want you to fuck me.” Mirella
was beyond shame, now. “And you’d better do a good job.”


“Yes, ma’am. I’ll do my best.”


Mirella led the way to her bedroom. Like a whore in
a brothel, taking a john to her room to service him, she thought.
The image excited her. 


She stumbled through the doorway into the bedroom,
where she paused beside the edge of the mattress. Her fingers shook so
violently that she could scarcely finish undressing. Finally, though, she was
nude, waiting impatiently for Tibor to join her.


The moment his large shadowy figure appeared in the
doorway, Mirella lowered herself onto the bed and stretched her arms outward in
mute invitation. He stripped, too, quickly. The mattress dipped beneath the
weight of Tibor’s knee as he hurried to join her.


There was no hesitation now, no wasting time with
preliminaries. Mirella was burning with readiness, and she positioned herself
eagerly beneath him.


Still, she wasn’t totally insane with lust. She
was rational enough to insist that they use protection.


“Not without a rubber,” she told him. “I don’t know
what you may have picked up from all of those queer boyfriends of yours,” she
added, bitchily. “I’m not taking any chances.”


“Oh, you say such nice things to me. Romance at its
fullest,” he joked, breathlessly.


But he prepared himself. She kept a pretty little
Japanese porcelain box on top of her nightstand, with a pattern of cranes
standing amidst irises against a deep blue background. Inside this container,
she kept condoms and a tube of water-based lubricant discreetly tucked away.


Tibor quickly put a prophylactic on his dick, and
applied a swipe of the lube to the latex.


At the first contact of his penis inside her vagina,
she cried out and wound her arms around his shoulders, arching her back and
pulling him toward her at the same time. She wanted him. Hard. Fast. Violent.
There was no hesitation on her part, no concern about the possibility of his
hurting her. She was prepared—for anything! She was more than ready, writhing
in the intensity of her own need.


Coming once had only whetted her appetite. She had to
experience that erotic madness again, and as soon as possible.


The bedsprings creaked and groaned loudly beneath the
combined weight of their pounding bodies. Mirella dug her fingers into the
hardness of Tibor’s shoulders. She sucked his tongue in between her lips and
deep inside her mouth. She felt him straining, galloping toward the pinnacle of
his own arousal; and the awareness seemed to trigger a flood of release through
her tortured flesh.


Mirella dug her heels into the mattress and drove her
hips upward. She squeezed her knees against Tibor’s thighs, imprisoning him,
holding him tight, trying to draw the passion out of his body and into hers. 


“Fuck me!” she cried, in whorish abandon, not caring
who might hear her—not caring how shameless she sounded.


He gave her what she wanted so desperately. He pounded
his stiff penis into her pussy. He didn’t confine himself to back-and-forth
motions. He varied them by moving his erection around inside her body in tight
circular motions. His prick was like a pestle, grinding and scouring within the
interior of a mortar. But her vaginal flesh, which was the recipient of this
phallic assault, wasn’t made of solid, inanimate material. No, her cunt was
alive and flexible. It molded itself snugly around his fuck tool and massaged
it with a ferocious greed.


“Fuck me,” she repeated. “Make me come again.”


But, to her momentary despair, he pulled himself
completely out of her.


“Roll over,” he demanded. “Let me get in your ass.”


Blushing, she obeyed. This, she knew, was what he
especially liked—anal intercourse. 


As she lay there on the bed face down, he got on top
of her. His arms slid around her body and his fingers found her pussy lips.
Spreading them wide open, he began to diddle her, expertly, teasing her.


His cock pushed its way through her sphincter pucker
and slid deep into her anus.


“Ah!” Mirella cried. As usual, the initial penetration
of her tight little anal rosebud sent a burning sensation tingling through her
vulnerable flesh.


He was playing with her pussy, stroking her clit. At
the same time, he began to fuck her in the ass, driving himself deeply into
her.


This, she knew, was what he did with his male lovers.
She could picture the act in her mind—two hard, muscular men’s bodies, locked
together in indecent mutual desire, pounding away together. She knew that she
ought to be disgusted by the idea, utterly repulsed. But, no. The thought of
two men fucking excited her. She wished she could observe it, sometime.


Her asshole flexed lewdly around Tibor’s prickshaft,
clenching and unclenching around its hard-driving bulk.


“Yeah,” he gasped. “You like that back door loving of
mine, don’t you, baby? You like it when I get your pussy all hot and wet with
my fingers, while my dick reams out your ass?”


“I like it,” Mirella admitted. “I love it! Fuck my ass
for me, Tibor. Oh, fuck my ass!”


“Tighten it for me, baby, just like you’re doing now.
Make me work for it. Let me force my way in and out of that pretty little hole.
I want to pretend I’m raping that butt. Yeah, that’s right. Oh, it’s like
fucking a virgin. It’s so nice and tight.”


Her anus convulsed around the invading thickness of
his prickshaft. She couldn’t deny it, as much as she wanted to. She liked
the way his big, hard cock felt, inside her ass! Filling it—stretching it wide
open—fucking it!


“Come on, you queer,” she taunted him. “Is that all
you’ve got? Is that the best you can do? Can’t you plow that hole any
harder—any deeper? God knows you’ve had plenty of practice, screwing your
boyfriends. Or did you just lie there and spread your behind wide open
for them?”


“You’re such a foul-mouthed whore,” he accused her;
but the way he said it made it sound like the greatest compliment he could give
her.


“And you’re such a filthy, promiscuous man whore,” she
retorted. “We deserve each other. I’m no better than you are. So fuck me, Tibor.
Fuck your whore! Fuck her deep in her ass!”


“Oh, I am, baby! I’m doing just that. And it
feels so damn good—doesn’t it?”


“Yes! Yes, it does. Harder. Fuck my ass harder!”


His fingertips expertly probed her pussy slit,
strumming her clit. Squirming under him, she whimpered with pure sexual
response.


“Are you going to come?” he asked.


“Yes! God, yes! Oh, I’m going to come!”


“Do it,” he encouraged her, heatedly. “I always love
the way your asshole tightens up around my dick when you come. I can already
feel your cunt getting ready to cream. Oh, that’s so sweet … so hot … it’s so
sexy!”


Mirella came. She screamed when her orgasm gripped and
shook her. She knew that Tibor was coming, too. He was ejaculating, filling the
puckered reservoir tip of the condom deep inside her seething vagina with his
semen.


They clung to each other, suspended in long,
shuddering moments of violent, total release.


Slowly, the tension began to ebb, and the muscles in
their limbs relaxed. Mirella kept her eyes tightly closed, savoring the
breathtaking contrast in the mood between now and only a moment ago, as she
drifted slowly back toward awareness of her surroundings and rational thought.


“Are you still mad at me?” Tibor asked, after many
minutes of silence had passed between them.


Mirella shook her head in the darkness. “No,” she
whispered, hoarsely. She could never stay angry with him for long, she knew.
And especially not after a fuck like that! No other man had ever been able to
do for her what Tibor could do. Nobody else could send her flesh soaring to
such heights. Nobody else could catapult her from abject misery to giddy
ecstasy in a matter of minutes. She came when he fucked her, every single
time—often, more than once.


He was quite a stud. Unfortunately, he knew it. He was
a smug bastard. Still, she was lucky to have him. He could be out screwing
around with one of his male lovers. Instead, he was there with her, in her bed,
satisfying her. She was grateful. Anything he wanted, anything he asked for,
she would willingly give, if that was the price she had to pay to keep him.


An idea came to her.


So, he liked both men and women, did he? There wasn’t
much she could do about that. But she could do everything in her power to make
sure that she was the only woman he was interested in. If he wanted her
to behave like a whore in the bedroom, then that was exactly what she would do.
Next time, she’d be the aggressor. She’d come on to him. She’d
even beg him to bypass her pussy and fuck her in the ass, right from the start;
she’d tell him she really wanted that. She knew Tibor would like to hear that!


And she could look like a whore, too, at least
in the privacy of her apartment, in Tibor’s company. At work, she wore prim
tailored suits and understated makeup. At home, though, she could tart herself
up—accentuate her femininity.


Tomorrow she’d go shopping, for some whorish,
bright-colored lipstick, and heavy eye shadow to match. She’d also buy some
really sexy lingerie—bordello-style bras and panties, impractical as functional
underwear, but visually lurid; and sheer nighties. She’d transform her
apartment into a bawdy house, if she had to.


She’d invite Tibor over for dinner. She’d turn all of
the lights out, and have candles burning on the dinner table, and in her
bedroom. She’d greet Tibor at the door, wearing one of her provocative new
ensembles. She’d fuck him—before and after dinner, if he was in the
mood, which she was certain he would be. He’d need a good meal in between, to
replenish his energy.


When she was done with Tibor, he’d feel no need to go
tomcatting around behind her back. She’d drain him dry. He’d be so befuddled
from sex that he wouldn’t want to so much as look at other guys, let
alone grab their butts.


Maybe she was buying into a sexist stereotype about
women. But she didn’t care.


Self-respect was a luxury Mirella couldn’t afford. Not
if she wanted to keep her bisexual lover from straying too far.











Chapter Twenty-Two: Two Tomcats
in Heat


 


“Ride it,” Tibor demanded. “Ride my cock, you
hot-assed little bitch! That’s right. Fuck yourself on it. Why should I do all
the work? Up and down, baby … just go right on sliding that hot, tight butt of
yours up and down on my big, hard dick. It feels good, doesn’t it?”


“It feels great,” Sami groaned. “Oh, your cock feels
so good in my ass!”


Barely twenty-four hours had elapsed since Tibor had
fucked Mirella, in her apartment. He’d wasted no time before cheating on her,
yet again.


That night in the club, he’d made sure to exchange phone
numbers with the kid, Sami, with whom he’d flirted. [Translator’s note: in
Hungary, “Sami” is a pet name for “Samuel.”] Mirella had accused him of
wanting to fuck the guy. Tibor had denied that, of course. But he was lying.
Even if he hadn’t wanted to trick with Sami before, Mirella’s accusation had
helped to make up Tibor’s mind for him. If, Tibor thought, he was going to do
the time (so to speak), then he might as well be guilty of the crime.


He’d invited the boy to come to his place, after work.
A late-afternoon quickie was the perfect way to end the work day, and unwind as
the evening began.


Tibor had described Sami to Mirella, dismissively, as
a “pretty little muscle pup,” in whom he wasn’t seriously interested. Well,
that wasn’t entirely true. Tibor was a good liar, a glib one; and what Mirella
didn’t know, wouldn’t give her anything to hold over him.


Sami was young—only twenty-one—and he was,
undeniably, pretty, with a firm, tightly muscled weightlifter’s body, soulful
eyes, pouty lips, and a faun-like head of curly dark hair. From Tibor’s point
of view, Sami had an additional asset. He was the kind of amoral gay slut who,
if he found another man attractive, was willing to jump into bed with him at a
moment’s notice, and wallow in sex like a pig in the mire. Fortunately for Tibor,
Sami found him exceptionally attractive. It was one of the easiest conquests Tibor
had ever made.


Once Sami arrived at his apartment, Tibor’s first
order of business was to get a couple of stiff drinks into them both.


Sami admired the apartment. “Do you live here alone?”
he asked.


“Of course.”


“No boyfriend? Or girlfriend?”


“No live-in boyfriend or girlfriend,” Tibor
specified. “I like my privacy … my freedom.”


“So we won’t be interrupted? Good,” Sami said, with
satisfaction—and, Tibor noted, with anticipation. “You’re sure you’re not tied
down?” This was a shrewd question on Sami’s part. “That woman you were with at
the club—she seemed awfully jealous.”


Tibor shrugged. “Why shouldn’t she be? After all, I’ve
got a lot for somebody to be jealous of,” he boasted.


“Does she know you swing both ways?”


“Of course. I don’t keep it a secret from her.”


“And she’s cool with it?”


“Well, I wouldn’t say she’s always happy about it,”
Tibor conceded, by way of considerable understatement. “But I give her what
she wants, so she can’t complain. Anyway, I didn’t invite you here so we could
discuss my relationship with my girlfriend. Right now, I’m more interested in
pursuing my relationship with you. Drink up. And then I’ll show you the
bedroom.”


A few minutes later, they were naked on Tibor’s bed. Tibor
let Sami suck him for a little while. Sami’s talented mouth gave him a great
deal of pleasure as it worked on his cock. But Tibor was already too excited by
the sight of the boy’s cute little bubble butt. Quickly availing himself of a
condom and an application of lube, Tibor told the kid to sit on his dick.


Sami was the complaisant type. Without hesitation,
he’d impaled himself on Tibor’s erection. Soon, squatting over the other man’s
groin, he was bouncing up and down, riding Tibor, who for all practical
purposes could simply lie there while Sami fucked himself on his cock. Every
now and then, though, Tibor did make a token thrust, if only to introduce some
variety into the anal pounding Sami was receiving.


“You really are a hot-assed, insatiable little bitch,”
Tibor gasped. This was his idea of a compliment.


Sami, far from being offended, accepted his fucker’s
blunt praise in the spirit in which it was intended. “And you’re quite a stud,”
he responded. “God! I think that big thing of yours is getting even thicker and
harder inside me. It feels huge. It’s really stretching me open and
filling me up. Oh, big man, I really like what your cock is doing to my ass!
Yeah, dude, go in deep and pound me hard. That’s just the way I like it!”


Tibor grunted.


Not for the first time, he was struck by the
difference between men’s and women’s sexual responses.


A woman almost always took longer to arouse than a
man. It was a slower, more gradual process. In its way, though, that could be
just as exciting for Tibor, because it presented him with a challenge. And the
payoff was often spectacular. Once a female sex partner got thoroughly warmed
up, she could really get into the act, casting all of her usual
inhibitions aside. That was what Tibor especially enjoyed—knowing that his
lovemaking could make a lady behave like a whore. And, of course, women were
often multi-orgasmic. Coming once usually didn’t satisfy them; it only made
them eager to climax again.


A man, by contrast, was quicker on the trigger—and he
only had so many shots he could fire off in close succession.


“Let’s try a different position,” Tibor suggested to Sami.


“Okay. Whatever you want.”


Tibor fucked Sami some more, this time with Sami
sprawled flat on his back, with his legs high in the air and held obscenely
wide open by Tibor’s hands gripping his ankles, while Tibor’s cock pistoned
itself brutally in and out between the boy’s upraised buttocks. In this
position, Tibor could be more proactive, maintaining a greater control of the
fuck.


Sami jerked himself off while he was fucked, his cock
feeling much larger and stiffer than it usually did, so great was his
excitement, as it twitched in his fist.


“Fuck me, Tibor—oh, fuck me,” he repeated,
frantically. “Keep pounding that big stud muscle cock of yours into my hole.
Oh, God—you’re doing it to me, man. I’m going to come!”


“Go right ahead. Shoot your fucking load,” Tibor
encouraged him. He grinned, under the wet layer of sweat that coated his
handsome face. “Shoot that jism all over me, kid. I want to see your hot, wet
cum fly all over the goddamn place, and land on us both.”


That did it for Sami. Like an overheated piece of
artillery, his phallic weapon reared back within the tight grip of his fist—and
then it fired, spilling its liquid load all over his own body and Tibor’s. Tibor
let go of Sami’s left leg and, breathing hard, still screwing him
energetically, he rubbed Sami’s semen all over himself, smearing his massive chest
and his big stiff nipples, in particular, with the slippery natural ointment. 


Then Tibor raised his fingers to his lips and noisily
sucked them clean. The taste of Sami’s cum seemed to set off his own
detonation, far up inside Sami’s asshole. Within seconds, Tibor was coming,
too. His body convulsed with helpless pleasure, as he unloaded his sperm into
the condom on his cock, deep within Sami’s butt.


“How’d that feel?” Tibor asked.


“Great!”


“You’re a good fuck,” Tibor declared.


“And you’re quite a stud,” Sami replied. “It usually
takes two or three guys in a row to give my asshole a pounding like that. But
you did it all by yourself. Don’t take your cock out of my ass yet.”


“I have no intention of doing any such thing. I’m
still hard,” Tibor pointed out.


“You sure are. Doesn’t that thing of yours ever
go soft?”


“Not for long,” Tibor admitted. “Give me a few minutes
to catch my breath, and I’ll show you. I’ll will be ready to go again before
you know it. And you’d better be ready to take it.”


Sami smirked. “No problem.”











Chapter Twenty-Three:
After Working Hours


 


At work, Mirella was the envy of all the other women
in the office. 


Tibor occasionally dropped by the office, usually at
the end of the work day, if he and Mirella had plans for the evening. The girls
in the secretarial pool found Tibor charming. He was careful to be on his best
behavior, of course, during his visits to Mirella’s workplace. He’d flirt
casually with the other women—and he’d restrict his interaction with the men to
bland guy-to-guy conversation, accompanied by some discreet eye contact. 


More than once, Mirella had been assured by her female
coworkers that Tibor was “quite a catch.” She didn’t dispute that fact. But if
only they knew the whole truth!


And now she’d been chosen to work on a special
project, one-on-one, with one of her colleagues, a single guy named Gregor.
Before this assignment, Mirella hadn’t known Gregor very well. They’d seen each
other, of course, coming and going, and they’d been polite toward each other.
That was all.


The other women in the office seemed to think of Gregor
as the resident hunk. One of them even described him to Mirella as a
“dreamboat,” which to Mirella’s ears sounded like archaic terminology, straight
out of the Fifties.


Mirella had to admit that Gregor was easy to work
with. He was diligent and efficient. He was soft-spoken, with impeccable
manners. He treated her as an equal, with respect, which she appreciated. 


At first, though, she’d refused to be impressed by him
as a man, as opposed to a fellow professional.


Gregor had a good-looking face and a sexy physique. So
what? The same was true of hundreds of other young men with whom she came into
contact. For that matter, Tibor was handsome and sexy, too. And a lot of good that
seemed to be doing her, in the long run.


Still … there were moments when she found herself
succumbing to Gregor’s spell. His eyes were the most deep, sensual brown she’d
ever seen. They were also soft, and kind, and totally disarming. 


One thing was made Mirella wary was the fact that
Tibor and Gregor seemed to have male bonded, together. Tibor’s conversations
with Gregor were more animated than the casual small talk which Tibor carried
on with Mirella’s coworkers, during his visits. Tibor and Gregor had something
in common—Gregor was into bodybuilding, too, big time, which gave the two men
seemingly inexhaustible topics for conversation.


Gregor belonged to a gym called The Construction Site,
which was owned and operated by some well-known professional bodybuilder named
Mezey. Mirella was hazy on the details, because she tended to block out the two
guys’ voices whenever they went on—and on!—about various exercises and the
development of certain body parts. But they both seemed fascinated by Mezey.
Gregor had even talked Tibor into abandoning his old gym and joining The
Construction Site instead, so they could work out together sometimes and admire
their idol, the gym’s owner, at close range.


One afternoon, near the end of their work day, Mirella
and Gregor had to present their finished project to their bosses.


“Nervous?” Gregor whispered to Mirella, as they got
ready to enter the conference room.


“Terrified,” she admitted.


“Don’t be. We’ve done good work, and we’re ready to
show it off. And you know what they say about a sure cure for stage fright.
Just picture all of them sitting there, naked.”


Mirella fought back a giggle.


To her relief, their presentation went well, and their
supervisors were pleased with their work.


“I told you it’d be a piece of cake,” Gregor said, the
moment the two of them were alone. “And you were smooth. That ‘picturing them
naked’ trick must’ve worked.”


Now that they were safely out of earshot of their
bosses, Mirella could laugh. She did so, rather boisterously.


“That’s more like it,” Gregor said. “Now we can relax.
Hey, it’s almost quitting time. If you don’t have any plans—?”


“I don’t.”


“Then why don’t you let me treat you to a drink? Or
even to an early dinner. Or both.”


“I’d love to.” Mirella had accepted the invitation
impulsively, without needing to think about it—which surprised her. “Just let
me run into my office for a minute.”


 She was in her office, gathering her things together,
when her cellphone chimed. It was Tibor. Bad timing, on his part.


“How did your day go?” he wanted to know.


“Very well, as a matter of fact.”


“Oh, good. Let me take you out to dinner. Unless you’d
rather I made us something at my place?”


“I can’t, Tibor. Not tonight. The fact is … my day’s
not over yet. I have a business dinner.”


“Can’t you get out of it?”


“No, I can’t.”


“Too bad. I know you usually hate those things.”


“Yes. And afterward, I’m usually tired, and in a bad
mood. I’ll go straight home and right to bed. I’ll call you tomorrow.”


“Mirella, do you really have this business dinner
tonight, or is it just an excuse not to see me, because you’re still mad at
me?” 


“I really do have a dinner engagement. I don’t lie to
you, Tibor,” Mirella declared, more than a little self-righteously. “And I’m
not mad at you. I’m just … disillusioned about you, as usual, and more
realistic in my expectations.”


“I wish we could talk face to face—”


“So do I. But not tonight, Tibor. Please. I’ll see you
tomorrow. And I really have to go. I’ve got people waiting for me.”


“Okay. Tomorrow, though, for sure?”


“For sure.”


After she hung up, Mirella felt a pang of guilt.


Tibor had sounded quite eager to please, and even
penitent. But he was pretty good at faking sincerity. She wasn’t sure she ought
to fall for his standard “I’ve been a bad boy, I’m so sorry, and I want to make
it up to you” act.


On the other hand, despite her protest to him a moment
before, she had lied to him—sort of. This dinner with Gregor wasn’t really
a business affair. And it was interesting that she’d instinctively told Tibor
that she had “people” waiting for her, not one man.


She hurried to rejoin Gregor.


“Ready?” he asked her, brightly.


“Yes.”


“Hungry?”


“Starved.”


“Wonderful. I hate it when people say they’re on a
diet, or they shouldn’t eat this and they shouldn’t eat that, as though
enjoying good food was some sort of a sin.”


“There are plenty of other sins for us to worry
about,” Mirella said, enigmatically.


“How true. Now, where shall we go? Somewhere for a
drink, first, and then on to a restaurant? Or straight to the restaurant? Or …
we could always go to my place, and I can throw something decent together,
given half a chance. I’m not a bad cook, if I do say so myself.”


“I’d really like to go to your place.” Mirella was
slightly shocked by how readily she’d said that, and by the almost eager tone
she heard in her own voice. “I mean—a home-cooked meal sounds as though it’d be
nice, if you really don’t mind cooking—?”


“I like to cook.”


“And I’m always curious about what a single guy’s
place looks like. It can tell a woman a lot about a man’s personality.”


Gregor grinned. “I’m afraid my apartment’s
going to tell you that I pay someone to come in and clean up after me. Come on,
let’s go.”


They rode the elevator down to the office building’s
underground parking garage. Gregor pointed out his car to Mirella, and she
followed him in her own vehicle.


During the drive, it occurred to her that he hadn’t
refuted her suggestion that he was “a single guy,” who presumably lived alone.


She realized that she wanted to find out more about
him. A lot more. In fact, she was already giving serious consideration to the
possibility of having sex with him. Of course, perhaps he wasn’t
interested in having sex with her. So far, throughout their relationship
at work, he’d been a perfect gentleman. It was quite a contrast to Tibor, who
could be so crude at times.


But Gregor and Tibor did have one thing in common, Mirella
thought. They were both men. And that meant they both had urges, which could be
easily aroused, given the right kind of stimulation.


Then and there, driving in the rush-hour traffic,
following Gregor’s car block after block, Mirella made her decision.


Given the opportunity, given the least bit of encouragement,
she’d fuck her handsome coworker. Tonight, if possible!











Chapter Twenty-Four: Copulating
Colleagues


 


Seated on the couch in Gregor’s living room, nursing a
glass of red wine from Hungary’s Villány region, Mirella felt completely at
ease.


His apartment was tidy, thanks to the cleaning
woman who, he’d told Mirella, came in twice a week. It was beautifully
furnished, but not fussy—a quiet, comfortable, masculine-looking retreat from
the outside world. Mirella was grateful that he’d invited her to share it with
him for a few hours.


She’d enjoyed every minute of the evening. This
intimacy was much better than a bar or restaurant.


He’d allowed her to help with the cooking. In his
kitchen, they’d joked and laughed together, trashing some of their colleagues
at work. Dinner, accompanied by a bottle of wine, had been simple but
delicious. They’d eaten at the kitchen table, and now they were relaxing in the
living room, with the help of a second bottle of wine. 


What a difference, Mirella
thought. What a welcome change of pace, being in the company of this
man. He was so easy to talk to, to laugh with. He seemed so mature, so
independent, so capable … so normal.


Yes, that was the word for it—normal; even ordinary.
Compared to Tibor, Gregor was refreshingly uncomplicated. He was a man with
whom she could communicate—in whom, she sensed, she could confide in. And the
timing couldn’t have been better. Here she was, becoming closer to Gregor, just
when she was beginning to have doubts about her relationship with Tibor.


She didn’t want to wear out her welcome. In fact, she
didn’t want to leave. But she knew that Gregor was too polite to hint that it
might be time for a guest to take her leave. So she felt obligated to raise the
subject, herself.


“I’d better go easy on this wine,” she said, “if I’m
going to drive home—soon.”


“I never thought to ask if you had any other plans for
later this evening.”


“I didn’t. Well,” Mirella added, a bit flirtatiously,
“the truth is, I did have another offer, from another man. But I turned
him down. And now I’m glad I did. It couldn’t have compared to this. Ah—I have
a confession to make, though.”


Gregor smiled. “Really? This sounds interesting. Do
tell.”


“After I accepted your invitation, I got a call from
Tibor. He’s the one who wanted to get together with me tonight. I lied to him.
Told me I had an after-hours business meeting. Because I didn’t want to deal
with him, tonight. And … I guess I wanted to punish him.”


Gregor’s smiled broadened. “I suppose I don’t need to
know what infraction he’s guilty of. I can guess.”


“Namely?”


“Of just being Tibor.”


Ruefully, Mirella laughed. “Yes. Anyway—do me a favor
and don’t tell him about this. I’d just rather he didn’t know.”


“You want us to be conspirators? Excellent. This
evening keeps getting better. Yes, this has been great. A really enjoyable
evening. I hate for it to have to come to an end. Not that it has to. Not yet.”


“Are you flirting with me, Gregor?”


“I’m trying to. I’m also trying to be subtle
about it. I gather I’ve failed at that?”


“Maybe I should’ve made certain things clear from the
start. I’m seeing Tibor, as you very well know.”


“I know. What surprises me is that you’ve settled for
that. Forgive me for speaking frankly. But a woman as attractive and desirable
as you are—you have many other options. But it can’t be serious between
you and our friend Tibor.”


“What makes you say that?”


“I mean, it can’t be serious on his part, not
if he has any sense at all. If he did, you’d be wearing an engagement ring, at
the very least. If I were him—without that much, to stake my claim—I’d be in
constant fear that some other man was going to come along and take you away
from me.”


“I’m afraid Tibor isn’t like that. He sort of takes me
for granted. He likes to play the field.”


“I’m familiar with the type. Afraid of commitment, is
he?”


“He’s afraid of commitment to a woman. He’s bisexual.
I’m sure that’s come up in the course of his guy talks with you, when you’re
not discussing your bodybuilding.”


“Oh, it has. And how do you feel about that? Are you
comfortable with it?”


“I’ve tried to accept it. It hasn’t always been easy.”


“But it’s very open-minded of you, just to make the
effort.”


“Oh, don’t get me wrong,” Mirella said. “I do have to
give Tibor credit. If a bisexual man is both straight and gay, or some blend of
the two—then the straight part of Tibor is exceptionally straight. He’s
a wonderful lover.” Mirella could feel herself blushing, a little. She sipped
her wine, to cover up her sudden confusion. “I suppose I shouldn’t have said
that.”


Gregor smiled at her. “No? Why not?”


“It might be more information about my sex life than you
really care to know.”


“But I’m interested in everything about you, Mirella,
including your personal life.”


“Well, now you’re going to have to tell me something
intimate about you, to make us easy.”


“You’d like to hear one of my secrets?”


“Yes. Preferably one you don’t share with just
anybody. Please.”


“That’s easy. The truth is, I’m bisexual, too.
Something else Tibor and I have in common, besides the gym.”


For some reason, she wasn’t surprised. No doubt the
wine she’d drunk had mellowed her mood, making her more receptive to the
revelation. And it wasn’t entirely unexpected. Gregor was just too damn
sensitive, too considerate and respectful toward women, to be one hundred per
cent straight. Maybe that was stereotypical thinking on her part, Mirella thought.
But she couldn’t help it.


Aloud, she said, as casually as she could, “You must
be joking, Gregor.”


“Not at all. Is it so implausible?”


“No, it’s not implausible. It’s just sort of …
discouraging, to us women. Can’t we satisfy you men? Aren’t we enough? Must you
have … whatever the hell you guys do together … too?”


“We’re selfish,” Gregor acknowledged. “We want it
all.”


“It’s almost enough to make me wish I had lesbian
tendencies. I can’t help thinking I must be missing out on something, by not
swinging both ways. But no, I’m afraid I’m depressingly conservative and
old-fashioned. I only like men.”


“There’s nothing wrong with that. And I’m glad that
you have a sense of humor, about the whole thing.”


“Explain this whole bisexual thing to me, Gregor, from
your point of view. Which would you really rather be with, sexually—a man, or a
woman?”


“But that’s the whole point. The answer is ‘both.’
Both at once. A man and a women, both in bed with me at the same time.
That’s my idea of sheer sexual bliss. Why should I have to choose between them?
You see, Mirella, the two things complement each other. With another man, a man
can be completely sexual. The two of them can just go at it together, hot and
heavy. And before and after the actual bedroom fun, they can be buddies. Pals.
With a woman, on the other hand, it’s always more emotional. More romantic, if
you will. It’s not ‘just sex.’ All sorts of deeper feelings come into play. So
you see, being involved intimately with a man and a woman,
simultaneously, is the best of both worlds.” Gregor smiled. “I’m delighted to
have found out that you and I have something in common.”


“Namely?”


“We both like men.”


“Apparently, we do.” Mirella consulted her little gold
wristwatch. “It’s getting late. Maybe I’d better go.”


“Must you?”


“I don’t have to. But I don’t want to outstay my
welcome, either. And … I’m sure, if you had the choice, you’d rather be here
with another man. Not with me.”


It was a bitchy thing to say. She regretted having
said it. She realized that, without being consciously aware of it, she was
testing him. Trying to find out how much he would take.


But he didn’t seem the least bit offended. If
anything, he looked amused.


“But there’s no other man here, at the moment,” he
pointed out.


“Not an insurmountable problem. I’m sure that like
most men, straight or gay, you have a little black book, filled with names and
phone numbers. Or, speaking of phones, you’re more likely to use one of those
phone apps, where you find guys and swipe past them until you see one you like.
Tibor does that, I know. You could invite someone to come over.”


“I could,” he admitted. “But I don’t care to. And what
about women? Don’t they have little black books, too?”


“Well … we do. Only in my case, the book has pink
covers. Suitably feminine. And there aren’t very many names in it. I do like
men, and I hope I’m not prude, but I also try to be selective.”


“Are you going to put my name and number in your
book?”


“I haven’t decided, yet. No—I’m just teasing you. Of
course I’m going to. I do want to see you again, outside of work.” She
was being unusually aggressive, by her standards, she realized. She was doing
her best to make her interest in him perfectly clear. Feeling a need to
back-pedal, she added, “I want us to be friends. I’d like us to get together
again socially, if that’s all you’re interested in.”


“Suppose I was interested in more?”


“That’d be fine with me.”


“If you really have to go, I’ll walk you to your car.
But I wish you could stay, at least for a little while. This has been so
pleasant, getting to know you outside the office. And we’ve hardly begun.”


“I don’t really need to rush off. I can stay. And I’d
like to.”


“Good. More wine?”


“Please.”


He refilled her glass and handed it to her. Accepting
the drink, Mirella closed her fingers around the glass and brought the rim
quickly to her lips. There was no time to waste, she felt. 


She drank quickly, emptying the glass with a few
gulps. It was unladylike, she knew—but it was necessary. The wine would release
the last of her inhibitions. She tilted her head back and drained the last
drops of the red liquid. 


Gregor hadn’t resumed his relaxed posture in his seat.
He was still leaning forward, close to her. Very close, she knew. Within easy
touching range, if either of them chose to reach out and touch the other. She
didn’t dare to look at him directly. In fact, she scarcely dared to breathe. At
any moment, now, what she was hoping would happen might begin. But he was the one
who was going to have to take the initiative. She wasn’t going to throw herself
at him.


Not unless she absolutely had to!


Gregor took the empty glass from her grasp and placed
it on the table, next to his.


His hands felt warm as he clasped Mirella’s fingers
and drew her out of the chair … onto her feet … into his arms. 


She sighed deeply, with pleasure and relief. Her lips
parted to accept his kiss. His mouth was soft, gentle. His lips sought hers and
pressed slowly, tenderly against them.  


The tangy scent of his citrusy cologne filled her
nostrils.


The warmth of his mouth against hers … his touch… his
body pressing close. All these sensations drained the strength from her limbs
and made her weak with desire. The tips of their tongues met and toyed tentatively
between their teeth. Mirella sagged against him and opened her mouth a little
wider. Their kiss made her head spin.


Beneath her clothing, her breasts throbbed. Her
nipples stiffened. Her belly rippled with tension. Even as he kissed her, as he
held her, as he drew her closer into his strong arms, Mirella couldn’t believe
this was really happening.


He lifted her as though she was weightless and carried
her into the darkened refuge of his bedroom. Mirella rested her head on a soft,
deep pillow and closed her eyes. Gregor began to undress her. She arched her
back and let him open her blouse, unzip her skirt. She felt no shame, no
embarrassment as the material slid down over her body and away.


He touched her softly, gently, lovingly—and her flesh
seemed to blossom beneath his fingertips. Before she knew it, she was naked,
completely exposed and vulnerable; but she didn’t flinch.


She heard the hasty, muted sounds of his own
undressing, and her lips parted into a satisfied smile. With Gregor, she knew
there would be no yanking, no tearing of clothes. No frenzied, violent lunging
of flesh against flesh. He would come to her naked, loving, and tender. He
would caress her body and offer himself for her pleasure as well as for his
own. There would be plenty of time for both of them to achieve fulfillment,
together. No struggling. No groping. They would be civilized human brings
making love … not merely animals in heat, at the prey of their own urgent lust.


His mouth brushed across her pink lips and down into
the silken hollow of her throat. Mirella sighed as she felt him stretch out
alongside her. She reached out in the dimness and touched his face, caressed
his cheek … telling him, without any need for words, how grateful she was for
his presence. For his sensitivity.


He kissed the swell of her breast and slid his lips up
toward the nipple. Mirella squirmed when she felt the point of flesh grow rigid
between his pursed lips. His tongue stroked her tit slowly and rhythmically,
encouraging her to surrender to pleasure, to open herself wide and give herself
completely to all of the pleasure that was now available to her for the taking.


It seemed as though he’d gone on for hours, kissing
her breasts, her belly, her thighs … stroking her hair, her cheeks … offering
her all the time she needed to savor each and every delicious moment of their
lovemaking.


When his tongue-tip darted out and tickled her clit,
she thought she’d climax, then and there. Shivers of delicious, helpless
arousal swept through her body. He licked her cunt—slowly, appreciatively, his
lips fluttering about her slit like a butterfly alighting gently upon her
moist, tremulous flesh.


Spasms of near-orgasmic response tugged at her vaginal
depths. If he went on kissing and tonguing her slit like that, it wouldn’t take
her long to come.


But, suddenly, she wanted to give as well as receive.
She was ready to awaken Gregor’s own flesh to the joys of sharing.


Oral sex,
she thought. That’s what men like, what they really want in bed … they want
to have their cocks sucked. It doesn’t matter whether they’re gay, straight, or
bisexual. They still want to feel a mouth on their cocks, making love to them
that way.


She reached out to Gregor and coaxed him upward along
the mattress until his cheek rested on the pillow beside her own. Then she
kissed him lightly on the mouth, the chin. Her lips traveled down across the
muscles of his shoulder, his broad chest, and onto the hardness of his flat
stomach.


She took his penis between her lips and nursed it
gently. Already semi-erect, it rapidly expanded within her mouth to its full,
awesome rigidity. It became so large and inflexible that she had difficulty
keeping her mouth on it. Slowly, cautiously, she began to suck his cock.


“You don’t have to do that,” he whispered. His words
sounded unnaturally loud, breaking the thick, warm atmosphere in the bedroom.
It was the first time he’d spoken since they’d gone to bed.


“But it’s what you like, isn’t it?”


“It’s one of a lot of things I like.”


“And I want to do it for you.” Mirella’s voice sounded
husky, raw with emotion. “I want to excite you … to do what you’re used to
having men do for you.”


“Hush.” He placed his fingertip lightly over her hips,
and then he lowered her back down onto the bed. “I’m not with a man, now. I’m
with you. And I’m enjoying every minute of it. As for being excited … trust me,
just having you here with me excites me. I want to make love to you, Mirella. I
want to see you reach the limit. I want to make it happen for you, and watch
you while it does. I want to make sure you’re satisfied.”


“But we can both—”


“You bet we can. But you first. I insist. Please. It’s
important to me.”


She was tempted to offer further protests, to try to persuade
him that they could achieve their satisfaction together, simultaneously. But
her flesh was selfish, with its own set of priorities; and right now it was
sending her a clear message to the effect that her body could endure no further
delay. Her vagina ached, yearning for his touch … and for an even more intimate
contact, now. For total, mindless surrender.


“Wait,” she heard him whisper. “Let me get ready.”


She heard the drawer of the nightstand sliding open,
followed by the familiar, unmistakable sound of a foil packet containing a
condom being tore open. Gregor put the rubber on his erection, and then he used
a plastic pump bottle of gel lubricant to coat his latex-protected prick.


Mirella reached out, knotted her fingers at the nape
of his neck, and drew his mouth down toward her own.


Gregor moaned softly and pressed his tongue past her
teeth. His hands cupped the fullness of her breasts, slid down the length of
her thighs, and settled at the curve of her hips … kneading the soft smoothness
there slowly, rhythmically, in tempo with the subtle rocking of their bodies on
the bed.


Mirella slid her knees up along the solid hardness of
his thighs until they were squeezing his hips. Her body was slick with
perspiration. Her mouth felt dry. The rest of the world seemed remote, far
away; and all that was left was the hot, pulsating demands of her flesh,
begging silently for the ultimate caress … the deepest fulfillment.


Gregor seemed to know, to understand. Slowly, he
lowered his muscular weight onto her, inching his way slowly, carefully, into
her pussy.


Mirella groaned in sheer pleasure at the first
penetration. She pressed herself against him, signaling to him that it felt
good, that there was no need for him to hold back. That, on the contrary, she
was ready … eager … waiting—!


Waves of pleasure grew and redoubled themselves within
her. Far off the distance she heard a voice—a woman’s voice, murmuring
endearments, groaning with passion. She recognized it vaguely as her own voice,
struggling to express what she felt.


Somewhere in the back of her mind, an instinctive
awareness told her that she was traveling solo, and that she ought to wait for Gregor
to join her in her flight. But she was far beyond the point at which she could
control her thrashing limbs … her heaving thighs and buttocks … her violently
pistoning hips.


Like the crashing of a storm surf against a rocky
shore, a wave of climax washed over her, spilling its sensations onto her flesh
… flooding her body with warmth, with relief … unleashing the violence within
her, then taming it into a sweet, languid aftermath of contentment.


“Was it good?” Gregor inquired softly.


“Good? Do I have to tell you? That was great.” Mirella
felt a little embarrassed at confirming the obvious. She’d let herself go, all
the way, completely. Like a whore! He’d seen her with all of her defenses down,
exposed to her very core. “A man like you knows how to make a woman happy,
that’s for sure. You’ve probably had so many women—”


“Oh, not as many as you might think.”


“The boys have been keeping you busy—is that it?” She
spoke without malice, and he laughed.


“That’s about it,” he admitted.


She snuggled against him. “I hope you’ll make some
room in that busy schedule of yours—for me,” she said, softly.


He took her in his arms and kissed her. “I will, Mirella,”
he promised her. “Oh, I will!”











Chapter Twenty-Five: Backsliding


 


Revenge sex—often, the best kind of sex!


Mirella had cheated on Tibor, impulsively. And she’d
done it with one of Tibor’s own gym buddies! She had no regrets. She was in
fact eager to repeat the experience, to go to bed with Gregor again. She was
almost tempted to tell Tibor about her fling, to annoy him and make him stop
taking her for granted.


But she was aware that, in all probability, he
wouldn’t feel at all angry or threatened. He’d just shrug and tell Mirella to
go right ahead and have her fun, as he always insisted on doing.


Mirella was at home, alone, one evening after work,
when the doorbell chimed, startling her.


She wasn’t expecting anyone. Feeling moody, she didn’t
want to see, or speak, to anyone.


Perhaps it was the apartment manager … or some sort of
a delivery.


A thought struck her. What if it was Gregor? She’d
given him her address, along with her cellphone number. It would be like him to
surprise her, by paying an unscheduled call. A gentleman caller … yes, that was
just what she needed.


When the doorbell sounded again, she hurried to answer
it. She opened the door.


Tibor stood there in the hallway, looking at her with
amused eyes. He was holding a large bouquet of flowers, wrapped in pink-tinted
cellophane and tied with a pink ribbon. She had to acknowledge, however
grudgingly, that he’d remembered that pink was her favorite color.


“Oh. It’s you, Tibor.”


“None other. You look disappointed. Were you expecting
somebody else?”


“No,” she lied. “But why didn’t you just let yourself
in, with your key?”


“I wasn’t sure I’d be welcome.”


“Don’t be silly.”


He extended the bouquet. “A peace offering.”


“They’re lovely. Thank you. But don’t just stand
there. Come in.”


“I assume you’re alone?” Tibor asked, casually, as he
walked into the room.


“As a matter of fact, I am. But maybe you’d be better
off not assuming anything,” Mirella warned him.


“In that case … may I please sit down, and may I
please have a drink?”


“You may,” Mirella deigned to say, rather in the tone
she might use toward a subordinate down at work. “You know where the liquor is.
Help yourself. I’m going to put these in water.”


She had a nice cloisonné vase, which she took into the
kitchen and filled with water. She used scissors to trim the stems of the flowers,
and she spend some time arranging them in the vase. She carried the finished
product back into the living room.


“There,” she said, setting the vase down on an end
table. “They do look lovely. Thank you again, Tibor. It was very
thoughtful of you.”


He was standing, with a filled glass in his hand.


“You’re welcome, Mirella. But we’re being awfully
polite and formal with each other, aren’t we? It almost sounds like the kiss of
death, so far as a relationship is concerned.”


“Don’t exaggerate.”


“Okay, I won’t. What’re you having to drink?”


“Nothing. I brought some work home with me. I want to
keep a clear head.”


“I hate to drink alone. And you work too hard. Can’t
whatever it is wait until tomorrow?”


“It can, but I choose not to let it. I don’t like to
procrastinate. That’s the difference between you and me, Tibor. You never allow
anything to get in the way of your having a good time. You always give in to
your impulses.”


“Guilty as charged.” He was smiling, with a look of
boyish contrition on his face. She was sure he was putting on an act.


But, she realized, with her own stab of genuine guilt,
so was she. She was in no position to lecture him, or anyone else, about the
desirability of not giving in to one’s impulses! She’d gone to bed with Gregor,
and she’d done so out of sheer, spontaneous, impulsive horniness. And she’d let
nothing—including giving any thought to the possible consequences—get in the
way of the wanton, selfish pleasure she’d experienced during the act. She’d had
a good time with Gregor. A hell of a good time!


So much so, in fact, that she couldn’t wait to repeat
the experience.


“Sit down, Tibor. Enjoy your drink. Let’s talk. We need
to talk. I want us to be completely honest with each other.”


“I’m okay with that.”


“Which means I have something to tell you.”


“Oh. That sounds ominous.”


“I’ve gone out with someone,” Mirella confessed.
“Another man.”


Tibor arched his eyebrows, inquisitively. “Has he
fucked you?”


“Must you be so crude?”


“Sorry. I meant to say, have you two slept together?
Has he made love to you?”


“Yes.”


“How nice for you.”


“There’s no need to be sarcastic.”


“But, Mirella, I’m not being sarcastic at all. I’m
being completely sincere. And I can be sincere, you know, although for
some reason you always seem to doubt the fact.”


“Maybe I have my good reasons for doubting it.
Beginning with your long track record of insincerity.”


“Well, let’s not debate that point, not just now.
Getting back to this new beau of yours. Anyone I know? Where’d you meet
him?”


“We work together.”


“Oh, my God. An office romance!”


Mirella bristled. “What’s wrong with that?”


“There’s nothing wrong with it, necessarily.
But somehow it just seems so—conventional. Love blossoming beside the water
cooler, or the copy machine. Trysts in the supply room, behind closed doors—”


“There have been no trysts in the supply room, Tibor—or
anywhere else at work, for that matter!”


“I’m disappointed to hear that. Another sexual fantasy
shot to hell. But tell me more about this guy. Is he good in bed?”


“Very.” She spoke without thinking. But it was true.


“Better than me?”


She was tempted to say yes, much better—if only
to taunt Tibor, and give that ego of his a much-needed bruising. But she
hesitated. Then, for some reason, she felt compelled to be truthful. “He’s
different from you. That’s all.”


“Different? How? I’m intrigued. Oh, let me guess. He’s
different because he’s straight.”


“No.” Now that Mirella was on an honesty kick, she
found it difficult to stop. “He claims to be bisexual, too.”


“That’s interesting. Quite a coincidence.”


“Yes, isn’t it. I thought so, too, when he told me.
But maybe it isn’t such a coincidence, after all. There must be something wrong
with me, which keeps attracting me to bisexual men.”


“As opposed to what? Some sexist pig of a straight
guy, who’s going to put a wedding ring on your finger, insist that you give up
your career, whisk you off to the suburbs, and keep you pregnant? And
cheat on you, every chance he gets—only with other women, instead of with men?”


“There are times when that—or something less extreme,
maybe, something a little closer to normal—is starting to look good,” Mirella
said.


“Normal? There’s nothing wrong with
bisexuality, Mirella, or with being attracted to this kind of person, or to
that kind of person,” Tibor protested. “And when I say that, I am being
sincere. I really wish I could do something to help you get over these weird
puritanical ideas you have. Because when it comes right down to it, I do
want you to be happy. If I thought you could be happy with this new guy—what’s
his name, by the way? No, wait, let me guess. A bisexual coworker of
yours—who’s got to be good-looking enough to appeal to you? It must be Gregor.”



Tibor looked and sounded downright gleeful, which
infuriated Mirella.


“Yes, it’s Gregor.”


“I’ve always thought he’d probably be good in bed. Is
he?”


“Very. He’s also a gentleman.”


“And I’m not, huh? Ouch. Well, I guess I deserve that.
So—if I thought my buddy Gregor could make you happy, I’d be glad to butt out.”


“Would you, Tibor? Really?”


“Okay, I’d be willing to do it in theory, because I
know that’d be the noble thing to do, and it might impress you. It might make
you think better of me. You’ve had a low opinion of me, lately; I need to score
some points. But I admit I wouldn’t be glad about it. I’m selfish enough
to admit I’d hate to give you up. I’d much rather settle for a ménage à trois
with you and our sexy friend Gregor. Assuming he’d be interested in such an
arrangement. And, let’s face it—if he’s really bi, as he claims to be, he might
be interested. After all, most men who swing that way do like me.”


“It must be your unfailing modesty that appeals to
them,” Mirella suggested, drily.


“Honey, modesty has nothing to do with it. Trust me.
It’s the face, the body, and the cock that the boys go for. And the sexual
technique, of course.”


“You’re shameless.”


“I’m honest. Realistic. Cynical, if you will. As for
shame—what use is it, really? Who needs it?”


“Do you realize something, Tibor?”


“What?”


“This is one of the few times you and I have ever sat
down together and had a serious conversation. About ourselves. About anything.”


“Is it? I’m not so sure about that. I hope I’m not that
superficial. Now, back to the quite intriguing topic of Gregor. I’m going to
have sit down with the guy, Mirella, and have a talk with him. To find out if
he’s good enough for you … and whether his intentions are honorable.”


“Coming from you, Tibor, that’s a laugh. What are you?
My father? My brother?”


“I can still look out for you. Make sure you’re not
throwing yourself away on some jerk.”


“You really are incredible. And full of surprises.
Trust me, though—Gregor is no jerk. He’s … very nice, actually.”


“Well, I’ve always thought so, but I’m not the one
who’s banging him. You’ve got the hots for him, huh?”


“Yes. I won’t deny it. Are you jealous?”


“Insanely.”


“I don’t believe you, Tibor. To be ‘insanely’ jealous of
somebody, you’d genuinely have to care about her, or him. And I wonder if
you’re really capable of that.”


“Ouch,” he said, wryly. “Now, that hurts.” He
reached for her hand. 


“Don’t touch me. Please.” She moved back, away from
him.


“You used to like me to touch you. All over. Is this
new stud of yours so much better than me?” As he spoke, Tibor took Mirella in
his strong arms. “Does he do all the things for you that I do for you? Does he
drive you crazy, the way I always do? Does he make you feel—like this?”


She wanted to wrench herself free, to fight him off;
but her strength was no match for his. And her will power failed her, too. She
felt herself sliding down onto the sofa’s cushions in his embrace.


“No,” she gasped.


“No?” he asked. “How am I supposed to interpret that?
Is it ‘no,’ as in ‘no means no, get away from me?’ Or do you mean ‘no,’ as in
‘yes, I want you to fuck me, but I think I ought to put on an act?’ Which is
it?”


Tibor moved with her, pinning her body down on the
sofa beneath his own weight. His hand searched for the hem of her skirt and
slid up between her legs.


“No,” Mirella repeated. “As in ‘no, I’m tired of being
taken for granted by you.’ I mean it, Tibor.” But she was well aware of the
lack of conviction in her voice.


She squeezed her thighs together; but it was already
too late. His fingers had found their mark, and they began to stroke her flesh
roughly, rhythmically. She squirmed beneath his insistent touch, wriggling her
lips, trying to pull away. But there was no escape. Not from his fingering of
her cunt—and not from her own overwhelming desire.


The thin material of her panties gave way beneath the
pressure of his grasp, and ripped loose.


“Come on, baby,” Tibor insisted. “Admit it. This feels
good. It feels right. This is what you really want.”


Mirella wanted to refute him, but she couldn’t speak.
She wanted to despise Tibor, to reject him. But her body overruled her will
power. Despite herself, she felt that familiar warmth radiating outward over
her parted thighs, rippling up her belly, and throbbing fiercely around the
points of her breasts.


“Yeah, baby,” Tibor growled, pressing his lips against
the side of her neck, under her ear. “Let me get in there and make you feel
good.”


His fingers probed greedily into her vaginal gap,
possessing her … compelling her to respond, against her will. Perversely, her
self-disgust seemed to add strength to her lust, and she rocked her hips wantonly,
encouraging him to play with her pussy, demanding more of the lewd pleasure
that Tibor’s intimate caresses were giving her.


Suddenly, she was glad he’d come to her, and that
she’d given in to him. She wanted to debase herself, to wallow in depravity.
She’d fucked two men, and she really couldn’t decide between them. She wanted
them both. That proved it—she must be a whore. So, logically, she might as well
start behaving like one! 


“Give it to me, Tibor,” she heard herself murmuring,
in a voice hoarsened by pure erotic need. “Diddle my cunt. You know how much I
like it when you put your fingers inside me. Work them around in there. And my
clit, lover. Don’t forget to play with my clit, too. Push that button and turn
me on. Get me hot!”


“Like this?” he asked, as the ball of his thumb rubbed
restlessly over the hypersensitive tip of her clit.


“Yes,” she gasped out, shamelessly. “Oh, just like
that! Finger me, Tibor. Play with my pussy. I want it. I need it!”


“Yeah … this is more like it … let me at that sweet
snatch of yours, baby. Let me rub it … let me spread it wide open. Let me
finger-fuck it!”


“Get your goddamn hand in there, you son of a bitch,
and work my slit. Rub my clit! Get me hot. Oh, get me hot and wet. Make me
ready for your cock.”


“Ready? Looks like my gym buddy Gregor has gotten you
nice and warmed up for me,” Tibor gloated. “That’s my girl,” he declared.
“That’s the way I like to hear you talk. Dirty.”


She was dirty, she told herself. She wanted
to be dirty.


“Finger-fuck me,” she urged him. “Tease my pussy, Tibor.
Oh, I’m already so wet. I’m almost ready for your cock.”


“Almost?” he gasped.


“Not quite.” Suddenly, she pushed him away from her.
“Wait.” Two could play this game of teasing and tantalizing, she decided. “We
can’t do it here in the living room.”


“Why not?”


“I don’t want to get any stains on the sofa.”


“Then we can do it right here, on the floor.”


“No, I don’t want to get any stains on the carpet,
either.”


“Stains can be cleaned.”


“There’s a perfectly good bed waiting for us,” Mirella
insisted. “In the bedroom.”


“Then get your ass in there!” Tibor’s voice was gruff,
as though his throat had become constricted by lust.


Mirella got off the sofa and staggered into the
bedroom, where she collapsed onto her unmade bed. Tibor hurried after her.


She lay there motionless, with her body exposed.
Waiting, while he stood there in the darkened room and tugged at his own
clothes. A moment later, Tibor turned to her, naked and trembling with
excitement.


“Come on, baby. Show me how much you’ve missed me.
Show me you still like what I always do for you.” He crawled over her on all
fours until his knees rested on either side of her head. His prick, long,
thick, and heavy, swung down from his groin and swayed from side to side just
above her face.


Mirella smiled. This was it. Perfect! The final
degradation. Just what she deserved for being so damned indecisive.


Once, Tibor had treated her to a humorous little
lecture on how men and women differed in their sexual techniques. Gay and
bisexual men, he’d insisted, were the best cocksuckers, because they knew what
another man liked to feel on his cock. Straight men were better at fucking
another man up the ass, because they were used to pounding a woman’s pussy. Very
few women, in Tibor’s experience, were really good at fellatio. But they made
up for their lack of oral skill by virtue of that fact that they possessed two
other orifices. Penetrating a pussy felt different from fucking a man or woman
in the ass. It gave a guy options, as Tibor so nonchalantly put it. He was less
likely to get bored!


Well, tonight Mirella would prove him wrong. She’d
suck his dick like any professional whore, or like the most jaded gay guy. Her
mouth would swallow him whole and satisfy him, even if she choked on his bulk.


She reached up and grabbed at his flesh, guiding it
hungrily to her lips. She took his rigid penis inside her mouth. With the
strength of despair, she worked to satisfy him. Disgust flicked through her.
But she didn’t let herself stop. She wouldn’t give up this opportunity to prove
to herself that she was a really a whore. The more loudly Tibor gasped, the
harder she worked to please him.


“Blow me,” he begged. “That’s right … blow me. Suck
that dick!”


She sucked it, passionately, mindlessly. 


Soon, she felt the rhythmic tensing of his muscles …
the urgent throbbing of his desire. She knew that Tibor’s ejaculation was very
near. She dug her fingernails into the rock hardness of his thighs, knowing
that he wouldn’t feel any pain, and that the pressure would only act as a
further spur to his lust.


Without warning, Tibor pulled back, away from her.


“Oh, that really felt good,” he panted. “It was almost
too good. You’ve got to be careful when you do something like that to a
guy.” His voice was harsh, strained by lust. “I almost came in your mouth.”


“I want you to come in my mouth. Or on my face.
Whichever you like.”


“No, not tonight. Tonight, I want to fuck.”


“Go ahead. Put it in me. Quick!”


Mirella took a condom from the porcelain box on the
nightstand and handed it to him. She lay back, passive, as Tibor entered her
vagina and pounded his body against her soft flesh. But her passivity could not
last for long. Not with Tibor on top of her, inside her. Not with his potency
stoking the fires smoldering away so hotly, deep within her cunt!


“Give it to me,” she heard herself babbling, as she
writhed beneath him. “All of it, everything you’ve got. All of it, lover … I
want it all!”


“You’ve got it,” he promised her. “Every bit. I wouldn’t
hold back on you.”


“Don’t. Fuck me, Tibor. Fuck me hard and hot. I don’t
even care if it hurts me a little.”


“But it isn’t going to hurt you, honey,” he purred.
“Not one tiny little bit. No, all you’re going to feel is pleasure. I’ll make
sure of that.” He altered his angle of penetration, and at the same time he
sped up his thrusts. “How’s that?” he demanded, heatedly. “Do you like how that
feels? Is this what you want?”


“Yes! Yes, oh yes!”


“You don’t need my buddy Gregor to take care of you,” Tibor
taunted her. “Not when you’ve got me here to give your pussy a good,
old-fashioned, dirty alley cat fuck. Go ahead, Mirella. Let your pussy go wild.
Bite me, scratch me. Howl, if you want to. I don’t mind. Hell, I like it! I
like it just fine when you fuck back rough.”


She did go wild. She screamed out every filthy
obscenity she could think of, insulting him, egging him on, trying to get him
to lose his temper and hurt her with his cock. She attacked him with her teeth
and her fingernails. Tibor only laughed, coarsely, in between deep, desperate
gasps for breath, as he went right on fucking her—like a tomcat, like an
animal, indeed.


“How does my dick stack up against Gregor’s?” he
demanded.


“I like his better,” she taunted him.


“Bitch,” he snarled; but the way he said it told her
it was the highest praise he could give her, in this moment of their mutual
frenzy. “You horny, hot-cunted, fucking bitch!”


Suddenly, she was aware of a change in his movements,
of an increased tension in his body. Tibor was going to ejaculate! She realized
what was happening—what she was missing out on—and she hurried to catch up, to
join him in his plunge over the edge. But the chance was past. He was finished,
sinking limply down onto the mattress beside her, fighting to catch his breath
… wheezing from the exertion that coming had cost him.


Her body was on fire, writhing, twisting with raw
need. She wanted to beg him to help her, to set her free, to finish her off.


But Tibor seemed, instinctively, to know what she
needed.


“Let me suck your cunt,” he suggested, hoarsely. “I
want to taste that juicy slit!”


“Go ahead. Eat me!” she cried.


“Shove that hot sweet pussy in my face and smother me
with it,” he told her, as he plunged his head between her spread thighs.


She abandoned herself to the pleasure his lips and
tongue gave her. Her body was on fire, writhing and twisting with need. She
wanted to beg him to set her free from her torment, to help her climax. But
words, she knew, were now superfluous. He knew what she needed and he was
giving it to her, with a selfless, untiring generosity which almost make her
love him.











Chapter Twenty-Six: Avoiding
a Cockfight


 


Mirella had to admit that Gregor was not only a
gentleman, but the epitome of discretion. At work, he behaved toward her as he
had always done. None of their coworkers, observing their interaction on the
job, would have suspected that Mirella and Gregor had been intimate.


But she couldn’t forget their night of passion.


Seated behind her desk in the privacy of her office,
with paperwork spread out in front of her, she was free to let her imagination
wander. She caught herself, at odd moments during the work day, vividly
reliving in her imagination every detail of the sex she’d enjoyed with Gregor.
She pictured him naked, a lithe young Greek god, lying on top of her own nude
body. Lavishing pleasure upon her with his hands, his lips, and his tongue.
Penetrating her hot, wet pussy with his generously proportioned and seemingly
indefatigable prick. Fucking her. Making her come. Not once, but again and
again—!


“Fuck,” she’d exclaim under her breath, rousing
herself from her erotic reverie. 


She had to stop thinking about sex, and get back to
work. Even if it was true that the mere thought of Gregor, let alone the sight
of the actual man in the flesh, was now guaranteed to give her a bad case of
damp panties.


A one-night stand, Mirella
told herself, firmly. That’s all it was. Casual sex between two consenting
adults. I had my fun. Now I’ve just got to file it away, as a sexy memory.


Her relationship with Tibor went on just as it always
had.


“Did you have a good workout?” she asked Tibor one
evening, in an attempt to show an interest in what he was interested in.


“Oh, yeah,” Tibor replied. “Gregor and I really worked
up a sweat.”


“Has he—ah—said
anything to you?”


“What, about the hot night you and he had together?
No. And I haven’t said anything about it to him, either. You’re not the subject
of locker room talk. Give me some
credit, Mirella. I can be a gentleman, too.”


One day near quitting time, though, Mirella found
herself alone with Gregor in a corridor. He glanced about to make sure no one
else was nearby, before he spoke.


“You have no idea how much I’ve missed you. When can I
see you again?” Gregor asked.


Mirella hesitated. “I don’t know. Not tonight. Tibor
is picking me up, here. We’re going out.”


“I understand. He comes first. He has the prior claim
on you. No—I don’t mean to put it quite that way, Mirella. It sounds
sexist. But you and he have—a certain history together, obviously. I respect
that.”


“I like you, Gregor. I really do.”


“Uh-oh. Why do I sense the word ‘but’ coming along?
Are you having second thoughts?”


“Frankly, yes. Maybe an office romance isn’t such a
good idea. It could complicate matters here. It might get in the way of our
work.”


“I wouldn’t ever let that happen. And you’re too
intelligent to allow it to happen, either.”


“Maybe I’m just feeling a little guilty. After all,
I’m not used to being involved with two men at once.”


He smiled at her, in that devastating way he had. “So
… as far you’re concerned, you and I are still ‘involved’ with each
other? You’re not giving me the brush-off? I still have a chance?”


“Yes, you still have a chance. A pretty good chance,
in fact. I want you to be a part of my life, Gregor.”


“That’s all I ask.”


And then, of course, Tibor swaggered in, as though he
owned the place.


“Oh, there you are, Mirella,” he said. “Are you
ready?”


“I just have to grab my purse, and my coat.”


Tibor looked at Gregor. “Hello, big guy,” he said,
guardedly.


“Hi there, yourself,” Gregor replied, smoothly. His
face betrayed nothing.


The two men shook hands.


This was what Mirella had dreaded—a confrontation
between her two lovers, with herself caught in the middle.


Tibor and Gregor, she thought, were studying each
other warily. They resembled a pair of fighting cocks, flapping their wings,
scratching their claws in the dirt, and getting ready to fly at each other,
pecking and kicking. But all this was subtext. On the surface, of course, both
men were all smiles.


“I’ll hurry,” she mumbled. She darted into her office
and grabbed her things. She didn’t want to risk leaving Tibor and Gregor alone
together for any longer than necessary.


When she returned, they were still standing there,
face to face, smiling at each other, as though the two of them were old friends—which,
of course, they were. She wasn’t deceived, though. She sensed the
underlying tension.


“I’m ready,” she said. “Come on, Tibor. Goodnight, Gregor.
I’ll see you tomorrow.”


“Sure,” Gregor said. “Enjoy your evening.”


“You know something, Gregor? We really ought to hook
up outside the gym, sometime,” Tibor suggested, with exaggerated politeness.
“Just us guys. I’m sure we’d have a lot to talk about.”


“I imagine we would. Why don’t I give you my phone
number?”


“Yes, why don’t you?”


Gregor took out one of his business cards. He wrote
his personal cellphone number on the back of it, and handed it to Tibor.


“Thanks, man,” Tibor said, brightly, as he pocketed
the card. “I’ll give you a ring. We’ll have to get together, soon. For a boys’
night out.”


“Looking forward to it,” Gregor replied.


“We have to go,” Mirella pleaded.


She and Tibor headed toward the elevator.


“I still find it hard to believe—” Tibor said, as they
rode down in the car.


“What?”


“That a dude who comes across as so damn tight-assed,
so fucking polite, can really let himself go in the sack. Come on, Mirella,
tell me. Does he really know how to loosen up and treat a gal to good, hard
fuck?”


“None of your business.”


“Oh, have you ever got a smug look on your face,
honey! He must be good.”


“He is. And he’s mine. I saw him first. And … whatever
you do, Tibor, don’t you dare call him.”


“Why not? Why shouldn’t I?”


“What could the two of you possibly have to talk
about, outside of the gym?”


“You,” Tibor suggested, succinctly.


“That’s what I’m worried about. This ‘gentleman’ act
you’re trying to put on to impress me—it can’t last. I can tell you’re already
just about to burst from the strain of holding yourself back. I don’t want you
two talking about me, comparing notes, behind my back,” Mirella insisted,
primly. “Like two high school jocks in the locker room, discussing the girl
they’ve both banged. It doesn’t seem decent, somehow.”


Tibor smiled. “Ah, there’s that word again. ‘Decency.’
Our motto.”


“You are such a prick,” Mirella fumed, as the
elevator reached the ground floor, and they got out.


“And proud of it, baby,” Tibor retorted.


They were out to dinner, and then Mirella took Tibor
to her apartment.


She still felt an uneasy sense of guilt, about having
given herself to Gregor—and about having enjoyed the experience so much. And Tibor
had been understanding, about her infidelity. In fact, he’d gone out of
his way to be nice to her, during these past few days. He could be
thoughtful and sweet, when he so chose.


Mirella now felt determined to put the whole Gregor
episode behind her. She’d had her fling. The important thing, now, was for her
and Tibor to get their relationship back on solid ground.


As she let Tibor into her apartment, she caught
herself smiling. Men were so easy to deal with, really. They were ruled by
their most basic, primitive sexual impulses. And a smart woman could easily
exploit this biological fact to her own advantage.


“I’ve been thinking about this stud of yours—” Tibor
began to say, more than a little awkwardly.


“Oh? Which stud of mine is that?”


“I’m talking about Gregor, of course. What? You’ve
been cheating on me with more than one guy?”


“Why, Tibor,” Mirella said, sweetly. “How could I
possibly be ‘cheating’ on you at all—when you’re the one who keeps insisting
that our relationship has never been ‘exclusive,’ as you put it?”


She had him, there. He was flustered. He didn’t know
what to say, and she relished his confusion.


“Come on, tell me. Is he a better lover than I
am?” he demanded.


“You almost sound insecure, Tibor. That’s not at all
like you. Do you really see Gregor as such a threat?”


“He works with you,” Tibor said, sullenly. “You and he
have that in common. You’ve got things the two of you can talk about. He’s damn
good-looking. Like a fucking male model. And … he’s kind of high class, isn’t
he? I guess I come off as some sort of a bum, by comparison.”


“You’re you, Tibor. You’re unique. And so is Gregor. I
don’t make comparisons.”


That was a lie, Mirella had to admit to herself. But,
for some reason, she didn’t want to taunt Tibor this evening, or do anything
that might make him feel bad about himself, or inferior to Gregor. She felt
oddly, inexplicably protective toward Tibor, right now. Almost motherly.


Well … perhaps her feelings for him weren’t entirely
maternal. She was already looking forward to having sex with him!


“Forget about Gregor,” she suggested, airily.


Tibor scowled. “I’d like you to do that.”


“You seem rather tense, Tibor. Relax. Get comfortable.
Why don’t you make yourself a drink while I change my clothes?” 


“Sure.”


“I won’t be long,” Mirella promised him.


He was sitting there comfortably in the living room
when Mirella returned from her bedroom. Raising his drink to his lips, Tibor
glanced at her over the rim of his glass—and then, his eyes widening, he took a
much longer second look.


Mirella was wearing a pink silk robe, its sash loosely
tied around her waist. The thin, glossy fabric clung to every curve of her
voluptuous body. She’d loosened her hair, brushed it, and let it hang loose
around her neck. She’d freshened her lipstick, a shade of hot pink which seemed
to draw attention to her pouting mouth like a neon sign.


Tibor gulped down a mouthful of his drink before he
trusted himself to speak.


“Is that thing you’ve got on new?” he asked.


“Yes, it is, as a matter of fact. I bought it the
other day. Do you like it?”


“It looks very good on you.”


“It doesn’t look so bad when it’s off me, either,” she
suggested, teasing him. “Want to find out?”


“Yeah, why not?”


“Come into the bedroom. I’ll give you a
demonstration.”


He followed her, hastily. Mirella had prepared the
room for sex. She’d turned down her bed, which had freshly laundered sheets and
pillowcases on it. She’s turned the lights down low, and had lit not only a
scented candle, but a stick of similarly-scented incense in its holder. Wafting
through the air, the tendrils of smoke from the burning incense stick filled
the room with a musky fragrance.


Standing beside her bed, Mirella loosened the sash of
the robe a bit more. Then she turned toward Tibor, her gesture making the robe
open in front and slide down over one of her shoulders to bare most of her
breast.


“It’s warm in here,” she whispered.


“It’s sexy in here,” he replied.


“Is it, Tibor? Are you feeling sexy?”


“Hell, yeah!”


“Then why don’t you do something about it?” she
challenged him.


“I will. Just give me a chance—!”


Tibor pressed his palm over her breast, over the
exposed curve of her satin-smooth flesh, and squeezed, gently. Mirella sighed
and arched her back. The robe slipped farther apart, exposing her nakedness all
the way up to the middle of her belly.


Tibor undid the sash around her waist and opened the
garment the rest of the way. Under the robe, she wore nothing. The firm
contours of her flesh caught his gaze, invited his touch … his kiss … his lust.


He melted into the softness of her womanhood, savoring
the perfumed sweetness of her flesh, tumbling dizzily through the rising
intensity of his own arousal. He felt her body respond under his fingertips,
undulating, coming to life, tantalizing him … and complementing his masculinity
with its unrestrained feminine responsiveness.


“Are you sure this is what you want, Tibor?” she
whispered, mockingly, nuzzling her lips against his cheek. “Are you sure you
wouldn’t rather be with a man? I know I don’t have a dick. Are you willing to
make do with what I do have?”


He silenced her with his mouth, answering her question
with a kiss that was more eloquent than words. Her fingers slipped down to the
top of his pants and tugged his shirt tails free. Her soft hand brushed across
the muscles of his stomach, making them ripple with tension, wrenching a gasp
of delight from his throat. Then her fingers moved lower, unzipping his fly,
extracting his penis, and stroking it slow and lovingly, once again telling him
with gestures rather than words exactly what she wanted.


“My ass, Tibor,” Mirella murmured. “I want you to make
love to my ass. I want you to fuck me there, in my back door. You’ll see. My
behind is as tight and as hot as any guy’s. You won’t know the difference.
You’ll think you’re screwing a man!”


“Oh, no, I won’t,” he gasped. He was hardly able to
control himself, to keep himself from thrusting his stiff prick savagely back
and forth within the snug, possessive grip she had on him, and thus releasing
the erotic force rumbling like thunder through his loins. “I’ll know the
difference. You’re all woman, Mirella. You’re all cunt.”


“Am I? Let’s find out. Fuck me, Tibor. First in my
ass. Then in my pussy. And then you’ll be able to tell me which hole you
prefer. If you have any trouble making up your mind, we can keep going back and
forth, until you do come to a decision.”


Tibor hadn’t the strength, or the will power, to wait
any longer. He twisted away from her. In a moment, he’d pulled his clothes off.
He returned, naked and painfully erect, to her waiting arms. 


She writhed against him, but only for a moment … only
long enough to stir his lust to a higher level, by rubbing her nude body
shamelessly against his. Then, brazenly, she twisted her body around and
positioned herself on the bed on her hands and knees. She thrust her pert rump
back toward Tibor in mute but eloquent invitation.


“Hurry,” she begged. “I really want it. I can’t wait.”


But he really wanted it, too. Nor could he wait any
longer. He hurried. He unrolled a condom onto his cock and slicked himself up
with lube. Then, kneeling behind Mirella, he jabbed his prick blindly between
her lush ass cheeks. He found his target and drove himself home. His cock slid
through her anal pucker and sank deep inside her ass.


Squealing, squirming, she reached back with both
hands, seizing her buttocks and holding them wide open for him. Tibor clamped
his hands over her hips to hold her body steady while he fucked her ass.


He felt his passion rise to a boil in response to his
rhythmic motions. His own body strained, almost to the breaking point. Another
few seconds, and he knew that the critical point would be reached—and passed.
He was going to come in her ass!


“Beautiful,” he moaned. “Oh, Mirella, you’re so
beautiful. And you’ve got such a beautiful ass!”


Mirella smiled in triumph, as he plunged them both
into ecstasy.











Chapter Twenty-Seven: Two
Muscle Men on a Man Date


 


One evening, Mirella called Tibor, to warn him that
she’d be busy that night.


“I have to take these clients from out of town out to
dinner,” she said. “We’ll end up talking business, of course, and it’ll
probably drag on all night. I don’t know what time I’ll get home—but when I do,
I’ll no doubt be exhausted. All I’ll want to do is go to bed. Alone,”
she specified. “Even you won’t be able to get me into the mood. Do you
mind?”


“Not at all. Not for one night, anyway.”


“I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”


“I’ll make sure that you will. Get your rest. I’ll
have myself a quiet night here at home.”


“A quiet night at home? That doesn’t sound like you, Tibor.”


“No, it doesn’t, does it?” he agreed, with his
customary, infuriating cheerfulness. “I’ll find some way to amuse
myself, though, no doubt.”


“I’m sure you will. I only wonder what his name will
be? Unless you just address him as ‘hey, you,’ when you kick him out of your
bed in the morning.”


Tibor laughed. “Now, Mirella. I thought we’d agreed
that you wouldn’t be the jealous or possessive type.”


“We did. I’ll try to live up to that.”


“And do you really find it so incredible that I can
put it on ‘hold’ for just one night?”


“Frankly, lover—yes, I do.”


“I’ll save it for you, baby. I swear.”


“Don’t swear too hard,” Mirella advised him,
cynically. “You might hurt yourself! Anyway, whatever you end up doing tonight,
try to stay dry. It’s supposed to rain, really hard, and maybe storm, according
to the forecast.”


“I’ll make sure I wear my rubbers. Well, the
all-important rubber, anyway,” Tibor quipped. “The one on my dick.”


“You’re incorrigible.”


“I love you, too, doll.”


“You beast. I’ll call you tomorrow.”


After they’d hung up, Tibor weighed his options.


He’d been rather looking forward to banging Mirella
that evening. He was disappointed. 


He could always go out to a gay bar, pick up a guy,
take him home, and fuck him. Alternatively, he could call up one of his regular
fuck buddies, and suggest that the two of them get together for some hot casual
sex.


But the thought of staying home by himself, and just
relaxing, for a change, was beginning to appeal to him. It was supposed
to rain, after all. Bad weather never deterred Tibor from going out and getting
laid. But he could picture himself going home after work, showering, changing
into casual clothes, making himself a nice, simple dinner—and then just
chilling, all on his own. He could drink enough to get a mild, pleasurable buzz
on, jerk off while watching a favorite porn video (with a bisexual theme, of
course; preferably two guys and one girl), and then make an early night of it.
A good night’s sleep, alone in his bed, might do him a world of good.


But then he remembered that Gregor had given him his
number.


Shit! Tibor thought. If
Mirella’s busy, that means she won’t be seeing Gregor tonight, either. My gym
buddy is going to be all on his own—just like me.


What a perfect opportunity to hook up with
the dude, and get to know him better outside the gym. Yeah—a boys’ night out;
maybe that’s what we both need.


I’ll call the guy. If only to sound him
out. What’ve I got to lose? If he’s not available, if he’s not interested—then
fuck him! No harm done.


And if he does want to get together … who
knows what might happen?


Tibor took out his cellphone again, and he punched in Gregor’s
number.


“This is Gregor,” the voice at the other end of the
connection announced, briskly and matter-of-factly.


“Hey, Gregor. It’s me, Tibor.”


“Oh, how nice to hear from you. What’s up?”


“Well—Mirella’s busy tonight. She’s got this business
dinner.”


“Yes, she told me about that. Important clients from
out of town.”


So, Tibor mused. She
feels obligated to keep this guy informed about her schedule. Maybe it’s
more serious between the two of them that I thought! But when he spoke, he
was careful to keep his voice casual: “And you’re not invited?”


“Not on this particular gig. It’s her contract, not
mine.”


“It sort of leaves me all on my own this evening. To
my own devices.”


“Me, too. Although, in your case, Tibor, I should
think you’d have plenty of ‘devices’ to fall back on, so to speak. Don’t you?”


“Oh, not so many as you might think. What’re you
up to?”


“Right now, I’m just finishing up at work.”


“No plans for later on this evening?”


“Nothing in particular. Why? Do you have a
suggestion?”


“I’m full of suggestions. Want to go have dinner with
me, somewhere?”


“Sure.”


“And then, later on … we could go somewhere, do
something, just to kill some time. You know. We could get into the whole male
bonding thing.”


“That sounds good, too.”


“You’re certainly the agreeable type. I like that, in
a man.”


“I do try to please. What were you thinking of us
doing, after dinner?”


“I don’t know. We can discuss it over the meal. I’m
sure we’ll come up with something.”


“When and where do you want to meet?”


It turned out that they both liked a certain
steakhouse. They agreed to meet there.


Seated opposite each other in a booth, the two men
drank beer and attacked their salads with forks.


They made small talk at first, discussing their
respective jobs. Then Tibor, with characteristic frankness, addressed the issue
of the elephant in the room, so to speak.


“Mirella has been kind of edge lately. About this
whole potential triangle thing. I think she was afraid we’d come to blows,” Tibor
mumbled, around a mouthful of food. “You know, get into a pissing contest about
which of us has the right to fuck her.”


“She’s the only one who has a real say in that,” Gregor
said.


“True. But women are funny that way, aren’t they? They
want a guy to be all civilized and gentlemanly. But secretly, deep down, they
still get off on it when a dude shows his caveman side—within reason.”


“Yeah.”


“Personally, I’d rather fuck than fight.”


“Me, too.”


“You’re a man after my own heart. Ah, here come our
steaks,” Tibor said, as the waitress approached their booth. “Listen to that
sizzle. And smell that smoking hot meat. I’m already salivating.”


“There’s nothing wrong with your appetite, I see.”


Tibor leered at the other man. “There’s nothing wrong
with any of my appetites, buddy. Pass the steak sauce, will you?”


They gorged themselves. There were any number of ways
in which two men could get to know each other, and find a common ground. Eating
and drinking to excess was one of them.


“Dessert?” Tibor asked.


“Why not?”


“Good. And while we’re pigging out on that, we can
decide what to do next, to kill the rest of the evening. I’ve got a suggestion.
There’s an ultimate fighting competition tonight in the arena, downtown. Want
to go see it?”


“Half-naked guys, punching and kicking each other to a
bloody pulp? Sure, why not? But can we get tickets, at such short notice?”


“I have my sources,” Tibor boasted. “I know a guy. Let
me call him.” He took out his cellphone. “We’re all set,” he reported, after a
brief conversation.


They went to the fight, which they enjoyed immensely.
When they left the auditorium, it was indeed raining, hard. Furthermore, the
temperature had dropped, and there was a distinct chill in the air.


“Shit! Another one of those cold, rainy spring nights
we can get here in Budapest, even this late in the season. Christ, it’s
pouring,” Tibor complained. “And it’s not as though Mirella didn’t warn me. If
we can find a taxi, do you want to go somewhere and have a drink? Or—we could
just go to my place. It’s not much, but it’s got two things that come in real
handy on a cold, wet night like this. Namely, a fireplace, and a well-stocked
liquor cabinet.”


“Your place sounds good. Let’s go there.”


“All right.”


They were thoroughly soaked by the time they managed
to attract the attention of a passing cab driver.


“Why don’t you take off your clothes,” Tibor
suggested, as he unlocked his apartment door and ushered Gregor through it.


“Huh? I don’t usually put out on the first date,” Gregor
protested. “I like you, man, but can’t we slow down a little?”


Tibor chuckled. “I wasn’t making a pass at you. Not yet,
anyway! But I’m frigging cold and wet, and I know you must be, too. I’m going
to light the fire. We can have our drinks in front of it. We’ll warm up fast.
But we’ll be even more comfortable if we get out of these wet things, first.
Don’t worry, I’ll find you something of mine to wear. Your virtue is safe with
me. For the time being.”


“If you say so.”


Tibor lit the fire. “Come on.” He led Gregor into his
bedroom. “Strip down,” he said, setting the example by starting to pull off his
own clothes. “I’ve got one of those heated towel racks in the bathroom. It’s
great. There’s nothing like a warm towel, to wrap around your body, when you
step out of the shower. Give me your wet things. I’ll drape them over the rack,
and they’ll dry in a jiffy. And meanwhile—” Tibor opened one of the sliding
doors of his closet. “This is the ratty old bathrobe I wear around the
house when I’m alone. And this is the nice robe I reserve for overnight
guests.”


“I feel honored.”


“You should. Most guys don’t get to wear this until after
they’ve had sex with me. I’m going to put on a pair of sweatpants, too. Want a
pair for yourself?”


“Sure. I’ll wear whatever you’re wearing, if you
really don’t mind. Thanks.”


“You want some socks to put on, too, to keep your feet
warm?”


“Please. You must be the ideal host. You think of
everything.”


Tibor smirked. “Buddy, you can’t imagine some of the
things I think of!”


“No? Maybe you underestimate me.”


“Maybe I do. I hope to find out—eventually.” 


Wearing matching gray sweatpants and white athletic
socks under their robes, they returned to the living room. There, the fire was
blazing up nicely, sending its heat out into the room.


“Park yourself right there, in front of the fire,” Tibor
invited his guest. “I usually take those pillows off the sofa and throw them
down on the rug, to sit on.” He went over to his liquor cabinet, which he
opened. “Now, what’ll you have to drink?”


“Is that a bottle of brandy I see?”


“It is.”


“I’ll have a small one, then, please.”


“Oh, live a little, Gregor. Have a large one.”


“Okay. You’ve talked me into it.”


Tibor poured brandy into an oversized snifter, then
filled a tumbler with whiskey for himself. He joined Gregor in front of the
fireplace.


“Thanks,” Gregor said, when Tibor handed him the
snifter.


“Are you warm enough?”


“I’m downright toasty. This is kind of a guy
equivalent of a pajama party, isn’t it?” Gregor took a sip of his brandy. “Oh,
and this is really good hooch. This whole thing is nice, in
fact—being here, with you. Warm and dry, no matter how bad the weather is
outside.”


“I like having you here. I want us to go on being
friends.”


“I’d like that, too. Ah … assuming the fact that we’re
both seeing the same woman isn’t going to be a problem?”


“We aren’t just ‘seeing’ Mirella. We’re both screwing
her,” Tibor said, bluntly. “But why should that be a problem?”


“Well—you knew her first, after all. I’m sort of
encroaching on your territory.”


“Mirella would probably disagree with me when I say
this. But I’m not really the kind of a sexist pig who thinks of a woman as my
‘territory.’ As my personal property, or anything like that.”


“Good for you. But aren’t you the least bit jealous?”


“Um, not in the way you’re probably thinking. I know I
can be kind of crude, sometimes. You, on the other hand—you’ve got a certain
amount of style, and class. Women like that. Hell, a lot of men like that,
too. It’s annoying, because it makes me look bad. Can’t you sleaze it up a
notch, to even out the playing field?”


“Ah—you are joking, aren’t you, Tibor?”


“Of course I am. Can’t you tell?”


“I still don’t know you well enough yet to know when
you’re kidding, and when you’re being serious.”


“I’m rarely serious. You keep that in mind, my boy,
and we’ll get along just fine. Here, let me top up your drink. And then we can
stop being so goddamn polite with each other, and start talking dirty.”


“Talking dirty?” Gregor asked, as Tibor refreshed
their drinks.


“Yeah, guy talk, you know? Starting with our
taste in sex partners. I already know what kind of women you like. Namely,
women like Mirella. What’s not to like? She’s great. But what kind of men turn
you on?”


“Well, I do like them butch,” Gregor admitted. “And if
they’re butch, and sexy, I don’t care if they happen to be a little older than
me, or maybe not so good-looking. I don’t have much use for some of these young
fem numbers you see around town, no matter how pretty they are.”


“You might be surprised by how some of those twinks
can butch it up once you get them in the bedroom,” Tibor said. “But I see your
point. Now, take me, for example. Am I butch enough for you?”


“You’re putting me on the spot, Tibor. But sure—I do
find you very attractive. I like your beard, for example. Kissing a man who has
a nice, soft beard—that can be extremely sensual. And it’s something you sure
can’t get from a woman! Unless she happens to work in a circus.”


Tibor rubbed his hairy cheek and chin with one hand.
“I wonder if my beard’s soft enough for you. There’s only one way to
find out. You’d have to put it to the test. You’d have to kiss me.”


“Let me get enough of this excellent brandy in me, and
I just might be in the mood to do some serious testing,” Gregor teased his
host.


“That’s what I’ve been looking forward to. I think
you’re hot,” Tibor said.


“I think you’re hot, too. It’s too bad—”


“What’s too bad?”


“This whole thing with Mirella.”


“I don’t see the problem.”


“You’ve told me she’s not altogether comfortable with
you being bi,” Gregor reminded Tibor. “With you fucking around with men. How do
you think she’d feel about the two of us fucking around with each other?”


“She wouldn’t have to know.”


“That’d be dishonest.”


“A little dishonesty can be good for a relationship,
sometimes.”


“You’re very cynical, Tibor.”


“I’m very horny. Hell, I’m horny most of the time, and
I’m feeling especially so at the moment. I really do like you, Gregor. I want
to go to bed with you. There, I’ve said it. I’m trying to be honest, at least
with you.”


“I appreciate that.”


“And let’s look at this logically,” Tibor insisted. “Mirella
knows we’re both bi. We haven’t kept that a secret from her. She knows I have
sex with men, and she knows you have sex with men. It doesn’t seem to bother
her. Well, not much, anyway. Not as long as she’s getting it herself, on
a regular basis. Suppose you and I did decide to play around with each other.
What’s the harm? At least we’d be keeping it within the family, so to speak.”


Gregor shook his head. “You’re wicked.”


“Yeah, that’s always been among my better qualities.
Want to be wicked with me?”


“Maybe it’s the brandy, but the idea is beginning to
appeal to me.”


“I’m starting to get a little overheated,” Tibor said.
“I think I’ll take some of these clothes off.”


“You’re trying to seduce me, aren’t you?”


“I’m doing my damnedest. You could cooperate, you
know. Come on, strip down. I only got a quick look at you, there in my bedroom,
while we were changing. But I sure liked what I saw. I wouldn’t mind seeing
more. Let’s get naked … naked in front of the fire. I’ll throw another log on,
and I’ll get us some more to drink. Listen. Hear that rain, still beating
against the windows? You don’t really want to go out in that mess, do you? You
might as well stay here, with me. Here, where it’s nice and warm … and
intimate. We might as well make it a night.”


“A night of decadence, yeah,” Gregor suggested.


“Buddy, ‘decadence’ is my middle name,” Tibor boasted.


“Prove it.”


“Um, that sounds like a challenge. I will.”


They stripped. They drank some more, basking nude in
the heat of the fire. 


“You’ve got a really nice body,” Tibor remarked.


“So do you,” Gregor replied, slurring his words a
little. “Fuck! Listen to me. You’ve succeeded in getting me drunk. You’d better
cut me off. Otherwise, I may not be able to get it up.”


“Are you planning on getting it up?”


“I thought that was the general idea. Isn’t that what
you had in mind?”


“It was … and it still is. Want to fool around?”


“I thought you’d never ask. You know I do.”


“We can go into my bedroom,” Tibor murmured. “Or we
can do it right here.”


“I like it here. The fire feels so good. It’s making
me sweat, but even that feels good. It feels sexy.”


“Stay put, then. I’ll go get what we need.”


Tibor got to his feet and sprinted, nude, into his
bedroom. He returned a moment later, carrying a quilt, a clean folded towel, a
box of condoms, and a tube of lubricant. He spread the quilt out on the floor
in front of the hearth, creating an improvised bed.


“Now, about that kiss—” Tibor said.


He embraced Gregor and kissed him, fully on the mouth.
The two men kept their open lips pressed firmly together, while they used their
tongues to probe the interior of each other’s mouths.


“Did my beard pass the test?” Tibor asked, when they
broke the kiss.


“Yes, it’s very nice. It’s very virile. And if I’m
going to make out with another guy, he might as well be as virile as possible.
At the risk of sounding Politically Incorrect, I don’t like them nelly. Instead
of going to bed with an effeminate guy, I might as well have sex with a woman.
I’m afraid I’m terribly conventional, Tibor. When I go to bed with a woman, I
want her to look and feel like a woman, with soft curves and big boobs and a
nice big, sexy female ass. I don’t want her to look like a boy. But, when I
trick with a guy, I want him to be all man. Hard and muscular and hairy. With a
pair of tight, firm glutes and a big dick that’s as potent as hell.”


“I like listening to you talk about sex. God, I’m
hard. And so are you, I see. Come on, lie down. Let’s sixty-nine.”


They quickly shifted their bodies into the position Tibor
had suggested. Tibor took all of Gregor’s cock into his mouth. His lips formed
themselves into a snug, moist oval around the very base of the other man’s
thick shaft, his mouth brushing against Gregor’s pubic bush and the firmness of
his lower belly. Gregor’s crotch scent, strong and utterly masculine, and
heightened by the way the heat from the fire was making him sweat, filled Tibor’s
nostrils and intoxicated him. Already sucking, Tibor fought for breath around
the dick which was plugging his throat. He had to repress his gag reflex, as
his gullet instinctively protested at the bulk it was being made to swallow;
but he succeeded in doing so.


From the corner of his eye, Tibor could see the
flickering patterns of light and shadow being thrown across his body and Gregor’s,
by the crackling flames in the fireplace. The fire bathed both men’s naked
bodies in a soothing, erotic orange-red heat, making them perspire even more
freely.


Gregor now had Tibor’s cock in his own mouth. He fed
upon it greedily, without pulling his own penis away from Tibor’s passionately
nursing lips. He could feel his dick driving itself into Tibor’s throat as he
turned his body and pushed his hips toward Tibor’s face. Both men were
experienced at sixty-nining, and they worked together like a well-rehearsed
duo, striving to please each other with their lips and tongues.


Yeah, this is what I call some good, hot
cocksucking, Tibor thought, feverishly. I’ve got a
big, hard cock in my mouth … fucking my mouth … reaming out my goddamn
throat. It feels so good, sucking on that thing of his. And he’s no slouch,
either. He’s a damn good cocksucker! Mmm … delicious—!


Gasping, Gregor relinquished his oral grip on Tibor’s
dick.


“Fuck!” he exclaimed.


Reluctantly, Tibor withdrew his own lips from Gregor’s
stiff prick. “Did you like that?”


“I loved it. I got too close to coming, though. I
don’t want to shoot my load so soon. I want to make love to you for as long as
I can, before I explode.”


“Me, too. Come on, stud. Let’s lick each other’s
asses,” Tibor suggested, lewdly. “I want to taste your ass.”


“And I want to eat yours.”


Gregor’s flattened tongue poked out from between his
lips and swabbed Tibor’s anal opening, wetting it with his spit. Deftly, he
stiffened his tongue and pressed its tip against the pucker. Soon he was
virtually fucking Tibor’s bunghole with his tongue.


Not that Tibor was idle, in the meantime. His lips
kissed Gregor’s anal aperture hard, his darting tongue pushing its way as far
as possible into the hole.


With their bodies pressed tightly together, their legs
thrown high in the air, and their buttocks spread, they licked each other’s
asses with depraved abandon, vying to see which of them could achieve the
deeper penetration. Each stab of a tongue through a puckered anal aperture,
each lick of the flesh lining the interior of the anus, seemed to send a
corresponding throb through the adjacent penis.


Tibor gave in first. He could feel himself dripping
jism from his piss slit; and the urge to grab his dick in his fist and
masturbate was almost irresistible. Pulling his face out from between Gregor’s
buttocks, he gasped, “I can’t take any more, man. I’m too fucking turned on!
Cut it out, before I shoot.”


“Don’t you want to shoot?”


“Not yet, if I can avoid it. I’m having too good a
time. Damn it, you’re hot.”


“So are you.”


Gregor playfully rolled over, until he was positioned
on top of his new friend. The hardness of their chests, bellies, and cocks met.
Gregor casually let his hand work its way beneath Tibor’s ass, searching with
his fingers for the hidden pucker, tucked away between the two hard-muscled
butt cheeks.


“Hey,” Tibor protested. “Slow down, there. I don’t
necessarily do that on the first date.” But, far from pulling away from the
other man or doing anything else to discourage him from playing with his ass, Tibor
pushed his behind against the caressing, exploring hand. He looked up into Gregor’s
handsome face, which was bathed in a warm red glow by the firelight, and he
smiled.


“But you do like to be fucked? Maybe not on the first
date, as you say, but sooner or later?”


“Hell, yes. I love it when another guy shoves a big
dick up my ass. And in your case, I think I’d like it sooner. As soon as
possible, in fact. As in right now. Let’s pretend this is our second
date, shall we?”


“I’ll fuck you, then … and afterward you can fuck me.
Or whatever else you’d like.”


“Sounds like a plan. I don’t think two guys have
really bonded until they’ve reamed out each other’s buttholes.”


“It’s one way to get to know a guy better, and become
really close to him, in my experience,” Gregor agreed. “How would you like us
to do it? In what position, I mean?”


“I like this one.” Tibor opened his thighs, to make
room for Gregor’s lower body to sink between them. He lifted his legs and
clamped them against either side of Gregor’s waist. “Come on, stud. Get a
rubber on your dick, and get your dick up my ass!”


He growled once when Gregor’s condom-clad and
well-lubricated prick found his asshole; and he growled again, more urgently,
when the hard inches penetrated his sphincter ring and entered his anus in one
easy slide, from the cockhead all the way to the root.


They started to fuck in front of the fire. Gregor put
his hands under Tibor’s body and gripped his behind, raising it to impale the
other man’s asshole on the full length of his prick. Then he leaned forward and
covered Tibor’s torso with his, their chests pressing together.


Tibor’s penis throbbed against Gregor’s taut stomach
muscles. Gregor nibbled at Tibor’s slack lower lip, and both men shuddered as Gregor’s
cock began to stroke back and forth within the tight, hot clasp of Tibor’s
anus.


Gregor settled in for a long, slow, tantalizing fuck.


“That’s right,” Tibor moaned, under him. “Use that
hole of mine.”


“You’ve got a nice, tight ass, buddy,” Gregor
reported.


“Thanks. I hope you’re enjoying it.”


“Oh, I am. I am! This is a hot ride. Just the
kind I like.”


“A man’s ass is different from a woman’s, isn’t it?”


“I’ll take your word for it. I haven’t fucked that
many women in the behind. A lot of women don’t like that.”


“Mirella does. She loves it. She hasn’t let you in her
back door yet?”


“No.”


“You don’t know what you’re missing. Give it to her
that way, the next time you’re with her.”


“With your permission?”


“My permission’s got nothing to do with it. It’s her
ass. She can spread it for any guy she wants. But with my permission, and my
blessing—you bet.”


“It seems almost indecent, Tibor, for us to be
discussing your girlfriend while the two of us are fucking.”


“Yeah, we’re a couple of indecent, dirty-minded dudes,
aren’t we?” Tibor gloated.


“Am I fucking you the way you like?”


“You’re doing just fine, stud. Keep it up, just like
that. Drill me. Drill me good. Hard and deep.”


“Getting back to our previous discussion—” Gregor had
to pause, to gasp for breath. “About men’s versus women’s asses. You say
they’re different. How? What differences have you noticed?”


“You can usually get much rougher with another guy. If
he’s into getting fucked in the first place, then he’s usually really
into it. The bigger the dick, and the harder you pound him, the better. With a
woman, you almost always have to be a lot gentler, at least at first. You have
to slip it in there slow and easy, and give her a chance to get used to how it
feels inside her asshole, before you start plowing away. I have to admit it,
though. Most broads, once they get used to taking it in the rear end, they
start to like it—and they want it. Mirella’s a good example. I think it’s
almost more of a mental attitude than an anatomical difference. Women tend to
think of anal sex as dirty, as something they shouldn’t enjoy, until they find
out how good it can feel. We guys don’t think anything is dirty, if
there’s any chance we can get off on it.”


“You’re quite the philosopher.”


“And you’re quite the stud. That’s enough talk, for
now. Let’s concentrate on the task at hand. Let’s fuck, man. Let’s fuck!”


They fucked.


Gregor straightened up a bit, still fucking, and
reached down between their bodies to find Tibor’s balls.


“Like a bull’s,” he commented, as he toyed with the
testicles.


“You should know,” Tibor retorted. “That prick of
yours feels like a bull’s, doing its number on my ass.”


Tibor recklessly corkscrewed his asshole around the
prick inside him, his ferocious anal action squeezing and massaging Gregor’s
cock.


“If you keep doing that, I’m going to come,” Gregor
warned.


“Do it. Shoot your load. I’m close, too.”


“It feels so good.”


“It feels fantastic,” Tibor moaned, as he continued to
fuck himself on Gregor’s dick. “I don’t want it to end, buddy … but I can’t
help it. I don’t think I can hold back any longer.”


“Me, either.”


Even as he spoke, Gregor started to unload. But Tibor
was with him all the way. Grasping his cock in his fist and stroking it
savagely, Tibor erupted. While Gregor ejaculated inside his butt, filling the
condom on his cock, Tibor’s roughly masturbated erection released a torrent of
thick white potent fluid. His cum splattered onto his chest and belly, wetting
the caressing fingers with which he continued to pump his exploding tool.


Together, the two men shook their way through their
mutual lustful release, their naked, sweating bodies joined in a sexual
wrestling match in which they both were winners.











Chapter Twenty-Eight: A Private
Workout


 


It was Saturday afternoon. Gregor had slept late.
Then, not bothering to shave, he’d thrown on some old casual clothes, and he’d
gone for a stroll. He was sitting in a coffee shop, enjoying his coffee and
reading the newspaper he’d bought, when his cellphone buzzed. The caller was Tibor.


“What’re you up to?” Tibor wanted to know.


“Nothing. I’m just lazing about, enjoying the fact
that this isn’t a work day. And you?”


“I’m horny.” True to form, Tibor didn’t waste any
words. “Let’s fuck.”


Gregor had to laugh. “You are so crude, man!”


“It’s funny you should say that. It’s what Mirella
always tells me. Okay, I admit it—I’m crude. But I’m also effective.”


“Speaking of Mirella. Don’t you and she have plans for
this weekend?”


“I’m supposed to see her tonight.”


“And between then and now, what’s she doing, while
you’re on the phone, soliciting guys for sex?”


“It’s a Saturday afternoon in the city. She’s a woman.
What do you think she’s doing? She’s out shopping, of course.”


Gregor laughed. “Don’t you ever go shopping with her?”


“I’m not that gay. When she starts trying on
clothes, she loses all track of time. Trust me, she’ll be at it for hours. So
here I am, all on my own.” 


“And you want to have sex with me in the meantime?”


“You catch on quick, Gregor.”


“I don’t know whether to be flattered, or insulted.
Aren’t you afraid that if you and I fuck around, you won’t—ah—have anything
left for her, tonight?”


“Don’t you worry, buddy. I can get it up for both of
you,” Tibor boasted.


“What a shame that you’ve got such a fragile ego. Such
low self-esteem.”


“Sarcasm is wasted on me, you know, so you might as
well save your breath. So tell me. Do you want to get together and fuck, or
not?”


“I want to,” Gregor admitted.


“That’s what I like. A man who doesn’t sit on the
fence. Your place, or mine?”


“As a matter of fact, I’m not too far away from your
place, right now.”


“Perfect. Get your ass over here.”


“Yes, sir. God, you’re bossy! I’m warning you—I may be
a cheap date, but I do expect to be offered a drink, at the very least, before
I put out for you.”


“I’ll open a bottle of wine.”


“Do that. Give it a chance to breathe, as the wine
connoisseurs say. And give yourself a chance to cool down a little. I’ll see
you in about twenty minutes, thirty at the most.”


Gregor made it in twenty.


“Um, don’t you look sexy, with that beard stubble,” Tibor
commented, as he let Gregor into his apartment.


“It’s my laidback weekend look.”


“And now you’re about to get laid. We couldn’t have
planned it better. I’m really looking forward to this. A daytime fuck.
‘Afternoon delight,’ as they say. It seems quite decadent.”


“It is decadent. We ought to be ashamed of
ourselves. But, knowing you, I already know you aren’t the least bit ashamed.
So why the hell should I be? I hope you’ll at least have the decency to close
the curtains in your bedroom, before we get started.”


“I’ll shut them tight. Here’s your wine. Why don’t we
take it into the bedroom?”


“Eager, aren’t you? I suppose I ought to be flattered.
What’s the matter? Didn’t you score when you went out last night?”


Tibor smiled. “I didn’t go out last night. I stayed
here at home. I’ve been saving myself for you.”


“That’s a good one.”


Gregor followed Tibor into the bedroom. The bed wasn’t
made; it was waiting for them. Tibor did close the drapes, blocking out the
afternoon sunlight and plunging the room into an intimate gloom.


The two men seated themselves on the edge of the bed
and drank their wine. But they’d only taken a few sips apiece before they
started making out. The wine glasses, still half-filled, ended up parked on the
nightstand, for the time being.


“Let’s get undressed,” Tibor urged, after treating his
guest to a few impassioned, open-mouthed kisses.


“Yeah,” Gregor agreed.


There was something about Tibor which excited Gregor,
more than most of his other male lovers had. Tibor exuded an indomitable
youthful vigor and abandon which drew Gregor to him, irresistibly. Tibor was a
little wild, to be sure; but maybe that was exactly what Gregor needed, as a
diversion from the straight and narrow routine of his life.


The two men stripped, hastily, flinging their clothes
into an indiscriminate, mingled heap on the floor beside the bed.


In the back of his mind, Gregor realized that fooling
around with Mirella’s boyfriend like this was reckless, dangerous. If she found
out, he was certain she wouldn’t be pleased—to put it mildly! But the risk of
discovery only added to his arousal.


And it was definitely too late to back down now. Both
men’s arousal had already passed the point of no return. They were both naked
and erect, their mutual need only too obvious. Lying side by side on the bed,
they caressed each other, paying particular attention to their swollen pricks.


“Jerk mine while I jerk yours,” Tibor invited Gregor.


“That’s kid stuff.” But, even as Gregor made the
dismissive comment, he obediently reached out and grasped the other man’s
erection.


“Foreplay, that’s what I call it,” Tibor replied, as
he fondled Gregor’s hard-on in playful retaliation.


“Make it a brief foreplay,” Gregor pleaded.
“I’m really getting excited.”


They concentrated on their mutual masturbation for a
few tense minutes.


“Look how hard my dick’s getting,” Tibor whispered.


“I don’t have to look at it, man. I can feel
it, pulsing away inside my hand.”


“I can feel yours, too, Gregor. Lie back. Don’t move.
I want to suck it.”


“Be my guest.”


Twisting his body about, Tibor brushed his bearded
lips softly across the burning flesh of the other man’s torso. He licked each
of Gregor’s nipples in turn, before he worked his way down Gregor’s stomach to
his groin.


Gregor lay there and let out a faint groan, enjoying
the sensation of that hungry, searching mouth nuzzling his flesh … accompanied
by the pressure of eager fingers probing the most sensitive, intimate places of
his body. When Tibor’s mouth closed around his cock, Gregor reached down until
his hands found the firm muscles of Tibor’s shoulders. He pressed his fingertips
deeply into Tibor’s flesh, coaxing him further downward, silently urging Tibor
to take his cock down into his throat. Emitting gurgles of pleasure, Tibor
complied. Closing his eyes, Gregor moved one hand to the back of his
cocksucker’s head, pushing Tibor’s mouth up and down on his throbbing shaft,
dictating the pace of the oral lovemaking.


“Go for it. This is what you invited me over here for,
isn’t it? Suck it, stud,” Gregor gasped—unnecessarily, because Tibor needed no
encouragement or instruction. His head bobbed in a steady rhythm. His lips
massaged the full length of Gregor’s dick, stoking the fires of the other man’s
passion, driving him mad with need.


While he blew Gregor, Tibor inserted an exploratory
finger into the other guy’s ass, playing with it.


“Oh, that feels great. But go easy. Don’t make me
come,” Gregor pleaded. “I’m getting close,” he warned.


Tibor released Gregor’s saliva-glistening fuck tool.
“I don’t want you to come yet, either. And not in my mouth. Not this time. I
want you to fuck me.”


Gregor reached out, grabbed Tibor under the armpits
with both hands, and pulled his friend against him, roughly. He kissed Tibor
again, with a fierce, possessive lust. He didn’t want to talk, now. He didn’t
even want to think. His blood was pounding through his veins, and his body
begged for release.


“You want to get fucked? Then come on, buddy,” he
growled, obsessed by his need to relieve the pressure aching in his loins.
“Come and get it. Why don’t you sit on my cock?”


Obediently, Tibor climbed over to straddle Gregor’s
chest. Reaching behind himself, he caressed Gregor’s protruding hard-on and
smiled knowingly.


“Yeah, why don’t I? You seem to be ready for me … and
I remember how much you liked it when I rode your dick the last time.”


“I haven’t forgotten,” Gregor whispered, as Tibor
positioned himself, squatting over his groin. “But maybe you’d better refresh
my memory, just to make sure.”


“I intend to. Wait—” Quickly, Tibor leaned over, slid
open the top drawer of the nightstand, and took out the box of condoms and the
tube of lubricant he kept there. He wasted no time while putting a rubber on Gregor
and slicking it up; but even this brief delay was torture for Gregor. Tibor
grunted as he used his fingertips to transfer another glob of the lube onto his
sphincter, massaging it into the hole. “I’m ready,” he announced.


“So am I. Hurry. Sit on it!”


“Yeah—” Squatting lewdly over Gregor’s body, Tibor
began his descent.


Gregor clenched his fists and shuddered with
impatience. He was beyond speech now. Beyond awareness of anything, except the
hot, pulsating rhythm of his desire. Eyes closed, teeth clenched, he waited
through what seemed like an eternity while Tibor moved carefully, readying
himself, readying both of them. Reaching behind himself with one hand, Tibor
grasped Gregor’s upthrust prickshaft and held it steady, as he pressed the
latex-covered cockhead between his buttocks and against his slippery pucker.


Tibor pushed down, recklessly. At the same moment,
acting on sheer instinct, Gregor raised himself from the mattress ever so
slightly—and their contact was complete. Gregor’s cock filled Tibor’s ass. An
animalistic grunt emerged from Gregor’s throat as he began to piston his hips.


“Oh, that’s good … so damn good!” he muttered,
pounding away at the tight male flesh above him, driving himself deeper into
the whirlpool of passion that drew him, like a magnet, toward fulfillment.


Tibor’s movements matched the bucking of Gregor’s
hips. 


“Like a cunt, buddy,” Tibor gasped, as he rode the
other man’s cock. “Fuck me just like you would a cunt.”


But that, Gregor thought, would require quite an
exercise of the imagination, because Tibor was all man. Oh, his asshole felt
every bit as good in its way as a woman’s pussy, as it clenched and unclenched
itself greedily around Gregor’s pulsing shaft. But the sensation was still
undeniably male. Gregor was well aware that he was fucking another guy. And he
loved it!


“Don’t be selfish, fucker,” Tibor urged him. “Don’t
hold back. Fuck me with everything you’ve got. Don’t worry about hurting me. I
can take it.”


“You’re going to take it, then,” Gregor threatened. He
humped harder.


“Yeah … oh, yeah,” Tibor crooned. “Pound my hole. Oh,
pound my goddamn hole for me! Tear me open. Wreck my ass. Fuck me hard. Hard
and rough.”


The two men fell silent and concentrated on their
fucking, as they slammed their bodies together, repeatedly, without inhibition
or restraint, for several minutes on end. Sweating, panting for breath,
shuddering, they fucked.


“More,” Tibor suddenly gasped through clenched teeth,
heedless of the perspiration running down his face and chest. “Give me even
more, man. Fuck me harder. Let me have everything you’ve got.”


“If I do—I’m probably going to come,” Gregor warned.


“Good! Do it! Come in my ass, you fucker. Come in my
ass!” Tibor was frantically masturbating as he rode the other man. “I’m just
about to ready to shoot, too.”


Gregor raised his knees and arched his back high into
the air, as a torrent of sensation flooded through him and reduced him to a
mass of shivering, sobbing helplessness. He reached forward and pressed his
fingers into Tibor’s straining thighs, as the force of climax rocked through
him. His semen burst free from the tip of his cock, only to be contained inside
the condom he wore.


As though Gregor’s ejaculation had triggered Tibor’s, Tibor’s
roughly fisted prick erupted, too. Gregor saw and felt the other guy’s jism fly
through the air and rain down onto his face and chest and stomach, where it
created little white puddles of slimy wetness.


“Fuck,” Tibor moaned.


“Fuck, yes,” Gregor echoed him. “Shoot that load. Let
me feel that hot cum, all over me.”


“It’s yours,” Tibor assured him, as he finished the
task of pumping himself dry. The last few drops of his outburst dripped
sluggishly down over his hand and wrist.


Slowly, breathlessly, Gregor felt himself drift back
toward sanity. Fighting for air to refill his burning lungs, he pulled Tibor
back down into his embrace, wondering vaguely if he’d hurt the other man.


“You liked that, didn’t you?” Tibor gloated.


Gregor nodded. “I sure did,” he admitted. His eyes
were still closed. He felt unable to think, unwilling to consider anything
except the warm, comfortable contentment which was lulling him toward sleep.


“Rest for a minute,” he heard Tibor saying. “Give me a
chance to get my breath back, buddy. And then we can do it again. Maybe you’ll
let me have a crack at your ass—?”


“Sure,” Gregor murmured. “Whatever you want.”


He was only hazily aware of his surroundings. It was
the warmth of Tibor’s body, pressed against his own, that occupied the
foreground of his thoughts. Later, he told himself, lazily. Later, he’d think about
the possible consequences of having fucked Mirella’s lover, behind her back.
For now, he simply wanted to enjoy these few moments of blissful post-orgasmic
satisfaction.


He felt himself dozing off, but some instinct warned
him not to let himself go and actually drift off to sleep. Letting out a drowsy
sigh, Gregor turned onto his side and opened his eyes.


The color drained from his face and his spine
stiffened, his arms and legs felt paralyzed, and he was sure his heart had
stopped beating.


Mirella was standing there in the bedroom doorway!











Chapter Twenty-Nine: Exploring
the Bi Ways of Desire


 


Mirella had a key to Tibor’s apartment, just as he had
a key to hers. But they preferred to have sex at Mirella’s place. As a result, Mirella
rarely had occasion to use her key. This, obviously, was an exception, and it
couldn’t have come at worse time for the two men who were occupying Tibor’s
bedroom—and his bed. 


Something in the way Gregor’s body tensed against his
made Tibor stir. Lazily, Tibor raised his head—and then he, too, saw Mirella,
standing there staring at him and Gregor.


“Shit,” Tibor muttered, under his breath.


Tibor cursed himself for not having had the foresight
to fasten the security chain inside his front door, as well as locking it. But
he’d been too damn impatient to get Gregor into his bed.


“Hi, Mirella,” he blurted out, after a long pause.
“What’re you doing here?”


“I was grocery shopping,” she replied. She looked and
sounded surprisingly calm, for a woman who’d just caught her two male lovers in
bed together. “I picked up a few special things I know you like. I thought I’d
surprise you. I let myself in, and I was putting the things away in the
kitchen, when I heard the noises coming from in here. It looks like you’re
the one who’s picked up something, and I’m the one who’s been given a
surprise. A hell of a surprise!”


“This isn’t what it looks like,” Tibor announced—which,
under the circumstances, wasn’t the most original disclaimer he might’ve come
up with.


“It looks like the two of you have been
fucking,” Mirella retorted. “The only question is, who nailed whom? Or did you
take turns?”


Tibor decided to brazen it out. “Okay,” he admitted. “Gregor
had his cock up my ass. I was riding him. But it’s your fault, in a way,
Mirella.”


“Oh, really? This I’ve got to hear. Exactly how did I
drive you two lovebirds into each other’s arms?”


“Well, you kept telling me what a great lover Gregor
is,” Tibor said. “How good he is in bed. I couldn’t help myself. My curiosity
got the better of me. I had to find out for myself. I was just trying him on
for size. Think of it as a scientific experiment.”


Mirella shook her head. “You are truly incredible, Tibor.
Just when I think you couldn’t possibly be any sleazier—you jack up the sleaze
quotient another notch, and take me completely by surprise.”


“Now, Mirella, honey—”


“Don’t you ‘honey’ me, you dirt bag. Save that kind of
love talk for your new boyfriend Gregor. Maybe he’s dumb enough to fall for it.
Which reminds me, Gregor. You’re awfully quiet. Don’t you have anything
to say for yourself?”


“I plead the fifth,” Gregor mumbled.


“You’re as guilty as hell, and you look it,” Mirella
taunted him. “Next, I suppose you’ll be telling me that Tibor talked you into
this.”


“He can very persuasive,” Gregor suggested. “But I
admit it—it was pretty much a mutual sort of thing.”


Tibor spoke up. “As I was about to say, Mirella … you
have to give me some credit. It’s not like I went out and picked up some
total stranger. Gregor is our friend. More than just a friend, in your
case,” he went on, slyly.


“If you were caught standing over a dead body with the
smoking gun in your hand,” Mirella fumed, “you’d try to talk your way out of
it, wouldn’t you? You’d probably convince the cops that the guy committed
suicide. They’d end up feeling sorry for you.”


“Knowing Tibor, he’d probably end up in bed with the
cops,” Gregor said, in an attempt at levity. 


“Yeah,” Tibor agreed, with relish. “Talk about a hot
fantasy!”


“Coming back to reality … just how long as this been
going on, between the two of you?” Mirella asked.


“Not long,” Gregor said.


“I think I’ve shown admirable self-control, actually,”
the shameless Tibor declared. “Until quite recently. I’ve had the hots for
Gregor ever since we first met, and it only got worse when we started working
out together. But I restrained myself—”


“For the first time in your life,” Mirella said.


“In my defense, Gregor is such a beautiful dude,”
Tibor pointed out. “I’m surprised I kept my hands off him for so long.”


Gregor flushed. “This is flattering for me to hear,
buddy, but I’m not sure it’s something that Mirella wants to hear. Ah—if you
two will excuse me, I think I’ll go take a shower. If you don’t mind, Tibor?”


“No, make yourself right at home.”


Gregor started to get out of the bed, but then he
paused. He glanced around. He was obviously looking for something with which to
cover himself.


“Don’t bother,” Mirella told him. “I’ve seen it
already, remember?”


Flustered, Gregor beat a hasty, nude retreat into the
bathroom.


“Isn’t he cute?” Tibor asked Mirella. “And modest,
too. I have to hand it to you, Mirella. You do have good taste in men.”


“Present company excluded, of course.”


“I know you’re mad at me now,” Tibor said. “But
you’ll get over it. Especially after I make it up to you.”


“Oh? And how, exactly, do you propose to do that?”


“Just like you went grocery shopping and bought things
I like—which was so thoughtful of you, by the way—”


“Don’t waste your breath trying to pay me compliments,
buster.”


“In the same way, I’ll make it my business to do the
things you like, for you.”


“Such as?”


“Well … such as sex, for starters. All the things you
like us to do in bed. I’ll do them.”


“That’s going to be quite a sacrifice on your part. Especially
since you’ve obviously been having such fun with your new playmate, Gregor.”


“He is a hot fuck, isn’t he? He got me nice and
warmed up for you,” Tibor declared, suggestively. “Believe me, baby, I’ve still
got plenty of energy and enthusiasm left for you. Why don’t you give me a
chance to prove it? Come on, Mirella. Take off your clothes and get into bed
with me. It’s nice and warm in here.”


“You have got to be kidding.”


“No, I’m not. Come to bed. Let’s snuggle. Let’s make
love.”


“Gregor is right there in the bathroom!” Mirella could
hear the shower running.


“So what? It’s like you said a moment ago—we’ve all
seen one another naked, in one combination or another. What’s the big deal?
What is there to be so shy about? And when Gregor comes out of the bathroom—why
not give him a surprise? Something sexy for him to look at?”


“What you’re suggesting, Tibor … it’s so dirty.”


“Yeah, isn’t it?” He sounded gleeful. “That’s what
makes it so exciting. So much fun. Come on, Mirella. Let’s do it. Let’s make
love.”


Mirella looked at him. Then, without saying a word,
she slipped her shoes off. She reached for the buttons at the front of her
blouse, undoing them one by one. The garment fell to the floor, followed by her
skirt.


“Yeah,” Tibor whispered, from his vantage point on the
bed. “Take it off, baby. Strip for me. Show me what you’ve got.”


Mirella unhooked the tops of her stockings and rolled
the nylons down over the length of her shapely legs. With each moment that
passed, she felt the excitement intensify throughout her flesh. She wanted to
tear her clothes off and throw herself at Tibor, attack every part of his naked
body with her mouth, her hands … but she forced herself to prolong the sexual
suspense, continuing her striptease. She wanted to tantalize him, to arouse him
little by little, until his fever matched her own.


She reached behind herself and unfastened her
brassiere. The thin material fell away, and she breathed in deeply, pushing her
breasts forward. Let Gregor compete with these babies! she thought.
Smiling provocatively, she cupped the twin mounds in her palms and offered them
for Tibor’s inspection, brushing her thumbs across her nipples, until they
stood out erect, flushed dark and throbbing.


Tibor’s eyes widened. He stared as though hypnotized,
while Mirella slid her hands down over the sleek skin of her tummy and beneath
the waistband of her sheer panties.


Inch by inch, she lowered the undergarment over the
curve of her hips, past her thighs, down to her knees. When the panties fell to
her ankles, she stepped out of them, and stood there in front of her bisexual
lover completely nude.


She stepped forward to the bed, moving close to where Tibor
lay, inviting him with her eyes, her mouth, her whole voluptuous body.


“I know I’m not built like a guy,” she taunted him. “I
know you can’t get really excited by looking at a woman’s body … by
touching it—!”


“Says who? Come here!” Tibor demanded, urgently.


He reached forward and dug his fingers into the swell
of her hips, trembling with emotion. He pulled her toward him and pressed his
mouth to the smooth plane of her belly.


Mirella slid her fingers into his shining hair and
down to caress the nape of his neck, working her way farther downward until she
rubbed the hard muscles between his shoulder blades.


His mouth moved tantalizingly back and forth across
the front of her body. Mirella gasped, fighting to control the desire raging
through her loins. She wanted him with every fiber of her being. She needed
him, longed to feel him against her … inside her.


His hand cupped the roundness high on her thigh and
she gasped with excitement. Slowly, maddeningly, his fingers moved upward,
kneading the soft flesh, squeezing closer to the throbbing core of her desire.


And then, suddenly, he was pulling her down on the
bed, kissing her, filling her mouth with his tongue, caressing her with
restless, eager hands.


Mirella raised her body to meet his assault gladly,
deliriously. Their bodies fused in a wild, ecstatic moment of urgent, direct
contact, and they sighed together, rolling across the bed, limbs intertwined,
mouthed locked together.


“Fuck me,” she demanded. “Fuck me fast, and fuck me
hard.”


Tibor paused only long enough to put a fresh rubber on
his cock. Then he took her, like a rutting animal, mounting and penetrating her
without any more foreplay, with no further preliminaries.


“Yes, like that,” Mirella told him. “Fuck me just like
that!”


She put her arms around him and drew him closer to
her. She felt his back tense, slick with perspiration under her palms. Mirella
hugged him tightly, squeezing Tibor’s hips between her knees, jiggling her
buttocks, undulating her belly in tempo with his quick, hot, thrusting motions
deep into her seething cunt.


“Which do you like better, Tibor?” she asked him,
feverishly. “My cunt, or Gregor’s ass? Which feels hotter around your cock?”


“Shut up,” he growled.


“I thought you liked it when I talk dirty while we’re
having sex,” she reminded him.


“I do like it. I just don’t want to talk about Gregor
right now.” 


“Why not? Didn’t he satisfy you, just now?”


“He—ah—goddamn it, Mirella, stop yakking, will you?
Let me concentrate on what I’m doing.”


“Whatever you say, lover.”


He fucked her furiously. But she was with him all the
way, matching his erotic violence with her own.


And then, suddenly, she knew that she was about to
come, and that it was going to be an especially good one. Gratefully, she
strove to do all that she could to help bring on the fierce, total release
which was waiting for them both, hovering just moments away.


When it was over, she lay quietly in his arms, smiling
in the dim light of the bedroom.


Suddenly, she aware of someone standing there in the
bedroom. It was Gregor, of course. Fresh from his shower, with wet hair and a
towel wrapped around his waist, he stood there, gazing at the sight of Tibor
and Mirella sprawled together on the bed in a posture of total post-orgasmic
abandon.


How long had he been there? Mirella wondered. How much
of her and Tibor’s wild lovemaking had he witnessed?


Perversely, she hoped he’d seen it all!


“I hope you enjoyed your shower, Gregor,” she said,
casually.


“Uh—I did. Don’t let me bother you two,” Gregor
muttered. “I’m just going to grab my clothes and get going.”


Tibor sat up. “Where do you think you’re running off
to?”


“Home, of course. You two look as though you’d like to
have some privacy.”


“Three can be as private as two,” Mirella suggested.
“Don’t rush off, Gregor. Why don’t you join us?”


“Yeah, why don’t you?” Tibor interjected quickly.


To Mirella and Tibor’s amusement, Gregor actually
looked shocked.


“Join you?” he asked. “You mean … in bed?”


“Where else?” Tibor retorted. “There’s plenty of room.
And you seemed to be quite at home in it, a little while ago.”


“You want … all three of us … to make love … at once?”
Gregor asked.


“Bright boy,” Mirella said. “You catch on so quickly.
I like that it a man.”


“But if we have sex,” Gregor blurted out, “I’d have to
shower again, afterward!”


Tibor and Mirella both burst out laughing.


“This building has an extremely efficient hot water
heater,” Tibor assured Gregor.


“And that’s not the only thing around here that’s
hot,” Mirella declared, wantonly. “Come on, Gregor. Quit stalling, Get your
squeaky-clean ass in this bed, and start getting down and dirty. Don’t worry. Afterward,
which is what you seem to be so worried about, Tibor and I will both squeeze
into the shower with you. And I’ll scrub your back for you.”


It didn’t take Gregor long to make up his mind. He
joined them on the bed.


“I want to suck,” Mirella announced, wantonly. “I want
to suck a cock.”


“Suck Gregor’s,” Tibor suggested. “In fact, let’s take
turns blowing him. Let’s see which of us can do the better job.”


Gregor seemed perfectly willing to subject himself to
this sexual experiment. He lay between Tibor and Mirella, who took turns going
down on his prick. Tibor upped the ante by licking Gregor’s balls while Mirella
sucked Gregor’s cock.


Gregor groaned. “Oh, God, does that ever feel good!”
he exclaimed. “A mouth on my cock and a tongue on my balls—!”


“Wait’ll you feel my tongue in your ass while Mirella
sucks your dick,” Tibor promised. “Come on, Gregor, lift your butt up a little.
Let me get in there between your ass cheeks and suck your ass while she blows
you.”


“That’s cheating, Tibor,” Mirella complained.


“It sure is.” Tibor was unrepentant. “But all’s fair
in love, in war—and in sex. Come on, Mirella. Let’s get to work. Let’s show
this stud a really good time!”


Mirella took Gregor’s cock back in her mouth. Her
sensual lips erased their way down his bloated shaft, until she had swallowed
him up all the way to his balls. Gregor reached down and stroked her silky
hair, moaning with delight. Encouraged by his response, Mirella managed to
suppress her gag reflex. She nudged Gregor’s thick round cockhead down into her
throat.


Meanwhile, Tibor had his face pressed in between Gregor’s
buttocks. Nuzzling Gregor’s ass cheeks with his beard, Tibor kissed Gregor’s
anal pucker, then penetrated it with his wet, restlessly swabbing tongue. Slurping
noisily, he sucked his buddy’s ass, while Mirella continued to work on Gregor’s
cock.


“Jesus … I can’t believe this … both of you making
love to me at once,” Gregor panted. “You have no idea how good this
feels!”


Aroused by his words, Mirella sucked him even more
passionately.


As she blew Gregor, she instinctively allowed her hand
to slip between her thighs. Her fingers found her pussy and toyed with it,
easing the flaps of her cunt lips apart, rubbing her clit. She masturbated
herself slowly, deliberately teasing herself, allowing the sexual suspense to
build deep within her body.


Finally, though, she pulled her mouth away from Gregor’s
cock long enough to groan, “Oh—! Fuck me again, one of you. Please. I need it—I
need to feel a cock in me. I want to be filled by a man—fucked by a man!”


Tibor pulled his face out from between Gregor’s
buttocks. “I know the feeling, baby,” he assured her.


“And so do I,” Gregor agreed. “So—which of us is going
to step up to the plate?”


“Both of you,” Mirella panted, feverishly. “I want
both of you in me, one after the other.”


“I guess we can always flip a coin, to decide who’s
going to go first,” Gregor said.


“I’ve got an even better idea. Let’s both screw her at
the same time, buddy,” Tibor suggested.


“Is that even possible?” Gregor asked.


“Of course it is,” Mirella told him. “That’s why I’ve
got two holes. Fill them both.”


Gregor hesitated. “I don’t know. I’ve never done
anything quite like that.”


“Well, now’s your chance. Man up,” Tibor insisted. He
took charge. “Come on, let’s do it. Give the lady what she wants. Me in her
snatch and you up her ass. We’ll make it a sandwich fuck.” 


Tibor’s eyes blazed with rekindled lust. Sweat ran
down his face and chest. He grasped Mirella by her shoulders and pressed her
down on the bed. Next, he gripped her around the waist and deftly flipped her
lithe young body onto its side, so that she indeed sandwiched between the two
overexcited young studs.


“There we go,” Tibor declared, with satisfaction.


He lay back down and pressed himself up against Mirella,
his tongue flicking over her stiffened nipples. She moaned in ecstasy. Tibor
jabbed his thick erection into the soft, vulnerable area between her parted
thighs.


“We’d better put on a couple of fresh rubbers,” Tibor
suggested. “Hand me one, will you, guy?”


“Right here.” Gregor told him.


When both men were gloved up and lubricated, Gregor
took Mirella’s enticing ass cheeks in both of his hands and parted them to
expose the rosebud of her anal pucker. Holding her buttocks wide open, he
fitted himself into the smooth curved crevice between those firm mounds. Mirella
let out a demure, ladylike squeal when she felt his blunt cockhead rubbing up
and down her narrow butt crack. And then the penis battered at the tiny door of
her asshole, demanding admittance.


“Fuck her, man,” Tibor told Gregor, heatedly. “Slide
it right in there. She loves it.”


“My pussy, Tibor,” Mirella pleaded. “Put yours in my
pussy!”


“Here you go, baby. Does that feel good?”


“Oh, God!” Mirella cried. “I can feel it! Both of you
going in me at once! Two big hard cocks! Do it to me. Fuck me. Both of
you at once. Fuck me, both of you. Oh!”


“Your ass is so hot,” Gregor exulted. 


“I told you you’d like being in there,” Tibor reminded
him. “It feels good, doesn’t it?”


“It’s almost too good,” Gregor panted. “I may
shoot my load before I want to.”


“Take it slow,” Tibor advised. “Slow and easy. A nice
long, slow fuck. Make it last.”


As he spoke, he grasped Mirella’s sleek, creamy
thighs, his fingers pressing into her delicate flesh, as he helped Gregor to
keep the writhing young woman pinned between them. At the same time, Tibor
pushed his dick deeper into the warm, pulsating cunt which he’d been tonguing
only a few minutes previously. Mirella was more than ready to take him. Her
pussy lips burst wide open, in a lewd, silent gasp of welcome, as his hard,
unyielding cock flesh was forcibly crammed into the narrow space between her
labia—and then plunged all the way inside her cunt.


“Yes! That’s what I want. All of it, all the way in
me, Tibor. Fuck me!” Mirella demanded, her hands clawing at both men’s bodies
as she tried to impale herself even further upon the long, thick shaft of Tibor’s
manhood. “Give it to me. Fuck me hard! And you, too, Gregor. Get your cock all
the way up my ass!”


“Yes, ma’am.” Grunting, Gregor shoved his own eager
hard-on deeper between Mirella’s buttocks. His thick cockhead sank into her
anus, the shaft keeping her sphincter stretched taut around its circumference.


Mirella shuddered. There she was, trapped between the
two lusting men. She was skewered upon their penetrating prickshafts like a
suckling pig being roasted on a spit. She was being ass-fucked and cunt-fucked,
simultaneously, by two of the largest cocks, and two of the horniest studs,
she’d ever given herself to. It was an exquisite experience. Her doubly
violated body was unable to move without sending fierce spasms of response
through it, as one of the big penises was thrust rapidly in and out of her
cunt, and the other was driven deep into her ass. 


She’d wanted them both. Now she had them. A double
fuck!


“It’s too much,” she gasped.


“Are we hurting you?” Gregor asked, solicitously. “Do
you want us to stop?”


“Don’t you dare! Don’t you dare stop, either of you! I
mean, it’s too much for me to take without coming … I think I’m going to come!”


“Go for it, baby,” Tibor encouraged her.


“Don’t stop,” Mirella repeated. “Fuck me through my
orgasm, and then go right on fucking me. I’m going to come more than once. I
know it. I can feel it.”


“Keep going, Gregor,” Tibor urged his fellow fucker.
“Let’s give the little lady what she wants.” 


“Oh, it’s good … so damn good,” Mirella moaned.
“I’m getting all juiced up. I’m going to come, and come hard.”


It was true. She was getting it from both ends. Gregor
was driving his cock back and forth within the murky depths of her violently
clenching and unclenching ass. Tibor was pumping away inside her pussy. Mirella
was now beyond being capable of coherent speech. Instead, she shrieked and
squeaked in orgasmic delight as her climax gripped and shook her. She came
repeatedly, like a string of firecrackers going off.


“Yeah … go for it, baby,” Tibor coached her. “Don’t
worry. We’ll fuck you through it. We’re not going to let you down. Can you feel
it, Gregor? Can you feel her cunt knotting up and her asshole tightening, when
she comes?”


“I sure can,” Gregor gasped. “I can feel your cock,
too, moving around inside her. It’s incredible.”


“Yeah, it’s hot, buddy. Hot and dirty, just the way I
like it. Pure sex.”


Tibor suddenly threw his arms around Mirella’s body
and grasped Gregor’s ass cheeks in his hands, kneading them and using his hold
on them to pull their three bodies even closer together.


Gregor pushed his head forward, over Mirella’s
shoulder, so that his cheek was pressed against her throat and his ruggedly
handsome, lust-contorted face, half-hidden by her disheveled mane of glossy
chestnut hair, was only inches away from Tibor’s open, panting, drooling mouth.



“Kiss me,” Gregor begged.


“You bet, fucker,” Tibor replied. 


As Mirella whimpered and squirmed between their
bodies, the two men kissed, their lips meeting and staying together in fierce,
bruising contact. Gregor’s tongue slid deep into the other guy’s open, sucking
mouth. They remained like that, tongues intertwined, grunting, as they banged
their powerful bodies against Mirella’s soft, pliant womanliness. 


The men were now desperate to come too, to ejaculate
together inside Mirella’s two orifices. Gregor, thrilled by the kiss and by the
proximity of Tibor’s hard body, as much as by the enveloping, gripping pressure
of Mirella’s asshole, came first, blasting his sperm into the condom deep
inside her anus. While losing his load, he continued to use his tongue to
explore the interior of Tibor’s mouth.


But Tibor wasn’t idle. He was shooting off his own
wad, filling the reservoir tip of his own rubber, while his spurting cock was
gripped and massaged by Mirella’s cunt.


“Oh, God!” Mirella cried. “I’m coming again! You’re
doing it to me, you sons of bitches! I’m coming again!”


“Fuck!” Tibor bellowed.


“Fuck!” Gregor roared, echoing him.


“Fuck me!” Mirella squealed. “Oh, fuck me!
I’m still coming … and coming … ah!”


Their bodies writhed against one another. Mirella
raised herself from the bed to meet the dual phallic assault eagerly,
unashamedly, with a delirious gratitude. Her flesh seemed to fuse with that of Tibor
and Gregor to form a single, purely sexual entity. She and her two lovers
experienced one last wild, ecstatic moment of urgent, direct contact … before
they slumped back down onto the mattress together, rolling across the bed,
their limbs intertwined, their mouths locked together in a succession of
kisses.


Afterward, the three of them lay together in a tangle
of arms and legs, breathing hard.


And then, as though struck by a sudden revelation, Mirella
knew that everything was going to be just fine. She’d thought that she was
facing a dilemma, a difficult choice which she had to make. But she didn’t
have to choose. Not really.


“I love you both,” she whispered. “I want you both. No
… I need you both. I can’t imagine having to choose between you. Please,
let’s keep this threesome going, so we can make one another happy. I’ll do
anything you two men want. Anything.”


She waited, scarcely daring to breathe, for one of her
lovers to say something, to break the silence and speak the words that would
guarantee her happiness.


“Sounds good to me,” Tibor murmured, drowsily, as his
hand reached out to cup and stroke one of Mirella’s breasts. With his other
hand, he grabbed Gregor’s ass. “What do you say, buddy?”


“It sounds good to me, too,” Gregor declared. “Let’s
face it. There’s nothing like bi. It’s truly the best of both worlds. Bi sex is
the best sex.”


Mirella couldn’t argue with that!


 


End
of Volume Three
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