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Volume One: A Muscle Pup in Training









Chapter One: The Construction Site and its Master
(Body)Builder


 


Adolar Mezey was a famous—or perhaps notorious—pro
bodybuilder, who owned and operated one of Budapest’s most prestigious gyms.
His facility wasn’t a pissy “health club” or “fitness center,” catering to
tired metrosexual businessmen who wanted to put in a quick workout on their way
home from work. Mezey’s gym was a hardcore, grunt-and-sweat, iron pit, which
appealed to serious weightlifters. Many of Hungary’s proud, hulking pro
bodybuilders trained there, alongside worshipful muscle pup wannabees.


The gym had the rather grand name Az Építkezésen: Ahol
Kemény Testek Épülnek [The Construction Site: Where Hard Bodies are
Built]. This phrase was emblazoned in red neon script on the exterior of
the building, above the entrance. Adolar might have saved the trouble and
expense of putting up the sign, because everybody referred to his establishment
as, simply, “Mezey’s gym.”


Adolar was short by pro bodybuilder standardly,
compactly built, but bulgingly muscular and well defined and symmetrical. He
eschewed sheer muscle mass in favor of definition, and overall proportion—a
shrewd choice, which had taken him far. He usually managed to keep his
competition weight just above 225 pounds, which allowed him to compete as a
super heavyweight, against guys who were taller, broader, and heavier than he
was. But they were often bulkier, to the extent of being blockier, which could
be their downfall.


One evening, Adolar had an engagement. There was an
amateur bodybuilding competition, held in an auditorium downtown. As a pro,
Adolar wasn’t competing this time. He was one of the judges, and he’d also agreed
to guest pose. 


Adolar’s impressively, imposingly, massive, ripped
physique would’ve made him a strong contender in a physique contest, under any
circumstances. But it was his dynamic, thrilling posing which, as so often,
tipped the balance in his favor. He knew just how to display his physique
onstage to its maximum advantage, and he also knew how to work a crowd, winning
them over and persuading them that he was the most stunning muscle god they’d
ever seen.


After the competitors posed, Adolar quickly completed
filling out his scorecards, and he handed them in to his fellow judges. Then,
while the other judges tallied the scores and conferred backstage, Adolar
stripped, slipped on his posing trunks, and, with the help of an assistant,
oiled up from head to foot. Then he went onstage and did his posing routine.


The fact that he wasn’t competing freed him to be more
exhibitionistic than strict contest decorum required. He moved rapidly from one
side of the stage to the other, then back again, giving everybody in the
audience a good view of his physique. In addition to striking the standard
poses and flexing, he did some non-standard poses, too, and he leaped and even
danced about the stage, with complete abandon. The crowd loved it, and urged
him on with cheers and enthusiastic applause. Shamelessly, Adolar milked the
adoration he received, dragging out his posing routine to well beyond its
originally scheduled time slot.


After bowing, waving, and blowing kisses to the
audience, Adolar hurried backstage. There, he shed his posing trunks, wiped
himself down with a towel to remove most of the oil—and the perspiration which
had broken out all over his body while he’d performed. Then he pulled on his coverup
outfit of sweatpants, sweatshirt, and training shoes, and he joined the other
judges onstage.


Microphone in hand, Adolar announced the winners and
runners up in each weight class, and then the overall winner. There was the
usual prolonged photo session, with the winners and runner ups posing
individually and together, brandishing their trophies, and group shots of all
the competitors, lined up on the stage. And, of course, all of the contestants
wanted to have their picture taken with Adolar.


Even after the show was over and the auditorium had
emptied, Adolar wasn’t finished. Outside the stage door, the hardcore fans had
gathered, lying in wait for him. He signed programs. Some of the physique
enthusiasts had brought with them copies of magazines featuring Adolar, or his
videos, so that he could autograph the pages with his photos, and the actual DVDs.
Adolar had come prepared. He’d brought along not only a reliable sharp-tipped
indelible marking pen, but a manila envelope containing eight-by-ten glossy
photos of himself, nude except for his posing trunks, oiled up, and striking
various poses. He handed these photos out, and he cheerfully signed them,
personalizing the inscriptions upon request. Some pro bodybuilders charged a
few forints for this service, but Adolar distributed the photos for free. He
knew how much he owed to his fans.


And, of course, cellphones flashed repeatedly, as the
fans took shots of Adolar, or posed beside him for selfies.


All this consumed some time. Finally, though, the
crowd thinned out, and dispersed.


Adolar then caught sight of a young man who’d been
standing back from the rest. The lad was a typical muscle pup, sturdily built,
maybe more handsome than most. He had a canvas and leather messenger bag slung
on its strap over one of his firm, spherical-shaped shoulders.


Now, he stepped forward.


“Mr. Mezey—?”


“Hi.”


“I don’t want to bother you.”


“You’re not.”


“My name’s Robert. But I prefer to be called by the
American diminutive, Bob.”


“I see. Well, Bob, what can I for you, this evening?
Would you like me to sign your program for you? And maybe pose for a selfie with
you, on your phone? I’ll be glad to. And I may have one or two of these print
photos of me left, if you’d like one.”


“Yes, please. That’d all be great! But—in addition—maybe—?”


“Yes?”


“The truth is, my buddy Urban and I—we have our very
own bodybuilding journal website, on the Internet,” Bob declared, proudly. “We
post all sorts of information and news. Parts of our site are free, and anybody
can access them. Other parts are accessible by subscription only, which helps
pay our expenses, and gives us a very small profit margin, in the form of
pocket change. I’ll be reporting on this evening’s event, complete with the
photos I took.”


“Well, good for you. Quite enterprising of you.”


“We even have our own business cards.” Bob handed
Adolar one, which he inspected and pocketed. “You see, we’re very serious about
doing our small part to promote muscle journalism. That’s why—” Hesitating, Bob
bit his lip.


Adolar smiled, encouragingly. “What? Come now, don’t
be shy, after such a promising start. Tell me what you have in mind.”


“I’d love to interview you for our website’s blog. Of
course, we can’t pay you very much. Maybe—if you don’t think it’s insulting—we
could offer you a flat fee of twenty thousand forints?” [Translator’s note: twenty
thousand forints is approximately sixty-eight US dollars.]


“Huh,” Adolar grunted. “I’d hate to tell you what I’ve
been known to do for that amount of money, or less! You know something? I like
your spirit, my boy—and your enterprise. I’m not in any rush to go anywhere, or
to get home, tonight. I always need to unwind, after a contest, or after just
guest posing. Why don’t you join me for a late-night snack, and a drink? You
can buy the first round of drinks, if you like. That’ll be my ‘fee.’ And I’ll
give you an exclusive interview. Hell, if you can get me drunk enough, I may
spill some real dirt!” Adolar looked around. “Where’s this friend of yours,
Urban?”


“He couldn’t make it tonight,” Bob explained. “It’s
his parents’ anniversary. They’re throwing a big party, and Urban couldn’t get
out of it. He was pissed because he had to miss the show. And he’ll be even
more mad when I tell him he missed your posing routine, which was terrific.”


“He’s a fan, huh?”


“We both are. You’re here alone, too? No entourage?”


Adolar grinned. “I save that for when I compete. Which
reminds me. Why weren’t you up there onstage, with the others?”


“I’m not big enough yet.”


“You’re getting there, though.” Adolar hoped he didn’t
sound lascivious, as well as appreciative. “Well, come on, Bob. I’m hungry.
There’s a café near my gym. I go there a lot, and they put up with my dietary
quirks. Do you have a car?”


“Yeah, but I left it at home, and I took the bus
here,” Bob said.


“We’ll grab a cab. I didn’t drive tonight, either, precisely
because I was looking forward to doing a little drinking after the show.”


At the café, the two men found a table. 


“What’s the name of your website, by the way?” Adolar
asked.


“Az Izom Fórum [The Muscle Forum]. I’ve
got my laptop here in my bag. I was using it to type notes during the contest.
I can show you—”


“Not necessary. I know that site. I subscribe to it! It’s
quite impressive, actually. Looks professional. I didn’t realize it was produced
by a couple of young guys.”


“Thanks.” Bob did open his bag, taking from it a
small, handheld digital recorder, which he placed on the table. “I can record
our conversation, if you don’t mind, in the interests of accuracy, when I quote
you.”


“Go ahead. Accuracy is always a good thing.”


Their waiter came to the table. He was a good-looking,
well-built young man. He was in fact a gym rat, who trained at Adolar’s gym.
And he knew Adolar, who regularly patronized the café.


“Hey, good-looking,” Adolar addressed the waiter. “Ferenc,
this is Bob, a buddy of mine. Bob, Ferenc.” Bob and the waiter nodded to each
other. “Without any further ado, Ferenc—I’m in desperate need of a typical
bodybuilder’s late-night snack, the sort of thing I usually have after a
contest, to keep me going, because, God knows, I’m starved. Give me four
hard-boiled eggs, will you, with the shells removed, and sprinkled with
paprika. Two big cans of tuna, two of those twelve-ounce suckers, drained, dumped
out on a plate, with a little olive oil drizzled on top of them. Two nice big
chicken breasts, boiled, served as is, without any sauce or seasoning. And a
pound of pasta, cooked al dente, also served as is, plain. Oh, maybe you
can bring me the pepper mill, so I can grate some fresh pepper onto the chicken
and the pasta.”


“That’s my idea of an appalling austerity,” the waiter
said. “The chef will freak out. ‘Oh, those bodybuilders are here, again!’ he’ll
complain. But, as they say, the customer is always right. And you, sir?” he
asked Bob. “Are you are stoic as your well-built friend?”


“Ah—not quite.”


“Forget what we said about you buying the first round
of drinks, Bob,” Adolar interjected. “All this is my treat. No, I insist. Order
anything you want, food or drink.”


 “I’ll have the Caesar salad. Made in the classic
style, please. With the anchovies, with the raw egg, and also
with plenty of extra dressing,” Bob said.


“That dressing is fattening, you know,” Adolar pointed
out.


“Unlike you, I’m not competing,” Bob replied.


Adolar grunted. “Lucky you. We’ll have white wine,” he
told the waiter. “Bring us a bottle of the Egri Csillag. That can’t do us much
harm,” he assured Bob. [Translator’s note: Egri Csillag, or “Star of
Eger,” is a dry white blend.]


“Alcohol in any form—is it on your training menu?” Bob
inquired.


“Hell, yes, it is. And while we’re waiting, turn on
your trusty little tape recorder, and capture my pearls of wisdom,” Adolar
advised Bob, humorously. “More like pearls of smut, in the mood I’m in right
now. For some reason, winning a contest always makes me randy, and it reduces
my inhibitions, which are damn few to begin with, to the vanishing point. I
guess you’re going to reap the benefit of my indiscretion.”


“All right, Adolar Mezey. Two months ago, you won not
only the heavyweight class, but the overall title, in the Mr. Hungary
competition,” Bob reminded his interview subject, briskly, professionally. “I
imagine you must feel pretty good, right now?”


“I feel very good.”


“Was it an easy win for you?”


“It was a walk in the park. No, I’m lying when I say
that, of course. Honesty compels me to admit that it was a tough contest. I
wasn’t as heavy as I ordinarily am. I was under the 225 pound limit, which is
why I competed as a heavyweight, rather than as a super heavyweight. This turned
out to be an advantage. Maybe I wasn’t as massive as some of those huge fucking
behemoths in the super heavyweight class, but I was ripped, if I do say
so myself. Still, some of the other contestants in all the weight classes were
exceptionally well prepared, and they looked damn good. Furthermore, I’m not
exactly a young guy. I have really to train hard and push myself, if I hope to
hold my own against some of these younger men. I managed to do so, that night,
for which I’m grateful.”


“They call you ‘the pocket battleship,’ because you’re
not exactly a giant.”


“Well, better that than ‘the garbage scow,’ I guess,”
Adolar quipped.


“Let’s review your vital statistics, Adolar.”


“Well, my contest weight fluctuates between 225 and
235 pounds, or 102 and 106 kilograms. My height’s five feet six inches, or 167.64
centimeters. Yeah, I’m a short fuck. But I flatter myself that good things come
in small packages.”


“Well,” Bob drawled, suggestively. “Not everything
about you is small, man!”


Gleefully, Adolar snickered. “You think so? Shit! This
is the kind of interview I like! I like the way we’re going, here.” His
companion, he noted, had gotten over his initial shyness and deference. A good
sign, as far as Adolar was concerned.


“Is it easier to pack a lot of hard muscle onto a
smaller frame than a big one?”


“Yes, it is. And yes, I may have a slight advantage,
in that respect. No offense, Bob, but so far these have been very banal,
predictable questions,” Adolar complained. “You haven’t asked me anything, you
haven’t given your readers any information, that can’t be found in the writeup
about me in a typical physique contest program. I suppose the people who
compile those notes about the competitors have a vested interest in avoiding
controversy. They don’t want to rock the Bodybuilding Federation’s boat! But
it’s boring. Boring as hell! Come on, buddy, I know you’re just dying to ask me
about the sex stuff. And I’m in the mood to be forthcoming, and candid. Extremely
candid.”


“Okay. There’ve been all sorts of rumors flying about,
concerning the so-called ‘scandal.’ I mean, how you were outed, supposedly
against your will. Would you like to take advantage of this opportunity to set
the record straight, Adolar?”


“Yeah. ‘Straight,’ huh?” Adolar grunted. “That’s a
laugh! But, yeah, I’ll tell you the whole story. You’ll have yourself an
exclusive, buddy. A scoop!


“For one thing, I wasn’t ‘outed,’ against my will or
otherwise. Because I couldn’t be, really. I’ve always been honest and upfront
about my sexuality. I’m bisexual, and not the least bit ashamed of it. I’m
proud of it, in fact. I can be attracted to both men and women. And, if you’ll
permit me to brag for a moment, no man or woman who’s ever been intimate with
me has ever felt shortchanged, or has had anything to complain about!


“I had a fling with this pro bodybuilder whom I’ll
call Bathony—not his real name, of course. At the risk of sounding kind of
bitchy, he’s not a bodybuilder of the first rank. He’s the kind of guy who’s
always taking home the third-place trophy in his weight class at competitions.
And, at the risk of being even bitchier, I have to say he’s not all that great
in bed. He’s one of those guys who just wants to lie there and be admired, and
be taken care of. No real reciprocation. Let’s face it, big muscles and a big
dick will only get you so far. The right attitude’s important, too, and when it
comes to that, this jerk is definitely lacking.


“So, we didn’t exactly have an undying romance going
on between us. After we split up—and, for the record, I’m the one who
split up with him—Bathony was pissed. He kept bugging me, contacting me,
wanting us to get back together. I said ‘no.’ And he freaked out.


“He started bad-mouthing and smearing me on social
media, saying I was gay, and that I was a whore. Uh … hello? I am gay,
or rather bisexual. I’ve never denied it. No mystery there. Next, Bathony
decided he’d ‘expose’ me as a male prostitute and a gay porn performer, which
was kind of funny, because my website advertising my services as an escort was
and still is right out there, for anybody to look at, and so are all the sites
on which my porn videos are available of for sale or rent. Some big coverup,
huh?”


“But,” Bob interjected, “wouldn’t you agree that the
bodybuilding establishment is still rather homophobic, especially here in a
rather conservative country such as Hungary? Protective of its macho image?”


“Damn, you’re a good interviewer, boy!” Adolar
exclaimed. “Just the sort of thing I’d like to address.”


They were interrupted when Ferenc brought them their
food and wine. Adolar poured wine for both of them, and then he attacked his
somewhat peculiar meal. Bob imitated his example, enjoying his salad.


“For example … did the revelation that you’re
bisexual, that you escort and do gay and bisexual porn, cause you to lose
product endorsements?” Bob asked.


“No, not really,” Adolar replied, mumbling around the
mouthful of boiled chicken breast which he was chewing on. He swallowed, and
cleared his throat. “I lost a couple of endorsements, sure, from tight-assed
companies who didn’t want their fitness products to be associated with a
cocksucker,” he admitted, bluntly. “But the irony is that I gained a dozen or
more other sponsors—some of them gay businesses, sure, but not all of them,
interestingly enough. There’s that saying, to the effect that there’s really no
such thing as bad publicity. Money talks. Gay men traditionally have a lot of
disposable income. An openly gay, or shall we say, bisexual and definitely
gay-friendly, pro bodybuilder—he’s just the kind of role model the gay
community likes. 


“But the hypocrisy, Bob! Shit! It’s incredible. Do you
realize how many men in the bodybuilding industry and culture are gay? 


“Then there’s the economic factor. I own a gym, which
is doing very well. I win some decent prize money in competitions. I have those
product endorsements. I do some modeling—yeah, ‘legitimate,’ so-called ‘fitness
modeling,’ but also the nude, explicit stuff. But with all that money coming
in, sometimes sporadically, I still couldn’t support myself and my wife the way
I think a professional athlete should be able to do.


“So I turned to the escorting and the porn, which,
frankly, can bring in some pretty big money. I’ve always been a hypersexual
kind of a guy, so why shouldn’t I exploit that to my financial advantage, just
like I exploit my physique?


“Bob, it costs me more to prepare for a major
bodybuilding contest, than I can ever hope to bring home in prize money! So why
shouldn’t I hustle?”


“My personal life is now an open book, which is a good
thing. No lying, no subterfuge, no bullshit. It’s all out there, and those who
want to judge me are free to do so. But I’d like to point out that I’m hardly
alone. I’m not the only muscle whore on the circuit!


“Would you like me to give you a list of the half
dozen or more guys who competed in the last Mr. Hungary competition who are
either gay or ‘gay for pay?’ Who all have ‘sponsors’ who pay their rent, their
gym memberships, their other bills, including groceries, and supplements, and,
yes, steroids and other performance enhancement drugs—in exchange for sex, on a
regular schedule? I mean, these dudes mark on their calendars the days when they’re
expected to put out for their muscle-loving sugar daddies! And the rest of the
time, when they’re not working out, they’re free to do their escorting … to set
up dates with other paying customers. They’re nothing but a bunch of muscle man
whores, the same as me. The difference is, I’m honest about it.”


Adolar proceeded to reel off a list of no fewer than
eight names, most of which took Bob completely by surprise.


“But you can’t print any of them,” Adolar cautioned
him, with a sigh. “Because the tight-assed, hypocritical bastards will sure you
for libel. To still insist on staying in the closet, in this day and age—! I
don’t understand it. But maybe I don’t have any right to judge. How other men
choose to lead their lives is their business, after all.


“Any of these dudes … for fifty thousand forints [about
one hundred and seventy-one US dollars], or less, they’ll do
anything you ask them to do. And I don’t mean just strip naked and pose and
flex, in private! They’ll suck cock, let themselves be sucked, they’ll rim ass,
get rimmed themselves, they’ll fuck, get fucked—everything, the works. Anything
for money.


“Then there are certain judges, who’ll be only too
happy to give a physique contestant extra points on his scorecard, in exchange
for a blow job. And certain gym owners, who have their ‘favorites’ whom they’re
happy to ‘sponsor.’ Sex … sex is what drives the whole gym and bodybuilding
industry.”


“Even though I can’t mention any names, this is still
great stuff,” Bob declared.


“But I’m getting off track,” Adolar said. “So, this
sleazy scumbag Bathony … he starts sending me e-mails, more than one,
threatening to out me. He’ll tell everybody from the Bodybuilding Federation on
down, to my boss at my workplace, and my wife, what a gay slut I am, unless I
pay him five hundred thousand forints, in cash. I mean, talk about selling
himself cheap! Five hundred thousand forints—I know that’s half a million, so
it sounds like a lot, doesn’t it? But that was chump change. [Translator’s
note: Five hundred thousand forints is approximately one thousand, seven
hundred, and ten US dollars.]


“Plus, what he hadn’t taken into account, was—I didn’t
give a shit whom he told what. So I went straight to the cops. They set up a
classic sting, with me wearing a wire, and everything, just like in the crime
shows, on television. Bathony just couldn’t shut up. He babbled on and on, all
about he had me over a barrel, he could ruin my reputation, and I was going to
have to pay him to keep him quiet. The dumbass just kept incriminating himself,
right and left, doing the cops’ job for them.


“They moved in and busted him, finally, and you should’ve
seen the look on his face. The asshole didn’t even have the brains to plea
bargain. He pleaded not guilty, and because there was so much evidence against
him, he had the book thrown at him. He was found guilty of extortion, and he
was sentenced to two and a half years in Balassagyarmat.” [Translator’s note: Balassagyarmat is a town in northern Hungary,
and it is also the name of a prison located there.] “I guess he’s having
his ass fucked every night by his cellmate, and also being held down in the
shower room by a bunch of thugs and gangbanged, on a daily basis. Serves him
right.”


“Wow. What a story!” Bob exclaimed. “Now, what’re your
future plans?”


“I’m bigger now than I’ve ever been. I’m going to get
even bigger, and get huge—for my size!—and hard. And I’m going to continue to
the porn work. Let’s face it, I can’t stay at the top of the bodybuilding game
indefinitely. A guy in his late thirties is already considered ‘old.’ The masters
division starts at age thirty-five, for Christ’s sake! But a guy who stays in
shape can still do porn in his forties.”


“Eventually, then, you’ll make the transition to what
they call ‘the daddy type’ in gay porn?” Bob asked.


“Huh, you seem to know an awful lot about gay porn,”
Adolar teased him. “Yeah, I’ll a be a hot mature muscle fuck, ‘mentoring’ the
younger guys who are just getting into the industry. But now let’s talk about
you, Bob,” he went on. “For one thing, I’ve never seen you at my gym. If
you—and your buddy Urban—are such loyal fans of mine, why don’t you have
memberships at my place?”


“We’d love to work out there,” Bob replied. “But the
truth is, because we go to Eötvös Loránd, we can work out at the sports center on
campus. For free.” [Translator’s note: Eötvös Loránd University is a prestigious
university in Budapest, named after one of its professors, a famous physicist.]


“Ouch. I’m afraid I can’t compete with that. I might
offer you guys a student discount. But I’m too hardheaded a businessman to give
gym memberships away for free. Is the weight room at the sports center well
equipped?”


“Oh, it’s state of the art.”


“Huh,” Adolar grunted, enigmatically. He was thinking,
I just bet it’s well equipped … well stocked with good-looking,
frisky young muscle pups. Like you! Ripe for the plucking. For the fucking!


“Are there any more like you at home?” Adolar
inquired. “Any brothers and sisters?”


“I have an older brother, Istvan. Two years older than
me. He goes to Eötvös Loránd, too.”


“Which makes you the kid brother, always in your big
brother’s shadow, huh? Is that it?” Adolar guessed.


“Oh, yes. Some of the time. Not always.”


“Is Istvan a weightlifter, a bodybuilder, too?”


“You bet he is. When he started pumping iron, as a
teenager, that inspired me to start working out with the weights, too,
because—of course—I wanted to be just like him. But he’s bigger than me, damn
him. Bigger and harder. But of course, he’s had a head start.”


“So—good genes must persist, in your family,” Adolar
suggested.


“Maybe,” Bob agreed. “But developing one’s
physique—God knows that still takes a hell of a lot of hard work!”


Adolar sighed. “Don’t I know it!”











Chapter Two: A Muscle Man’s Wife


 


Adolar arrived home, after his encounter with Bob.


“You’re late,” his wife, Vanessza, said.


“Yes, sorry about that. After the show—I was held up.”


“How’d it go?”


“Very well. Lots of young amateur talent onstage. And
the audience seemed to like my posing routine,” Adolar said, modestly.


“They always like you.”


The truth was, Vanessza had ambivalent feelings about
her husband’s bodybuilding career.


She was proud, of course, to have such a good-looking,
well-built, successful spouse. Adolar was idolized by physique enthusiasts, and
as a result, Vanessza was envied. When the couple was out in public, Adolar
turned heads. Men—and women—who didn’t know who he was admired his body.


On the other hand, some people who were in the know sneered
at Vanessza, behind her back, and even pitied her. She was the wife of an
openly and unashamedly bisexual man, who saw no reason why he should be
faithful to his wife, betraying his marital vows with the occasional woman, but
much more frequently with a succession of male sex partners.


And then there was the real whoring around, on
Adolar’s part. The escorting … and the porn videos. It brought in extra money, always
welcome, true. But it was disgusting!


Vanessza wasn’t the kind of wife who submitted
abjectly to her husband. Far from it! She was independent.


She worked, full-time, as a saleswoman and client
consultant in one of Budapest’s most prestigious and exclusive fashion houses,
which catered to a clientele of wealthy, discriminating, style-setting women.
Vanessza even modeled the couturier’s outfits, occasionally. Inspired by
Adolar, she worked out and she kept herself in good shape. But she didn’t
aspire to become one of those hardcore female bodybuilders, who ended up
looking like haggard, excessively muscular, flat-chested boys, with a woman’s
head incongruously set on top of their necks! No, Vanessza was all woman,
voluptuous, curvaceous, which was what Adolar liked—in a woman. When it came to
his male sex partners, they couldn’t be masculine and muscular enough to suit
him!


Her husband’s bisexuality had been a tough thing for
Vanessza to swallow, so to speak, at least at first.


As recently as two months ago, when Adolar had
achieved his longstanding ambition to win the title of Mr. Hungary, the couple
had almost quarreled.


“Another trophy for us to find a place for,” Adolar had
said, when he got home that night after the contest, brandishing the large
trophy for his wife’s inspection.


“Another trophy for me to dust. Same old, same old.
How’d it go, really?”


“Very well,” Adolar admitted. “I was damn good, if I
do say so myself. I worked hard, trained hard, as you of all people know. And I
deserved it.” Ordinarily, he wasn’t a man who’d boast. He was permitting
himself, on this occasion, to gloat just a bit.


“Good. I’m proud of you. But then, I’m always proud of
you,” Vanessza declared.


“Are you?”


“Yes.”


“I’m glad. That’s what keeps me going,” Adolar said.


The truth was, Vanessza had long ago stopped going to
her husband’s physique contests, at his request. Her presence in the audience
made him nervous, Adolar claimed. He preferred to be observed, he said, and admired,
appreciated, and judged by his many male admirers, many of whom admittedly
lusted after him—the sight of Adolar onstage, stripped down to his tiny,
revealing posing trunks, tanned, oiled, near naked, pumped up, and bulgingly
muscled, driving them insane with frustrated desire.


There was also a secondary consideration. Adolar’s
not-so “private” life, as an escort and porn performer, was now well known. It
wasn’t outside the range of possibility that, at some physique competition,
some homophobe in the audience might yell such insults as “Baszd meg, akkor
piszkos izom köcsög! [Fuck you, you dirty muscle fag!]” when Adolar
appeared onstage. Adolar preferred to spare his wife such embarrassment.


Vanessza had to put up with certain things. Her
husband was one of Hungary’s greatest bodybuilding stars. Vanessza had to
accept that fact, and deal with it—she had to embrace that reality. Including
the undeniable reality that gay men of all sorts lusted for her man! Adolar was
a queer magnet. Gay and bisexual men thronged to him. They wanted him, they
wanted to perform lewd, unspeakable sex acts with him, and none of them was shy
about expressing his perverted desires.


“It’s all part of my fictitious ‘gay for pay’
persona,” Adolar insisted, when he discussed the issue with his wife, that
night, after his big win. “Apart from business, these men mean nothing to me—”


“Oh, you liar,” Vanessza fumed. She was a fiery
redhead, with a temperament to match, and there were times when she lost her
customary self-control, abandoned herself to her emotions, and flared up.


“I’m being perfectly candid,” her spouse declared.


“Liar! Some ‘fictitious’ persona, when you give it
away for free, too. You filthy, cocksucking, ass-fucking liar!”


“Not a nice way to talk, my love,” Adolar
murmured, by way of meek protest.


“Man whore!” Vanessza shrieked, hysterically. “Man
cunt! You man whore! Opening your mouth … sucking dick. Bending over …
spreading your ass cheeks, taking cock up your hole … whore, oh, you’re such a
man whore! I bet you’d do it anywhere. At the gym. In a public toilet. In a
back alley, behind one of the gay bars you like to go it. I bet you’d even do
it out in the middle of the street, in broad daylight!”


“Really,” Adolar sputtered, indignantly. “Give me some
credit … for being more circumspect … than that!”


Vanessza’s wrath gradually subsided, and she and
Adolar came to an understanding.


They’d have an open marriage. Adolar was free to screw
around, and so was Vanessza. But there’d be no lying, no sneaking around.
They’d share information about their extramarital sexual adventures. And,
whenever possible, they’d also share their sex partners, with each other.
Threesomes became the couple’s favorite recreational activity.


And so, when he arrived home late that night after the
amateur physique contest, Adolar was perfectly candid with his wife, about
exactly why he’d been delayed.


“I ran into this sweet young muscle pup named Bob,
after the show,” he admitted. “We went to have a bite to eat.”


“Let me guess. He was—?”


“Luscious,” Adolar admitted, with an indescribably
lewd inflection, and a correspondingly rapt look on his handsome face.


“Oh, you nasty dog! Did you fuck him?” Vanessza asked,
bluntly.


“Not yet. I primed the pump, though, I believe. He’s
interested. Very interested!”


Vanessza laughed. “You filthy pig. I can’t trust you
to go anywhere on your own, can I?”


“You’d be well advised to keep me on my leash,” Adolar
admitted.


“I know you,” Vanessza taunted him. “Maybe all too
well. After showing yourself off onstage, and then flirting with a hot young
muscle pup—you’re all sexed up and raring to go, now, aren’t you?”


“Kind of,” Adolar agreed.


“And you expect me to put out for you.”


“That’d be nice.”


“I can tell you’ve been drinking.”


“Just a couple of glasses of wine, with my snack,”
Adolar protested.


“Huh.” Vanessza looked and sounded skeptical. “Well,
let’s have a nightcap, before we go to bed. Want one?”


“Sure. I’ll make myself a nice stiff one,” Adolar
said, without conscious innuendo. “And you?”


“I’d love one. My usual, please. I want to hang up my
dress first, though.”


“I’ll bring it to the bedroom.”


Adolar locked up, first, and he also turned off the
lights, except for those in the bedroom. At this time of night, the apartment
building was quiet, and so was the upscale neighborhood in Budapest which it
was located.


Adolar didn’t take Vanessza for granted. He was
profoundly grateful that he possessed such a beautiful, sexy, and understanding
wife. Vanessza had real class—which, admittedly, she could switch on or off at
will. When the occasion demanded, she could be the perfect wife, prim and
proper, and apparently subservient to her husband, in a way that seemed like a
throwback to the mid-twentieth century, to the Fifties or Sixties. In the
privacy of the couple’s home, though, behind closed doors, Vanessza could
transform herself into the whore of a man’s most lurid dreams. There, her subservience
was revealed to be the cunning deception it was. She could be an aggressive
slut—and her husband loved her for that.


Adolar fixed two stiff drinks, which he carried into
the bedroom. He took the bottle with him, as well.


Vanessza had turned on one lamp on the nightstand beside
the bed, and another one, on her dressing table. She’d taken off her dress and
hung it up. She stood there in her slip, removing her jewelry.


“Thanks, darling,” she told her husband, when he
handed her one of the drinks.


“You’re welcome.” Adolar looked at his wife.


She noticed how he was staring at her. “What’s wrong?”
she asked, as she sipped her drink.


“With you? Nothing,” he said, with a broad grin.
“Absolutely nothing at all.”


“Oh, you still like what you see, do you? After all
these years?”


“We haven’t been married all that long,” he
reminded her. “For all practical purposes, we’re still newlyweds. The honeymoon
hasn’t ended yet, not as far as I’m concerned. And you know damn well that I love
what I see.”


He wasn’t lying. His wife looked hot!


It was no ordinary slip which Vanessza was wearing.
The garment was made from thin, bright red satin, which clung to every curve of
Vanessza’s body and glowed like a flame in the soft lamplight. She had a great
figure. She wasn’t flat-chested, slim-hipped, and androgynous, like some
fashion models. She had a woman’s curves and padding, in all of the right
places.


Enjoying their drinks, the couple slowly got
undressed. Adolar stripped naked and pulled on his bathrobe. As usual, he was
careless about tying the sash around his waist. The robe remained far enough
open in front to expose not only his chest and stomach, but his upper
thighs—and his crotch. But then, neither Adolar nor Vanessza was the
excessively modest type.


She was proving that point at the moment, in fact.
Seated at her dressing table while removing her makeup, she had taken off her
slip and her brassiere. Nude except for her red silk panties, she began to
brush her hair.


“Um … you look like a centerfold, sitting there topless
like that,” Adolar said. “Very sexy.”


“Thanks, lover. You don’t look so bad yourself, in
that robe. But, at the risk of breaking the mood—”


“What?”


Vanessza hesitated. “Flirting with eager young muscle
pups, my love. Maybe it’s not too wise.”


“I’m careful. Discreet.” Adolar was silent for a
moment, lost in thought. “You think I should be even more careful?”


“About playing your hand? Especially when it concerns
one of these gullible young guys? Yes. It couldn’t hurt.”


“You’re probably right. Do you really think I’m
developing a reputation as a sexual predator?”


“No. After all, you can’t exactly prey upon the
willing! Maybe I’m being a little paranoid. Still, it can never hurt to err on
the side of caution, can it, lover?”


“God, Vanessza, what would I do without you? You’re so
smart. And you always watch my back.”


“That’s my job, darling.” Now that their serious
discussion was over, Vanessza decided to lighten the mood, a bit. “Of course, I
could be wrong,” she said, archly, putting the hairbrush down. “Take this kid
you met tonight. Maybe your interest in him is purely innocent?”


“Oh, assuredly so,” Adolar said, casually. He used the
bottle to refresh their drinks.


“What’d you say his name is?”


“Robert, or Bob, as he likes to be called.”


“Let me guess. He’s very good-looking, isn’t he?”


“Easy on the eyes,” Adolar admitted.


“Got you hot, didn’t he?” Vanessza taunted her
husband.


“I may have sprung a boner, while he and I were
talking,” Adolar replied, making no effort to hide the smugness on his facial
expression, or in his tone of voice. “You know that’s an occupational hazard,
when I run into one of these muscle pups,” he added, facetiously.


“You dirty fucker,” Vanessza retorted. “I bet this boy
Bob has a hot body and a big dick,” she suggested, crudely. “To say nothing of
a nice ass.”


Adolar refused to rise to the bait. “He’s a sweet kid,”
he acknowledged, feeling no need to go into specifics.


Vanessza laughed. “So I do have a new rival.
The flavor of the month, so to speak.” 


“You’ve never had a rival—and you never will.”


“It’s nice to hear you say so, Adolar. But somehow,
this sweet kid—this fan of yours—well, you seem more interested in him than
usual.”


“I do like Bob,” Adolar confessed. “I like him a lot.”


“And you’d like to seduce him.” The way Vanessza said
it, it wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact.


Her husband grinned. “That goes without saying.”


“If I was a decent woman, I’d be offended.”


“Maybe you would be … and maybe you wouldn’t. But
luckily for me, you aren’t a decent woman, are you, my love? Any more than I’m
a decent man. So … do I have your permission to make my move on Bob?”


Vanessza had to laugh. “Since when have you ever asked
for my permission—or needed it? You just be damn careful, going about it.
That’s all I ask.”


“Well, if I do get anywhere with Bob, I wouldn’t keep
him all to myself. That would be selfish. I’d be willing to share. You know I
always am. And, in this case, I think it might be especially exciting. He’s
kind of shy, I’ve noticed. I don’t think he’s very experienced, sexually. He
could even be a virgin. Some guys his age still are, you know.”


“Present company excepted, of course,” Vanessza said,
drily. “You were fooling around with older men from the moment
adolescence kicked in, weren’t you?”


“I was precocious,” Adolar admitted. “I knew what I
wanted, from a very early age. But it’s Bob we were talking about. He’s got
such a wholesome, innocent air about him. Even though he’s now, apparently, one
of the young muscle gods in residence on his gym’s weight room floor, and also,
I suspect, the hero of Eötvös Loránd’s soccer team, it hasn’t gone to his head.
He’s still unspoiled—”


“Listen to you! You sound positively enthralled. You
just can’t stop thinking about that boy, can you? And talking about him?”


“Sorry. Would you prefer it if I kept my fantasies to
myself?”


“Of course not. You know how much I enjoy hearing
about them. And marriage means sharing, as I’ve always believed.”


“If I seem a little obsessive about Bob … well, he
isn’t your average jock. He’s got real potential, that kid. Potential, in all
sorts of areas. Not only as an athlete … but also academically … and sexually.”



“It’s not hard to guess which of those potentials you’re
interested in.” Vanessza stood up, and she approached Adolar. “But I think
we’ve talked your possible future bedmate enough, for one night. Let’s
concentrate on the present.”


Vanessza slipped a hand inside her husband’s robe. He
had, of course, an impressively, indeed a fantastically, fine, hard, athletic
physique; and, as usual, just touching his beautiful body was enough to start a
stirring in her loins. She ran her hand down over his bulging chest and chiseled
stomach to his groin. There, she felt his cock, which was thicker and firmer
than it tended to be in its relaxed state, although it was just beginning to
get hard.


“Are you ready to go to bed?” she asked.


“Yeah.”


“Sleepy?”


“Not yet,” he replied. “Not now,” he added, as
his wife caressed him intimately, and his prick began to respond to the
pressure of her skilled fingers.


“Good,” Vanessza said. “There’s a little business I
want to take care of, before we go to sleep.” She pulled his half-hard cock
free from the folds of his robe.


With his semi-turgid prick now exposed, Adolar stood
beside the bed.


Vanessza moved in front of her husband, and she
dropped to her knees. The open ends of his robe hung down, like a pair of
curtains, framing her face on either side.


“Let me suck it for you, lover boy,” she whispered,
playfully. “I know I’m just one of your many cocksucking admirers. But if I do
a good job, is there any chance of me making the first rank?”


“Sure. I believe in rewarding sincere oral effort.”


She took his cock in her mouth. As she sucked on the
long, thick erection, her talented mouth and her ability to deep-throat him
without difficulty made Adolar very hard indeed. He closed his eyes and enjoyed
being blown. He couldn’t help himself; he found himself trying to imagine that
it wasn’t his wife, but Bob, who was doing this to him. What sweet-looking lips
that young stud had! They would surely feel tight yet smooth around the shaft
of Adolar’s prick while Bob sucked it.


Grunting, Adolar pushed his cock in and out between
his wife’s accommodating lips. He appreciated Vanessza’s oral skill. It was
only one of her many assets.


She never neglected his sexual needs. And she gave him
tacit permission to screw around all he wanted, as long as she got her fair
share of the action. Theirs was an open, easygoing marriage, which satisfied
them both.


The only thing that Vanessza didn’t like, at least in
the recent past, was that they couldn’t risk swinging too openly. As a well-known,
respected pro bodybuilder and his wife, Adolar and she were expected by the
physique industry to maintain certain standards of decorum. Neither of them had
much use for decorum, but they’d learned to play the bodybuilding establishment’s
game, keeping a low profile when it came to their extracurricular activities.


Now, though, with Adolar openly escorting and doing
gay and bisexual porn, all bets were off. The couple hadn’t really been
ostracized—but now they sure as hell knew who their real friends were!


And having Adolar “outed” as gay-friendly and bi did
have one undeniable advantage. Budapest was crawling with good-looking young
male physique enthusiasts, all of them horny and eager for sex. Some were gay,
some were straight. Others were bisexual, or simply undecided. A few were even
virgins—at least until Adolar and Vanessza got their hands on them. If a hot
young muscle boy wasn’t attracted to Adolar, he would probably be interested in
Vanessza. Either way, once a young guy was successfully seduced, it usually
didn’t take long to persuade him to experiment. The best times were when a
studly young weightlifter discovered he could enjoy making love to both Adolar and
Vanessza—preferably at once. There was nothing the couple liked better than a
threesome with a hard-bodied young male.


Vanessza was almost too skilled at fellatio. Sucking Adolar
nonstop, she was bringing him dangerously close to ejaculation.


“Stop, please,” he pleaded, punctuating the request
with a gasp for breath.


He pulled his prick out of Vanessza’s sucking mouth
with a loud, lewd pop, and he moved to the bed, throwing off his robe. Vanessza
joined him on the bed, as usual ready and willing to be screwed. She got on her
back on the mattress, writhing out of her panties.


Her soft, oversized breasts shook, the nipples
standing out in firm, jutting cones from the center of each broad, brownish-red
aureole. It was, however, the scarlet slash between her thighs that Adolar
eyed, as she spread her legs wide apart in brazen, slutty invitation, then
lifted them, bending her knees. Her cunt was bordered by thick soft dark hair
that curled partially across it; her labia protruded somewhat, her clit
especially prominent between the firm, juicy folds of flesh. 


At thirty, Vanessza was just approaching her prime.
She wasn’t a flat-chested, slim-hipped girl. No, she had the mature, ripened
attractiveness of a real woman—and a woman who was very experienced, sexually.
She’d been fucked a lot, and she loved it. Tonight, she seemed to want it—to
need it—more than ever! 


“Give it to me, quick,” she insisted, grasping Adolar’s
cock as he knelt between her legs.


She aimed his turgid tool at her pussy, nudging her
cunt lips apart with the mushroom-shaped head of the cock, exposing her moist,
soft flesh for him to slide into. Adolar pushed his thick erection into her,
inch after inch, until she had it all inside her. She let out a groan of
pleasure. Her husband was hung. He possessed a full nine inches, and when erect
his penis was exceptionally thick. Vanessza was one of the few women he’d ever
known who could take it all in one gulp, even when her vagina had just begun to
lubricate itself.


While they joined their bodies, they both tensed, and
they moaned together with excitement and pleasure. Fucking was still a hot
turn-on between them, even after three years of marriage and a great deal of
extramarital exploration on either side.


As Adolar began to fuck his wife with the long, slow,
cunt-tantalizing strokes which they both especially enjoyed, he kept thinking
about his new acquaintance Bob, pretending that he was screwing him instead, in
the butt. If Vanessza suspected what he was fantasizing about, she gave no
indication—not that she would have been anything but amused and encouraging,
had Adolar confided in her. 


She worked her hips skillfully, humping her pelvis in
order to match each of her husband’s thrusts deep into her body. The effect was
that her cunt seemed to be sucking on his hard-plowing prick and trying to draw
it even deeper into her body, like a wet, voracious mouth. Her full breasts
quivered in response to the delicious vibrations which his fucking sent
rocketing through her, and he lifted himself higher on his hands so that he
could look down and observe her arousal.


Sometimes I can’t make my mind up, which I
like better, Adolar thought, feverishly. A man’s
hard body, or a woman’s softer one. Damn it, they both get me so hot! It’s a
good thing I don’t have to choose.


He fucked his wife still harder.


She squirmed beneath him, her pleasure mounting to its
peak. “Oh, it feels so good,” she whispered. “Oh, fuck, darling—you feel so big
and hard inside me! You’re all cock. That must be why I love you so.”


“And you’re all pussy,” Adolar replied,
enthusiastically. “You know exactly what a man needs.”


“I need it, too. Keep on giving it to me.”


They moved their bodies heatedly together, with
abandon, building in intensity and speed. His cock continued to pump wildly in
and out of her clasping cunt. The mattress shook beneath them. Vanessza’s
breasts began to shake up and down, not loosely, but with a full, heavy
springiness which Adolar found incredibly erotic to watch and to feel. Her red
mouth opened wide, and she tossed her head, flinging her dark hair to and fro
on the pillows.


“Fuck me! Fuck me! Ah, fuck me!” she screamed,
at the top of her lungs. Their apartment building, like many in Budapest, was
older structure, with thick walls. It was unlikely that their next-door
neighbors could overhear the sounds of the couple’s lovemaking. But Vanessza
didn’t care whether anyone heard her in the throes of passion, or not. When she
got really fired up and ready to come, she was completely lacking in
inhibition, and oblivious to everything else. “Fuck me hard, I’m there. I’m
coming!”


She began to grind her hips more rapidly, and her vaginal
muscles tightened around his cock. Adolar settled down and fucked her hard, just
as she’d demanded, giving her everything he had. He made three or four more
strokes before he felt her cunt convulse in the fierce, exultant throes of a
violent orgasm. And then he, too, reached his climax—a quick, spurting
ejaculation which flooded the pit of her pussy with his hot, wet sperm.


They sighed and clung to each other, breathing hard,
sweating profusely, both fucked out—at least, for the time being. Fucking, in
one form or another, was every bit as essential to Adolar and Vanessza as food
or sleep. Neither of them could go for long without some form of sexual
satisfaction. 


“You’re still the hottest piece of ass in town,” Adolar
assured Vanessza, and he kissed her, hard, on the lips and explored the
interior of her mouth with his tongue.


“And you’re still the best fucker I’ve ever had,” she
replied, after he finally let her come up for air again.


They enjoyed, indeed, an ideal marriage.











Chapter Three: Loss of Innocence—at Last!


 


“Getting that interview with Adolar Mezey was one hell
of a lucky break,” Bob said.


“Yeah, the best thing that’s ever happened to us,”
Urban agreed. “We’ve sold more new subscriptions to The Muscle Forum
since we published that, than we had all year up until then. I’m still pissed
off, though, because you got to meet the guy, and I didn’t, thanks to my
parents and their fucking anniversary party.”


“Well, I’ve been thinking. I e-mailed Adolar, thanking
him. But I’m beginning to think that wasn’t enough. He really did go out of his
way to be nice to me. I’m thinking—we should get him some sort of a little
thank-you gift. We could take it to his gym, to deliver it to him in person.
And then you’d have your chance to meet him.”


“Huh, you’re a goddamn genius, Bob! I like that idea.”


“The only problem is … I don’t know what kind of a
gift would be appropriate.”


“Yeah, what do you get a guy who’s not just Mr.
Hungary, but a porn star? Steroids, maybe,” Urban joked, “and a bottle of lube?
That ought to cover all the bases.”


“Don’t be crude,” Bob told his friend.


“Me, crude? I’m a scholar and a gentleman. Anyway, the
dude doesn’t seem to be the least bit embarrassed about all of those porn
videos he’s been in. Hey, have you ever seen one of them, by the way?”


“Of course not.”


“Huh, you sound awfully defensive, buddy!”


“He does gay and bisexual porn—from what I’ve heard,”
Bob said. “He hasn’t done any strictly straight porn yet, for some reason.”


“Well, here’s a theory. He hasn’t done that, because
he likes the guy-on-guy action.”


“He’s married.”


“Uh, yeah, he and a few thousand other bisexual
married men who live here in Budapest. Some of them on the down low, some of
them open about it.”


“Well, aren’t you the sexual sophisticate,” Bob
taunted Urban. “How’d you become so educated? No, don’t answer that. I wouldn’t
want you to incriminate yourself. While we’re on the subject, have you
seen any of Adolar’s porn videos?”


“No, but I’m not ashamed to admit I’m curious about
them. I really ought to check out a couple of them. Could be ‘educational,’ as
you say.” Urban gave his buddy a searching look. “You know, something’s been
bothering me.”


“Yeah? What?”


“You, dude.”


“What about me?” Bob responded, uneasily.


“Your sex life. It seems just about nonexistent. You
never go out on dates. Not with girls, anyway. You’re always either pumping
iron, at the sports center, or hanging out with me and the other guys.”


“Bros before hos,” Bob said, in an attempt to evade
the issue.


“Yeah, but a bro needs a ho to take care of his sexual
needs, every now and then. You belong in Pannonhalma, dude.” [Translator’s
note: a reference to a famous Benedictine monastery, a tourist attraction,
located about fifty miles or eighty kilometers west of Budapest, near the
university town of Györ.] 


“Maybe,” Bob muttered.


“Want me to set you up with a sure thing?” Urban
offered, helpfully.


“No, thanks.”


“Why not?”


“I don’t want to do it with a slut.”


“Shit, they’re the only ones worth doing it with!”
Urban guffawed. “You want a bitch with experience. Especially if you’re not all
that experienced, youself.” He looked at Bob, with pursed lips and narrowed
eyes. “Just how experienced—or inexperienced—are you, man? Come on.
Inquiring minds want to know.”


“Uh—the truth is—!” Bob faltered.


“Christ crucified and come back from the dead,” Urban
blasphemed. “You’re not telling me you’re some kind of a virgin, are
you?”


“I’m all kinds,” Bob confessed, barely audibly.


“You mean—never?”


“Never.”


“You have got to be bullshitting me, man!” Urban
insisted.


Bob blushed, as he had a tendency to do, whenever he
was embarrassed. “No,” he mumbled, shamefaced. “I’m being perfectly serious.”


“You poor bastard.”


The two young men were having this intimate
conversation in one of Budapest’s coffee shops, where they’d gone to get a
quick caffeine fix after their workout.


With his blond hair, blue eyes, and overall wholesome
appearance, Urban looked like a sweet, innocent choirboy. But Bob knew better.
He knew that his buddy Urban was kind of wild. 


Urban wasn’t just Bob’s gym buddy, and workout
partner. He was Bob’s teammate—they were both on the university’s soccer team. Urban
was also Bob’s best friend, and confidant.


“Run this by me once again,” Urban insisted. “Just so
I can be sure I haven’t misunderstood you. Are you telling me you’ve never
had sex, in any shape or form, with anybody?”


“Keep your voice down, will you? Yeah. That’s about
the size of it,” Bob said.


“I still can’t believe it.”


“Well, it’s true.”


“No guy our age is still a virgin, unless he’s as ugly
as sin, or he has something else wrong with him. You’re damn good-looking,
dude. You’ve got a nice body. I’ve seen you naked in the locker room and the
showers, lots of times. As recently as an hour ago, in fact! Your dick looks
okay, to me. Okay, I’ve only seen it soft, but it looks big, which is what the
bitches like, even though they don’t always want to admit it.”


“Urban, you’re embarrassing me.”


“Get over it. There must be some reason why you
haven’t been laid, yet. You don’t have ED, do you?”


“ED? What’s that?”


“You know, that condition they talk about on all of
those commercials on cable TV,” Urban elucidated. “Erectile Dysfunction. The
inability to get it hard and keep it hard, in other words,” he specified. “The
commercials always have some foxy older dude in them, who looks like your dad.
He pops a pill, and the next thing you know, he’s making out like a bandit.
Better fucking through chemistry, so to speak.”


Bob could feel his face once again getting warm and
red from embarrassment. “I never have any trouble getting a hard-on,” he
muttered.


“No, you just have trouble doing something with
it, huh? Do you at least jerk off?”


“Of course I do. Just about every night.”


“And do you come?”


“Yeah. Every time.”


“Well, so far, so good, then,” the irrepressible Urban
declared. “But I’m really worried about you, man. It’s a scientific fact that
jerking off isn’t enough to keep a guy’s pipes flushed out properly. He has to
have real sex, on a regular basis, to stay healthy.”


“Says who?”


Urban shrugged. “Like I said—it’s a scientific fact.”


“This, coming from a guy who flunked Basic Biology.”


“I may have flunked the course, but I’m doing okay
when it comes to doing the field work,” Urban bragged. “But getting back to you
and your problem. You say your tool’s in working order. So … what’s the big
deal? Find yourself somebody to fuck. Take my word for it. Once you’ve tried that,
you won’t be able to get enough. Your days of flying solo will be numbered.”


“It’s not that easy.”


“Of course it is. You have to find yourself some bitch
who’s easy—that’s all. And you shouldn’t have to look very far, or very hard.
For example, I know a girl who’s fucked every guy on the soccer team, except
you. She needs you to bang her, now, to bring her score up to one
hundred per cent.”


“Who are we talking about?”


“Emma Marton. She’s in your History class, isn’t she?”


“Emma Marton? She’s a fat, ugly pig!” Bob protested.


Urban shrugged. “So what? She puts out. She sucks
dick, and she spreads her legs. Okay, I admit it—I kept my eyes closed, most of
the time, while I was screwing her. Otherwise, I was afraid I might barf. But
I’ll let you in on a secret, buddy. Once you’ve got your dick inside a pussy,
they all feel the same. An ugly broad’s snatch is just as good as a fashion
model’s or a movie star’s. A hole’s a hole, when it comes right down to it.
Plus, some of these homely broads are grateful to get it, so they try harder.
Emma—she’ll do anything I want. Including anilingus. Just in case you don’t
know what that means, Mr. Muscle Virgin—she licks my ass.”


“You’re disgusting.”


“Hell, yes, I’m disgusting. I admit it. I’m also not
a virgin. Maybe you’d be better off if you climbed down from that high horse of
yours and lowered your standards a little.” Urban chuckled. “Or if you lowered
them a lot! Do you want me to set you up with Emma?”


Bob grimaced. “No, thanks.”


“Suit yourself. You’re the one who’s got all that
excess jism backed up in his pipes, not me. Don’t blame me if you develop some
sort of a blockage, which could be fatal in the long run. Jesus! If you insist
on being so goddamn picky,” Urban said, “then there are always guys.”


“Huh? Guys? What do you mean?”


“What do you think I’m talking about? Come on, Bob!
Even you—you can’t be that fucking clueless! You, who just
interviewed Adolar Mezey about his sex life? Half the dudes on campus claim to
be gay, or bi. It’s the fashionable thing. I know guys who pretend to be gay,
even though they aren’t, because they think it’s cool. So at least you can get
your cock sucked, if you want to.”


“I don’t want to. Not by another dude. I’m not
into that.”


“Aw, who do you think you’re bullshitting? This is me
you’re talking to, Bob. Getting a blow job … hell, that isn’t even real sex.
It’s just a good way to get your rocks off.”


“Have you … are you telling me that you’ve—?”


“That I’ve what? Let a guy go down on me, and suck me
off? Sure. Lots of times. It was no big deal. It felt pretty good, as a matter
of fact. You find yourself one of these cocksuckers who’s really into it, who’s
so hot for cock he goes around drooling at the sight of a tight pair of pants,
and he can really do a number on you. He can take care of you, real nice. And
afterward … you don’t have to take any crap from him. You can just tell him to
fuck off. No harm, no foul.”


Bob shook his head. “You really are incredible.”


“I’m realistic. Hey, I know I’m no male model. But
even so, I have to beat off the cocksuckers, sometimes. Imagine how they’d go
for a really good-looking stud like you. They’d be like flies swarming around a
piece of meat left out in the open.”


“Oh, that’s a charming mental image,” Bob said.


“And you wouldn’t have to do it with a guy our age,” Urban
suggested. “Or just for fun. You could get something extra out of it, you know.
Some of these older guys—they’re hot. And they’re grateful, too. They’ll pay
for it. Or they’ll do a little quid pro quo. That’s Latin,” Urban said,
helpfully. “I did pay attention in that class. It translates as,
‘you suck my dick, and I’ll suck yours.’ Right here on campus, for example.
There’re professors who are queer. They’ll give you a passing grade, plus extra
credit, if you put out for them.”


“Are you speaking from personal experience?”


“You bet I am. How do you think I’ve managed to keep
my grade point average so high? Not from hitting the books, I promise you!”


“God, Urban. A minute ago, I thought you were
disgusting. Now, you’ve managed to lower my opinion of you, by another notch! I
wouldn’t have thought it was possible.”


Unrepentant, Urban shrugged. “When you do decide to
climb down from that lonely pedestal of yours and join the rest of us mere
imperfect mortals,” he predicted, cynically, “you’ll see that I’m right.
Meanwhile,” he added, with withering sarcasm, “I hope you and that precious
cherry of yours will be very happy together. Maybe you’d better can that cherry
of yours, so you can keep it on a shelf for safekeeping.”


“Fuck you!”


“Maybe I ought to do just that. Fuck you, I
mean. I’d probably be doing you a favor, dude. Then at least you wouldn’t be so
tight-assed!”


“Don’t even joke about such things. Please! Urban, you
won’t tell anybody, will you?” Bob pleaded. “I mean, you won’t repeat what I
told you to anybody?”


Urban was indignant. “What you think I am—some sort of
a dirty snitch? Of course I won’t tell anybody, buddy. Cross my crotch and hope
to become impotent!” he joked. “Your secret is safe with me.”


Bob fervently hoped it was. And he was fairly certain
he could trust Urban. Urban had his faults, but he was a loyal friend.


On Friday night, Bob showered and changed his clothes.
Then he got behind the wheel of his car.


Urban, of course, had a date, so Bob couldn’t hang out
with him. He was on his own.


Ordinarily, on a Friday or Saturday night, he’d go to
one of a couple of bars or pizza parlors near the university’s campus, which
were patronized by the college crowd. Tonight, though, he felt restless. Some
instinct told him that he needed a break in his usual routine, a change of
pace.


He started the car and drove through several
neighborhoods, until he finally crossed the Liberty Bridge, into Pest. [Translator’s
note: Budapest is in fact two cities, Buda and Pest, separated by the Danube
River. The Liberty Bridge is one of several bridges which span the river and connect
the two cities.]


He wasn’t sure where the hell he was going. Still, the
mere fact of doing something different was refreshing.


Before he knew it, he found himself in District IX, or
Nine, of the city, called the Ferencváros neighborhood. Bob drove along the
area’s commercial streets, still without specific destination in mind.


The blinking neon sign of an establishment called A
Csillagfény Szoba [The Starlight Room] flashed ahead of him
on one side of the street. It seemed to be beckoning to him. Bob steered his
battered old sedan into the bar’s parking lot and pulled into one of the spaces
next to the building.


A drink was just what he needed, he told himself. He’d
only have one, though, and then he’d head home. He could always treat himself
to another one of his nightly jerkoff sessions, before he fell asleep.


He entered the bar. The place was a typical unpretentious
suburban drinking hole—typical of a previous generation, that is. Neither the
décor nor the fixtures looked as though they’d been changed in decades. The
walls were covered with cheap, flimsy imitative wood grain paneling. Dusty
venetian blinds, half closed, didn’t succeed in hiding the dirty windows. Advertisements
for beer, in generic metal frames, hung on the walls. The lights were kept low,
no doubt to try to conceal the shabby ambience.


“What’ll it be, sport?” the brawny bartender asked,
above the tinny sound of the jukebox. He looked as though he could double as
the bouncer, should the need to evict a troublesome customer arise.


“Beer,” Bob told him. “Give me a Dreher Köbanyai
Világos.” [Translator’s note: a pilsener-style lager.]


“I’ll have to see some ID.”


“I’m over eighteen,” Bob protested. [Translator’s
note: i.e., over the legal drinking age in Hungary.]


“Prove it.”


Bob handed over not only his driver’s license but his
university ID, which the bartender scrutinized, determining that they weren’t
fake before he gave them back to Bob.


“You’re a big guy,” the bartender explained. “Could be
big for your age, for all I knew.”


“No problem.”


Bob seated himself on one of the worn leather stools
at the bar and sipped his beer straight from the bottle. He forced himself to
assume a nonchalant expression, despite his awareness of curious eyes staring
at him. He was definitely the youngest customer in the place, and although it
wasn’t exactly a dressy crowd, his casual attire made him stand out even more.


This wasn’t his idea of a hangout at all. The place
was dingy and depressing, and he felt uncomfortable. Calling this dump The
Starlight Room was a stretch. A Teljes Napogatkozas [The Total
Eclipse], or A Fekete Lyuk [The Black Hole], would be more
like it! Bob was tempted to suck down his beer quickly, and leave.


He had almost finished his beer when he saw a woman
walk in. Bob caught sight of her in the mirror behind the bar.


There wasn’t anything subtle about her appearance or
her manner. She strutted across the barroom as though she owned the place. Bob
was familiar with the word floozy, which he’d heard in old movies, and
had even seen in print. The term had always struck him as old-fashioned, indeed
archaic. But this dame was a floozy, if there ever was one.


She wasn’t young. Her heavy makeup conspired with the
dim lighting inside The Starlight Room to conceal her true age; but Bob was
sure she was old enough to be his mother—if not his grandmother! Her hair, an
unnatural shade of golden blonde, was worn in a pageboy style. She was
full-figured. Her well-cushioned hips and behind, and her voluptuous breasts,
were encased in a tight-fitting black sheath dress. She walked expertly on high
heeled black shoes.


She was carrying a discreet little clutch purse in
black alligator leather. She wore a lot of flashy jewelry—earrings, a choker
necklace, bracelets, and rings. That “little black dress” she was poured into
had a plunging open neckline, revealing her deep cleavage. A sparkling diamond
clip, strategically positioned at the bottom point of the V-shape of the
neckline, seemed to be holding the dress together in front—barely. Bob couldn’t
help speculating about what might happen if that clip were to give way. He
suspected that her full breasts would pop that dress wide open. 


But, reminding himself that it was impolite to stare,
he turned his attention back to his beer.


“What’ll you have, Dorottya?” the bartender asked the
woman. “The usual?”


“Hell, yes. Make it a double. And keep them coming.”


She had slid her rounded bottom onto a stool, a few
spaces down from Bob’s. Bob couldn’t help taking advantage of the mirror to
check her out. It was impossible to ignore those big breasts which kept
threatening to pop out of the top of her dress, straining the seams of the
tight, glossy fabric with every breath the woman took. She was making short
work of the drink the bartender had given her. As she raised the glass to her
heavily rouged lips and drained it, her eyes met Bob’s the mirror, and she
smiled invitingly.


Flustered, he looked away, reminding himself to mind
his own business.


She was talking to the bartender, in a low voice this
time, so he couldn’t catch the words. She had a soft, pleasant voice, Bob
decided. He’d expected her to sound coarse, which would have suited these
surroundings. 


The bartender startled Bob by placing a second, opened
bottle of beer in front of him.


“I didn’t order this,” Bob protested.


“You didn’t have to, stud.” The bartender leaned
toward Bob and lowered his voice to a knowing, conspiratorial whisper. “It’s
been paid for.”


“By whom?”


“Dorottya.” The bartender made a discreet gesture
toward the end of the bar, where the lady in black sat. “She’s a regular. And
you’re just her type. She likes them young and macho.”


Flustered, Bob said, “I’m used to buying my own
drinks. I really can’t accept this.”


The bartender arched one eyebrow. “You’re putting me
on, aren’t you, kid?”


“No. I mean … I don’t know. I don’t know what I should
do.”


“Accept the drink, go thank the lady, and let her take
it from there,” the bartender advised. “Jesus! Do I have to draw you a picture,
son?”


Feeling the warmth of an incipient blush heating his
cheeks, Bob picked up the beer bottle, got off his stool, and moved down the
bar toward where the woman in the black dress sat.


“Hello,” he told her, awkwardly.


She was all smiles. “Why, hi there, yourself,
handsome. Aren’t you a bright spot, in this dingy old dump!” 


“Thank you for the beer.”


“You’re welcome. I haven’t seen you in here before.”


“It’s my first time.”


“I thought so. You see, I’m sort of the welcome wagon,
around here. It’s my job to make you newcomers feel right at home.”


“That’s very nice of you.”


“You have nice manners, yourself. I like that in a
man. And it’s unusual to find, in a young guy your age.”


“Well, I was raised right,” Bob said. He was beginning
to feel more at ease.


“I’m sure you were. I’m Dorottya, by the way.”


“Yeah, the bartender told me. I’m Bob.”


“Glad to meet you, Bob. I bet you go to school somewhere
in the city?”


“You’d win that bet.”


“And you look so athletic … as though you play
sports.”


“I’m on the soccer team. I’m one of its stars,” Bob
bragged, shamelessly. “See? You’d win that bet, too. And of course I lift
weights. I’m into physical culture—you know?”


“Oh, I know all about that,” Dorottya said,
salaciously. “You’re quite a healthy-looking, strapping young man, aren’t you?
You must be very physically fit. Exceptionally so, I’d guess. Oh, I do like to
see that in a young man.” She had already polished off her second drink. “How
about another round?” she asked, opening her purse.


“Two is really my limit,” he said. “But I really ought
to buy you your next one, to pay you back.”


“Aren’t you a gentleman?” she purred.


“And then I really have to get going.”


“Why? Do you have a curfew … or a set bedtime?” she
asked, in an amused tone of voice.


“Something like that.”


Dorottya laughed, in a slightly bawdy way. “Well, we
mustn’t keep you up too late,” she teased Bob. “Do you have a car, Bob?”


“Sure. It’s parked right outside.”


“If you really have to go soon—maybe you’d be willing
to give a girl a ride home. It’s not far from here.”


“I’d be glad to.”


“And if you’re not in too much of a hurry to
get home, yourself,” she added, “maybe I can talk you into coming in for a
nightcap. I’ve got plenty of booze at my place.”


He almost asked her why, if her home was so well
stocked, she did her drinking in a bar; but he knew the question might be
considered impolite.


He helped her off her stool and led her toward the
door. There was a knowing smirk on the bartender’s face when he bade them
goodnight, as though he was in on some secret.


He thinks I let her pick me up, Bob
realized. Well—I guess she has, in a way! But it doesn’t mean anything. All
I’m doing is giving her a ride.


“Turn here,” Dorottya said, suddenly, after Bob had
driven a few blocks. “We’re almost there.”


“Oh, you live this close to the bar?” he remarked, as
he made the turn.


“Yeah. It’s a convenience. But don’t worry. Like I
said, I’ve got plenty of liquor at home. I just hate to drink alone, that’s
all. Let’s face it—most things aren’t much fun to do alone.”


“I guess we can agree on that.”


She directed him to a two-story apartment building.
The exterior was composed of cement block, and it was unprepossessing. Each
apartment appeared to have large sliding glass windows, looking out onto the
parking lot on the ground floor, opening onto narrow balconies on the second
story. Bob pulled into a parking space.


Dorottya lived upstairs.


Her apartment was immaculately clean, but her taste in
décor struck him as peculiar. The basic styles, he supposed, were French
Provincial and English Country, mixed indiscriminately together. Gilt, marble,
and flowered chintz were everywhere, as were porcelain figurines and other knick-knacks.
The walls were papered, also in a floral pattern, and hung with reproductions
of famous French Impressionist paintings in ornate, oversized frames.


“This is a nice apartment,” he felt obligated to say.


“It ought to be. My ex is paying for it. I’ve been
married and divorced three times, and when it came time to negotiate the
divorce settlements, I took every one of those bastards to the cleaners.”


“Oh, did you? Congratulations—I guess.”


“I found out long ago that an old man is good for
paying alimony … but a young guy is better for sex. A guy like you, in fact.”


“Like me?”


“Just like you, honey. You’re the manly type
that always turns me on.” 


“Am I?”


She leered at him. “There’s no need for you to be shy.
I’m not going to bite you, you know! Not unless you’re into that sort of thing.
Some guys are.”


Bob assumed she was joking. At least, he hoped so!


“Now, about that drink,” Dorottya said, in a
businesslike manner. “What’ll you have?”


“I’ll stick to beer, if you’ve got any. Please.”


“Coming right up. Do you want a glass?”


“No, thanks. Don’t bother. I’ll just drink it right
from the bottle.”


“Um, you are the masculine type, aren’t you?”
she purred.


“You bet I am,” he responded, with forced bravado.


“I intend to find out,” she called out. She’d gone
into the kitchen. A moment later, she returned. She handed Bob an open bottle
of beer. Her own drink, he noticed, was a generously-sized glass tumbler,
filled to the brim with a dark amber-colored liquid. He suspected it was
whiskey, and that she was taking it undiluted.


“Sit down,” she invited him.


Bob seated himself, a bit gingerly, on the sofa, which
had a carved fruitwood frame and particularly garish floral-patterned
upholstery. On the coffee table, a plump ceramic cherub held up a bowl
containing several pieces of wax fruit. Next to the cherub was an old-fashioned
smoking set, consisting of an ashtray, a lighter, and a box for cigarettes, all
made from heavy pink glass.


“Have a smoke if you want to,” Dorottya invited him.
“There’re cigarettes in that box.”


“I don’t smoke. I’m on the soccer team at school,
remember? My coach would kill me if I had a cigarette.”


Dorottya smiled. “I bet he wouldn’t be too thrilled if
he knew you were here with me, drinking, either.”


“No, he wouldn’t be,” Bob admitted. “But I’m not
perfect. I have to break some of the rules, some of the time.”


“Yes, you have to have some fun.”


He’d taken only a few sips of his beer, but he saw
that she’d already drained her glass. She set it down on the coffee table—and
she moved to join him on the sofa. One of her carefully manicured hands, with
its bright red fingernail polish, reached up and tousled his hair.


“You’re cute,” she said. 


Nervously, he grinned at her.


This seemed to be all the encouragement Dorottya
needed. She pulled him into her arms and ground her mouth down fiercely against
his. Her lips parted eagerly, wetly, and she sucked his tongue deeply into her
mouth. Afraid he might spill his beer, Bob managed to set the bottle down
safely on the coffee table, beside the cherub.


“Oh, you are sweet,” Dorottya murmured,
breathily, after finally breaking the long, open-mouthed kiss. “How about
another drink, honey?” she asked. “Don’t you think we ought to get to know each
other a little better?”


“We are going to get to know each other,” Bob
gasped. “You can count on that!”


He kissed her again, taking the initiative this time.
As he did so, he slid his hand up her side to the fullness of one breast. His
fingertips gave it an exploratory squeeze, and he felt a little shudder pass
through her body.


She certainly wasn’t doing anything to discourage his
advances, and he interpreted her acquiescence, correctly, as permission to
proceed.


He pushed his hand around to her back, where he
plunged his fingers downward and squeezed her buttocks. He closed his eyes and
breathed in sharply, inhaling her strong, musky perfume, trying to work himself
into the mood. His hand explored the softness of her thighs. She didn’t object,
or offer him any resistance. On the contrary, she encouraged him.


“That’s right,” she whispered. “Feel me up, lover. Oh,
I like it when you touch me like that.”


She’s going to know I haven’t done it
before, he thought, anxiously. She’s going to be able
to tell, somehow.


Determined to hide that fact from Dorottya, Bob
touched her more aggressively. As he fondled her, using both of his hands to
explore the contours of her body through her dress, she let out a low,
prolonged, sensual moan of contentment. The sound told him that she liked to be
touched … to be caressed … to be made love to by a man.


But he wasn’t a man, not yet. He was still an
inexperienced boy.


Dorottya, however, took decisive action, to rectify
that.


Grasping him firmly by the hand, she led, or rather
pulled him, into the bedroom.


There, she turned on a small lamp on a dressing table.
The low-wattage bulb shone through a pleated pink silk shade. It provided very
little illumination. Bob could see, however, that the bedroom was as frilly and
fussy as the living room. The bed, an ornate affair with the inevitable carved
and gilded wood frame, looked like something an eighteenth-century courtesan
might use in which to entertain her clients. 


“Let’s get these clothes off,” Dorottya whispered.


She reached behind herself for the zipper of her
dress, pulled it down toward her waist, and slid out of the garment, which she
tossed over the back of the dressing table’s chair. Bob kept his eyes glued to
her body, trying to make out its details in the shadows.


He couldn’t believe this was happening. A woman was
undressing in front of him. And she was doing so in preparation for having sex
with him. He was about to get laid. At last!


Dorottya took off her shoes and stockings, and she
stood in front of him clad only in a lacy black brassiere and matching panties.
Despite the amount of alcohol she’d consumed, her movements were quick and
efficient as she reached behind herself to undo the clasp of her brassiere.


Her bared breasts looked huge to Bob … two large,
round, pale mounds of smooth flesh, with deep brown circles at their tips.


“Not bad, huh?” she said, fingering her own flesh,
proudly. “You can touch them, if you want to. They’re all yours, honey. Come
and get it.”


Bob pointed to her panties. “Take those off, first,”
he gasped. “I want to see you naked!”


“Sure thing, lover. Whatever you want.” She hooked her
thumbs under the elastic waistband of the panties and guided the undergarment
down over her hips. “Do you like what you see?”


“Yeah,” he said, barely audibly, so short was he of
breath.


“Now it’s your turn,” she insisted. “Let me see what
you’ve got, baby. Let me see everything you’ve got!”


With fumbling fingers, Bob began to strip. As an
athlete, he wasn’t particularly modest, or uncomfortable with nudity. He was
accustomed to being naked around the other guys, in the locker room and in the
showers. But this situation was different. There was an erotic charge to it. He
had a hard-on, and he was so stiff, in fact, that he had difficulty
freeing himself from his boxer shorts.


When he was naked, Dorottya, staring at him in the
gloom, let out a little moan.


“Oh, you’re big and hard—all over—aren’t you?” she
whispered. “I like my men to be big and hard. Don’t move,” she added,
excitedly. “Just stay there for a minute, like you are. I want to—!”


She broke off, not specifying exactly what she wanted.
But she didn’t leave Bob guessing for long. She fell to her knees on the
carpeted floor in front of him, and she took his cock in her hand. Quickly,
expertly, she guided it to her mouth. Her rouged lips opened wide, as though
she was yawning—and then Bob tensed and shuddered as she engulfed his rigid
penis with her mouth.


“Oh, fuck!” he exclaimed, in disbelief.


Her mouth was warm and wet, and it seemed to mold
itself around the contours of his erection, creating a firm, airtight fit.
Simply having her mouth on his prick felt incredibly, indescribably good. Bob
was afraid he was going to ejaculate right away. But then Dorottya began to move
her mouth on him, sliding those flexible, caressing lips of hers back and forth
around his bloated and hotly pulsating cockshaft. She was sucking him, he
realized, in shock. She was actually sucking his cock! So this was what
it felt like. Even better than jerking off!


“Blow me,” Bob gasped; but his outburst was redundant.
She was already doing just that; and, despite his inexperience, he knew she was
doing it extremely well. Being sucked by her like this felt as good, if not
better than, the most satisfying jerkoff session to which he’d ever treated himself.



He whimpered with disappointment when she abruptly
removed her lips from his dick. But once again she didn’t leave him in sexual
suspense.


She got up, and her dimpled buttocks and full breasts
jiggled as she crossed the room.


Dorottya got onto the bed. She slid over the mattress,
smoothed the sheet, and rolled onto her back.


“Come on, baby. I’m ready for you.” She stretched her
arms toward him.


Bob forced himself to climb on top of her and stretch
his body out at full length, rubbing slowly back and forth. He seemed to be
resting on a cushion of plush, yielding flesh, which massaged his hard-muscled
young body. Aggressively, Dorottya pulled him more tightly against her.


“Come on, honey,” she urged, shoving her hips up at
him, rocking her body restlessly back and forth. “Put it in me. Then let me
have it, good and hard. Let’s have ourselves a real ball. Show me what a stud
you are.” She reached for the nape of his neck and brought his mouth down onto
her nipple. “Use your tongue, baby doll,” she groaned. “Kiss me … kiss me all
over! My cunt … kiss my cunt!”


Bob stared into her pussy, which was the first one he
had seen close up, and it frightened him a little—but it excited him much more.
The edges of her slit were pink and wet between the rows of soft hairs that
lined each side of it. Dorottya wriggled forward on the bed and opened her
pussy even wider, displaying the dark red flesh tucked away inside the outer
lips. She took Bob’s head between her hands and shoved his face down between
her thighs.


“Lick me!” she cried, when he hesitated, unsure of
what he should do. “Find my hard little love bump and lick it. Then get your
tongue right in there, all the way up inside my hot, juicy pussy. Lick it and
suck it. Fuck it with your tongue!”


Bob got his tongue inside her, and he began to lick
her juiced-up cunt. He found the tip of her clit, protruding from its tiny
sheath of protective flesh. He tickled it with his tongue. It was an experiment
on his part; he was operating by sheer instinct. But the results were dramatic.
Dorottya’s body shook wildly. She tossed her head from side to side. She kicked
her legs high in the air. All the while, she held the boy’s head trapped
between her thighs and his mouth glued to her cunt.


“Suck me!” she screamed.


He did his best to please her, kissing and licking her
genitals. Now that he knew how responsive her clit was, he paid special
attention to that little blade of flesh, teasing it with his lips and tongue.


She came, all but flying off the bed as the orgasm hit
her, and she knew that Bob must be getting a good, long taste of her freely
flowing juices. When she finally let him lift his head, he looked glassy-eyed,
his lips dripping with her fluids.


Breathing hard, but smiling contentedly, she asked,
“Did you like that?”


He, too, was fighting for breath as he wiped her honey
from his face.


“It was all right,” he mumbled.


She had to laugh. “Just all right? Is that all?”


“Well, when you sucked my cock—that felt great,” Bob
admitted, artlessly. “I really liked that.”


“I knew you would,” she boasted. “Most men do.’


“But I don’t know if I liked licking your pussy so
much. You just about smothered me, and it was all over so fast.”


“You’ll get used to it—and you’ll learn to like it,”
she predicted.


“Plus, I was expecting … I was sort of counting on …
that we’d have real sex. That we’d fuck,” he confessed, awkwardly.


She laughed. She slid against him and she pressed his
face against her breasts. Then she kissed him on the mouth, using her tongue to
probe its interior and tasting her own vaginal fluids there. He moaned against
her lips.


“I guess I mustn’t disappoint you,” she said, after
breaking the kiss. “You can fuck me if you want to, baby. Sure. Come to Mama,
she’ll take real good care of you, you pretty boy. But first—” She rolled over
on the bed, toward the nightstand. Sliding open the top drawer, she took out a
small cardboard box.


“We’d better use a rubber,” she suggested. “All of
those slutty coeds you’ve banged … we don’t know what some of them might
have picked up. It’s better to be safe than sorry.”


Bob bit his lip. He wanted to tell her that he’d never
banged anyone, including any coeds. That this would be his very first time.
But, dutifully, he put on the rubber. Now that Dorottya had brought up the
subject, he realized that he had no way of knowing what she might have
picked up, from the other guys she’d screwed.


“Use some of this, too,” Dorottya urged him, pressing
a tube of lubricant into his hand. “Not too much, though. I like to feel it
going in and out of me.”


“I guess I’m ready,” he said, laconically, after
applying the lube to his latex-sheathed hard-on. If he was experiencing a
moment of stage fright in general, it mercifully seemed to be having no effect
whatsoever on his penis, which was still fully and painfully erect. Whatever
misgivings he may have been harboring about his ability to perform to Dorottya’s
satisfaction, that part of his body was ready to take the plunge!


“Then do it. Fuck me!” she demanded.


He got into position, on top of her. He jabbed blindly
at her body with his cock, and he quickly realized that he needed to use his
hand to guide himself to the right spot.


Bob adjusted his cock, working her pussy lips apart
around its tip, and then he nudged himself between the slick labia, forcing
them wider open. When he shoved more forcefully, Dorottya’s cunt lips parted
wider yet, and she gasped in surprise—and in pain!


“Oh! You’re big,” she exclaimed. “You’re really
big!”


“Yeah, I guess I am,” was Bob’s naïve response. “You
like it, huh?”


She was about to tell him that, although she did
like it, maybe he’d better go slow and easy, and be careful when he penetrated
her. But before she could say the words, it was already too late. Bob pushed
harder, dilating her resisting cunt mouth. Dorottya let out a muffled squeal of
protest. The head of his ruthlessly penetrating prick slid inside her. Dorottya
sucked in her breath. This college boy was hung, all right. His cock bored ever
deeper into her vagina, inch by thick, inflexible inch, while she writhed and
groaned beneath the weight of his hard-muscled young body.


There was no turning back now. His lust was too insistent,
too demanding. It had to be satisfied. He was going to screw her!


Once he was all the way inside her, he didn’t
hesitate. He needed no further instructions. Sheer instinct took over. He
humped himself against her. He pushed his prick back and forth within the warm,
wet grip of her pussy. He fucked her, with all the strength his hard young body
possessed.


“Oh, lover!” Dorottya squealed. “Keep that big thing
going in and out of me. Fuck me! I love it … I love the way you feel, inside my
cunt! Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard. Give me everything you’ve got!”


“Yes, ma’am,” Bob gasped. “Whatever you say!” He
thrust into her pussy, more forcefully, feeling its muscles contract sharply
around his prickshaft.


“Ah!” she shrieked. “Just the way I like it! Oh, lover
boy, get that big hard ‘love muscle’ of yours deep in my cunt! Fuck me hard!”


“Sure,” the breathless, perspiring young bodybuilder
agreed. Anything to please a lady! Or a tramp!


“Ah, shit!” Dorottya squealed, abandoning any pretense
to being ladylike, and behaving and talking like the slut she was. “When I try
to grab hold of you, baby, you’re so muscular, so hard, I can barely dent you
with my fingers! What a body! And what a cock! Ooh, it’s every bit as hard as
the rest of you! Screw me! Uh, love me hard and hot, boy, make me feel every
inch of that stud cock of yours going into my cunt! Fuck my pussy, fuck
me rough!”


Oh, shit! Bob
exulted. I’m not a virgin, not any more, am I? I’m having sex. Real sex, not
just jacking off. I’m getting laid. I actually have my cock inside a woman’s
pussy. I’m actually fucking her. And it feels so good! Wait’ll Urban hears
about this. I can’t wait to tell him!











Chapter Four: Bodybuilder Seeks Same, for Advice


 


“You got raped by a cougar, huh?” Urban asked, when
Bob bragged to him about his sexual adventure,


“Rape, hell! This was all consensual, right down the
line. She did everything,” Bob bragged. “I’m telling you, that woman is
a total whore.”


Urban smirked. “That’s not a very nice way to talk
about the great love of your life.”


“Are you kidding? I’m not in love with Dorottya.
I just fucked her. It was just sex.”


“Listen to you! So … now that you’ve finally dipped
your wick, you’re a big man on campus all of a sudden. Is that it?”


“More or less,” Bob assured his friend, smugly.


“I guess I’m going to have to cancel the order,” Urban
said.


“Huh? What’re you talking about? What order?”


“I was going to get you one of those purity rings for
you to wear,” Urban said, facetiously. “You know, as a symbol of your nerdy
innocence. Now I’ll have to think of something else. Maybe I can hire you a
hooker, instead. That’d be more appropriate.”


Bob laughed. “No, thanks. Save your money. I can find
my own dates from now on. And I don’t plan on ever paying for sex.”


“Good for you, buddy. But take my word for it—whenever
you take a girl out on a date, you are paying for sex, for all practical
purposes. The trick is to make sure you get your money’s worth. Don’t waste
your time or money on some tight-assed, frigid bitch. I can always scrounge up
some likely prospects, if you ever want to go out on a double date with me. And
that way, if we get bored with the bitches, we can swap.”


“That sounds like fun. I think I’d like that.”


Urban gave his buddy a sidelong look. Now that Bob had
finally lost his cherry, he was no longer bothering to make any pretense about
not being gay, or at least bi-curious. Interesting!


Bob was pleased. Now that Dorottya had relieved him of
his unwanted and unlamented virginity, he no longer felt lacking. He and Urban
now had one more thing in common—namely, the fact that Bob was now also
sexually active. Admittedly, Bob would have some catching up to do, before he
could call himself anywhere near as experienced as his buddy. But he felt
closer to Urban than ever.


Bob was profoundly grateful to Dorottya. She’d invited
him to call him, any time. “Call,” of course, being shorthand for “Call me, and
then come over to my place and fuck me.” He knew that she’d be ready and
willing to have sex with him again, whenever he wanted, at a moment’s notice.
She liked sex. Bob suspected that he wasn’t the only young guy she’d
entertained in her bedroom. Far from it!


Still … for all the bravado he’d displayed while
narrating the experience to Urban, Bob felt a certain disappointment. He’d
gotten his rocks off with Dorottya—efficiently, thoroughly, and decisively. But
it had been a purely physical release. He wasn’t knocking that, or
underestimating its importance to him as a milestone in his life. But he had no
real feelings for Dorottya as a person. His deeper emotions hadn’t been
stirred.


Now Bob was curious about what sex would feel like
with … well, with somebody he really liked and cared about, to put it bluntly.
He was sure it would even more intense, and infinitely more satisfying.


Urban talked so casually, and indeed so flippantly,
about sex that Bob could never be sure when his friend was being serious, and
when he was just kidding, trying to yank Bob’s chain. But some of Urban’s
offhand remarks had stuck in Bob’s memory.


Urban had admitted to having had sex with other guys.
He’d talked about it as though it was no big deal.


What would that be like? Bob
couldn’t help speculating. With a guy like … wow, maybe like Adolar
Mezey?


He kept few secrets from Urban, but his candor did
have its limits. Bob hadn’t told his friend that often, when he masturbated,
his imagination conjured up fantasies about men, rather than women. He
visualized male bodies, athletic and muscular, tensing, flexing, and sweating …
and hard, hot cocks. He imagined guys doing things to each other … kissing, touching
each other’s naked bodies … playing with each other’s pricks. Sucking …
fucking—! 


A male mouth, going down on another guy’s cock. A male
ass, spread open and being penetrated by another man’s dick. The mental images,
as vague as they were, got Bob horribly excited.


Sometimes, after soccer practice or a game, in the
locker room and in the showers, he found himself getting excited by the other
naked young male bodies, all around him. He imagined himself indulging in
unrestrained, orgiastic behavior with Urban and his other teammates … and even
with the team’s coach! He was a virile guy in his mid-thirties, named Kolos
Kozma, and to Bob he was not only an older role model, a mentor, and a
surrogate father figure—he was a gay porn fantasy come to life, a ‘hot daddy
type,’ inspiring lustful imaginings in Bob’s all too susceptible head. Bob
suspected he wasn’t the only guy on the team who entertained such erotic
longings about Coach Kozma.


The coach made a point of showering with his team. It
was his way of demonstrating that, off the playing field, he was just one of
them—just another one of the guys. Bob liked standing under a showerhead,
soaking himself in hot, steamy water, and scrubbing himself with soap from head
to foot—with Coach Kozma, also nude, showering nearby. At such moments, Bob’s
imagination allowed itself full play.


He pictured himself not only standing next to the
coach, under adjacent showerheads, but reaching out to touch his wet naked
body. Embracing him. Doing things with him. Bob wasn’t sure exactly what
these “things” might entail, but he was certain he wanted to experience them.


Despite his naïveté, he did know that gay men
indulged in oral and anal intercourse together.


That was the most taboo fantasy of them all. Bob
thought about sucking the handsome coach’s cock … bending over and taking it up
his ass. Oh, Coach, he imagined himself saying. I get so hot,
thinking about you. I’ll do anything for you, anything you want! Fuck me,
Coach. Please fuck my ass. I want to be your boy! I want you to make love to
me. Show me, Coach. Teach me what it’s all about. Teach me what two guys can do
to each other, when it comes to sex!


Such thoughts were shameful, Bob had always thought.
But now he wasn’t so sure. Urban seemed to be awfully open-minded and easygoing
about the whole gay thing.


I really ought to talk to somebody about
this, Bob decided.


But not to Urban. Some instinct made Bob reluctant to
address this particular topic with his cynical friend.


And, Bob suddenly realized, he did have other
resources. There was at least one older guy whom Bob might feel comfortable
confiding in. It was a man Bob respected, liked, and—most important—trusted.
There was also the fact, by no means incidental, that Bob was attracted to the
guy.


He decided to try to see Adolar again. But he’d need
some excuse.


Bob remembered his idea about presenting Adolar with
some gift, to thank him for the interview. He ran this by Urban again.


“Maybe we can get him one of those sweatshirts they
sell at the campus bookstore, with the university’s name and logo printed on
it,” Bob suggested.


His buddy frowned. “Why would Mezey want to wear a
shirt from a school he never attended?”


“Well, they’re nice shirts … and a guy can never have
too many workout clothes.”


“Keep thinking,” Urban advised, dismissively. “You’ll
have to come up with something better than that.”


A bit annoyed by Urban’s lack of enthusiasm, Bob was
piqued. He decided to go through with his plan, and, furthermore, he’d leave
Urban out of it. Urban would miss out on his chance to meet the pro
bodybuilding star. That’s teach him to be such a smug, know-it-all asshole!


That very day, after he was done with his classes for
the day, Bob made the purchase. Then he headed for The Construction Site.


“Ah—is Mr. Mezey here?” he asked the burly young
number who was manning the front desk.


“Yeah, he’s in his office. Down the hall, that way.”


“Thanks.”


The guy hadn’t asked whether Bob had an appointment.
Apparently, Adolar kept himself accessible.


His office, Bob discovered, was adjacent to the men’s
locker room. Adolar thought of this space as his “real” office, and it was
where he spent most of his time at work.


It was a retreat of sorts. The furniture—desk, chairs,
bookcase, filing cabinets—was uniformly old and battered. And Adolar felt free
to keep this work space of his as untidy as he pleased—which meant it was quite
cluttered at the best of times. He had some favorite photos of himself, posing
with other bodybuilders, on the walls.


That afternoon, Adolar was seated behind his desk,
looking over some paperwork, when he heard a light knock on the closed door.


“If that’s a bill collector, there’s no one in here,”
he said, gruffly. “Otherwise, come in.”


The door opened, and Bob stepped in. Instantly, Adolar
was in a better mood.


“Oh, Bob,” he said. “It’s you. It’s great to
see you again! How’s it going?”


“Okay. Do you have a minute, Adolar?”


Adolar glanced at his wristwatch.


“I have an appointment in about an hour,” he replied.
“Until then, I’m all yours. You know I always have time for somebody like you,
Bob,” he added, with a warmth which perhaps betrayed more emotion than he
intended it to. “Come in.”


“Thanks. Can I close the door?”


“Of course. Now, sit down. This sounds serious. Is
it?”


“Well … I don’t know how serious it is, Adolar.
But it’s kind of important to me. First, though … here’s a little something,
just to thank you for giving me that interview. It’s gotten a lot of positive
feedback.”


Adolar opened the shopping bag which Bob handed him.
“Why, Bob! This is great. You shouldn’t have—but I’m glad you did,” he
confessed, smiling. “I love surprises. My size. And you know my tastes. I’m
always in my sweats, when I can get away with it. Thank you. Now … whatever it
is you’ve got on your mind. Spill it.”


Bob hesitated. “Well, my soccer coach, Coach
Kozma—he’s a great guy, I have a lot of respect for him. He’s always told us
guys on the team that if we ever have a problem, we can come to him. And what
we tell him won’t ever leave the room. Unless it’s something that’s against the
law, or a really serious infringement of school policy.”


“Good for him. So—have you confided in him?”


“Not about this, because there are some things I don’t
feel comfortable discussing, not even with him. But you, on the
other hand, Adolar—you’re a man of the world.”


“Well, I’ve been called worst things,” Adolar joked,
in an attempt to lighten the mood and keep his visitor at ease. “Now, relax, if
you can. This can’t be all that dire, can it? Tell me what’s bothering you, and
we’ll put our heads together and find some way to deal with it, the two of us.
You can count on me.”


Bob took a deep breath. “Okay. The first thing I want
to know is … is what they say true? That having sex can take the edge off a
guy’s game? You know, can it effect his athletic performance?”


Adolar fought to maintain a straight face. Bob had taken
him by surprise. Adolar hadn’t known exactly what his attractive young admirer
wanted to confide in him about, although he’d suspected it might have something
to do with sex. But he certainly hadn’t been prepared for this!


“That’s a myth, Bob. But I do know what you’re
referring to. Some coaches, especially on pro teams, do try to enforce policies
like that, to help keep their players in line. And you know they always have their
own set of rules which they’d like their guys to follow. Smoking, excessive
drinking, too much junk food, late nights and not enough sleep—all those things
can hurt your playing.”


“What about sex? Can that be bad for a weightlifter? A
bodybuilder?


“Too much sex, like too much of anything—I suppose
that could have an adverse effect on any athlete.” But, even as he said that, Adolar
felt like a hypocrite. Personally, he’d never experienced too much sex
in his life. He wasn’t even sure that such a thing as too much sex was
possible, except in theory! “On the other hand,” he went on, smoothly. “An
argument could be made for the exact opposite. Namely, if a man has a
satisfactory sex life, that might keep him relaxed, and able to focus his
attention on other things. Such as sports.” Adolar paused, waiting for Bob to
say something. When the boy remained silent, he prompted him. “Are you
having sex, Bob?”


“Yeah.” Mumbling the monosyllable, Bob actually
blushed a little. Adolar found this endearing.


“Are we talking about masturbation?”


“No, not really. Everybody masturbates—don’t
they, Adolar?”


Evidently Bob wasn’t quite as innocent as Adolar had
assumed he was. “Yes,” Adolar replied.


“Do you ever jerk off?”


Now it was Adolar’s turn to be a bit flustered, at the
directness of the question. He decided Bob deserved an honest answer.


“Occasionally,” he replied. “I’m married, remember? My
wife takes care of most of my needs. But even I … sometimes I enjoy
masturbating. Either alone … or in front of a sex partner.”


“In front of a sex partner?” Bob echoed him. “You
mean—you jerk off in front of your wife?” He looked and sounded
incredulous.


“In front of her, among—” Adolar almost blurted out, among
others; but he checked himself in time. “And it’s not as though she—” He
was about to say, it’s not as though she doesn’t like to play with
herself in front of me, to tease me and to turn me on! But, once again, he
realized that this might be more information than Bob really needed to know.
“You see, Bob,” he finally declared. “Masturbation—including what’s called
‘mutual masturbation’—can be a form of foreplay. Or an alternative to other sex
acts. Come now, Bob,” Adolar went on, briskly. “This is me you’re talking to.
I’d like to think I’m your friend. You know you can tell me anything. What’s really
bothering you?”


Haltingly, Bob told Adolar about his conversations
with Urban, and his encounter with Dorottya. There were times when
embarrassment rendered him tongue-tied for a moment; and then Adolar had to prompt
him, encouraging him to go on with his story. With questions, Adolar probed,
gently and discreetly, getting Bob to provide him with all the details of his
first sexual experience. Adolar couldn’t help himself. He found the strapping
young lad’s narrative extremely stimulating. But, of course, he couldn’t let Bob
suspect as much!


Instead, Adolar forced himself to stay firmly within
his role of mentor, advisor, and friend. At least for the time being!


So … some slut got her claws into him!
Adolar thought. Well, with any luck, my chance will come. And soon, I
hope!


“Well, Bob, I have to tell you, I’m kind of
disappointed,” Adolar said, humorously. “I was expecting some truly sordid
revelation. But nothing you’ve told me is all that shocking. It isn’t even
particularly unusual. There’s a long-standing tradition of older women
initiating younger men into the mysteries of sex.” And of older men doing
the same, he thought—with a flicker of envy and resentment directed toward
this woman, Dorottya, whoever she was. The slut had gotten to Bob first. She’d
beaten Adolar to it! Adolar hated her. He wanted to kill her! “And in this
case,” he forced himself to continue, “no real harm seems to have done. You
lost your cherry,” he added, a bit crudely. “Do you regret it?”


“Hell, no,” Bob insisted. “It’s just that—”


“What?”


“I got my rocks off, for sure. That part of it—the
physical part, you know, coming?”


“Oh, I know,” Adolar said, drily. “I may be a little
older than you, but I still know exactly what you’re talking about.”


“That part of it was exciting. I can’t deny it.
But otherwise … the whole thing was … well, it was really kind of
disappointing. A let down.”


“I’ll let you in on a big secret, Bob. The very first
time anybody has sex—it’s usually disappointing. It doesn’t seem quite
like what it’s cracked up to be. Afterward, of course—when you gain more
experience, with other partners—then, trust me, things will start to look up.”


“I hope so,” Bob said, fervently. “You see, Dorottya
is a really nice lady, and she sure seems to like sex. But she’s kind of old
and frumpy. And I think she’s promiscuous. You know, she drinks a lot, and when
she does, she picks up guys and fucks them. I don’t think she’s all that
choosey. Is that an unkind thing for me to say about her?”


“No. Your assessment of her seems accurate enough. She
served her purpose. But you can do better. A lot better, Bob.” Adolar
realized that this was a cold thing for him to say; but from his
perspective, it was no more than the truth. A hot young guy like Bob could
do a lot better. He could be having sex with Adolar, for one thing!


“I could do better? What makes you say that?” Bob
asked.


“You’ve got so much to offer—that’s all.”


“You aren’t just saying that, are you? To make me feel
better, I mean. Do you really mean it?”


“Of course I mean it. Listen, Bob. Frankly, I meet a
lot of people who want to befriend me. Sometimes they’re sincere. Other times,
they have ulterior motives—they just want to associate with a minor celebrity,
hoping some of the so-called glamor and prestige will rub off on them. When I
spot such a phony, I tend to be a bit standoffish, to discourage him. It’s
usually a guy,” Adolar added, with a smile. “But you’re not just another
starstruck fan. You’re very special to me. I think you’re one of the nicest men
I’ve met in some time.”


Even as he blurted out that admission, Adolar told
himself, Cool it, you idiot! Don’t say too much. Don’t let this kid know how
you really feel about him … how hot you are for him! Be careful. Take it slow.


But Bob seemed to be delighted. “Is that true? No
kidding?”


“It’s true, Bob. No kidding.”


“I’m glad.”


“Are you?”


“Sure. You’re special, too. For such a famous guy,
you’re very easygoing. That’s why I feel comfortable talking to you like this.
And there’s one other thing that’s been bothering me—”


“Yes?”


Bob hesitated. “You see, there’s this friend of mine.
We were talking about sex, and he told me he’s fooled around with other guys, a
few times. He told me he’s even let a couple of the faculty members at the
university suck his cock.”


“Really?”


“Yeah, really. No kidding, Adolar. I was pretty
grossed out when he said that to me.”


“This friend of yours. Does he have a name?”


“Urban. I’ve mentioned him to you.”


“Oh, yeah. I remember. Sorry, my mind wandered for a
moment there.” Onto the topic of sex—with you! “I don’t want to
shock you, Bob, but such things do go on. Of course, it’s wrong … it’s totally
out of line for a faculty member to have any kind of an intimate relationship
with a student. It’s be like me using my gym as a cruising ground—you now,
trying to pick up the members whom I find attractive.” Adolar was surprised by
how glibly the words emerged from his mouth. He felt like a total hypocrite,
although he experienced no sense of shame.


“Is that—hooking up with the guys who train
here—forbidden? I mean … can’t there any be any exceptions?”


Adolar was dumbfounded. Bob looked almost
disappointed!


“Well … we’re all only human, after all. That’s why
it’s called ‘consensual sex,’ after all.”


“Can a guy have feelings for another guy that are kind
of, you know, sexual … without necessarily being gay, himself?” Bob wanted to
know.


“Wow. That’s a whole other issue, Bob, and a rather
complicated one. I don’t want to give you a quick, superficial answer. But such
feelings are perfectly natural, Bob. Everybody has them, at one time or
another.”


“Do you, Adolar? Shit! I guess that’s a dumb
question. You’re bisexual, after all.”


“Ah … yes, I am. So you see, same-sex attraction,
same-sex relationships—they’re perfectly natural, just like I said.” Adolar
consulted his wristwatch again. “Damn! It’s almost time for me to go to my
appointment. I wish we could talk about this some more, Bob.”


“I wish we could too.”


An idea occurred to Adolar. “Maybe we can, soon. My
wife’s going out of town this weekend. She’s visiting her relatives, and I’m
not going with her on this trip. You see, Bob, my in-laws and I have what you
might describe as a ‘love-hate’ relationship. With the emphasis on the dislike!
So I’ll be left all on my own this weekend. How’d you like to come to my place
for dinner, on Friday or Saturday night? That would give us a chance to sit
down and talk, man to man, all we want.”


“I’d really like that,” Bob said, impulsively. “Can we
do it on Friday night?”


“Of course. I’ll cook for us. Nothing fancy, just
good, simple food and plenty of it. You bring your appetite. And it’ll just be
us two guys, remember, so we’ll keep it casual. Don’t dress up, come as you
are. Would you like to come over around eight?”


“Sure.” 


“Here, I’ll write down the address for you. See you
then. And thanks again for the sweatshirt.”


“Thank you, Adolar!” Bob exclaimed, with
fervor. “For everything!”


Adolar fought back a smirk. You just wait, you sexy
little muscle pup. You may soon have a lot more to be grateful for, if I have
any say about it!


Confused about the whole gay sex thing,
are you? Well, I’ll be happy to take care of that problem for you, and set your
mind at ease!


Adolar kept nothing from his wife. He told Vanessza
that he’d invited Bob over for dinner on Friday evening, when she’d be gone for
the weekend.


Her first reaction, in typical feminine fashion, was
concern that the house wouldn’t look tidy for her husband’s guest. “I can
straighten things up a bit, before I leave,” she suggested.


“Don’t you dare,” Adolar said. “Bob is a college
student, for Christ’s sake. Imagine what his place must look like.
I’m sure he isn’t fussy about such things.”


“I don’t want him to get the wrong impression—that’s
all.”


Adolar leered at her. “Oh, trust me. Given half a
chance, I’m going to make sure that he gets exactly the right
impression!”


“You’d better not make your intentions too
obvious,” his wife advised. “You might scare the poor kid off.”


“I’ll take it slow,” Adolar promised. “Step by step.”


“You pig. You’re going to do everything in your power
to have sex with that boy, aren’t you, short of drugging and raping him? And
you’re going to do it in our bed.”


“That’s the plan,” Adolar admitted, with a complete
lack of shame.


“Well, I am going to make up the bed with clean
sheets and pillowcases, then, before I leave. I don’t want Bob to think we’re
running a whorehouse, here. I want him to know that we do have standards. They
may be damn low, but we do have them!”


On Friday afternoon, Adolar drove his wife to the train
station.


“Have fun with Bob tonight, darling,” Vanessza said.


“I plan to.”


“You really are a complete man whore, aren’t
you? You don’t even have the decency to pretend that you’re not looking forward
to it, and that you can’t wait to get rid of me. Well, don’t do anything I
wouldn’t do. More importantly—don’t do anything that’s likely to end up with
you being charged with statutory rape. Bob is over the age of consent,
isn’t he?”


“Of course he is. And I don’t like them too
young. That’s like going fishing—the small ones, you just take them off the
hook and toss them back into the water. You didn’t marry a fool, you
know.”


“No, I just married a total sex addict—that’s all.”


“I love you, too, Vanessza.”


“And I love you, you asshole. If you’re going to
misbehave the whole time I’m gone, at least have the decency to do it in
private, behind closed doors.”


“I will. And you, have a safe trip. Give my love to
your folks.”


“Ha! As though they don’t know how you feel about
them. I can already hear the lectures they’re going to give me, again,
about how I threw myself away on you.”


“And I am so grateful that you did that.”


They kissed each other goodbye, and Vanessza got on
board the train for Szeged. [Translator’s note: Szeged is a city in southern
Hungary, about three hours and twenty minutes from Budapest by rail.]
They truly did love each other. They were husband and wife, but they were also
best friends. They understood each other. In some strange way, the fact that
they harbored no illusions about each other only made their relationship
stronger.











Chapter Five: Mentoring the Muscle Pup


 


After he saw Vanessza off at the train station, Adolar
returned home. There, his preparations for his guest were minimal. He’d told Bob
that theirs would be a casual evening together, and he intended to live up to
that. Adolar set the kitchen table—he’d decided that it would be more intimate
if he and Bob ate there, rather than in the dining room—and then he got dinner
started.


In the master bedroom, he stripped naked and went into
the bathroom. Inspecting his reflection in the mirror above the sink, he
decided against shaving. A hint of weekend beard stubble made him look sexy, he
thought. And he definitely wanted to look sexy, tonight. He did take a long hot
shower, shampooing his hair and giving himself a thorough scrub from head to
foot, paying special attention to his armpits, his crotch, his genitals, and
his ass. He was, he knew, getting himself squeaky clean in anticipation of
having sex, later on in the evening. He only hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed!


Inside his head, he was already running through
various scenarios, debating the best way to seduce Bob. He could be sly and
indirect, feeling out the lad, taking his time. Or he could be blunt, making
his move right away. Or he could play the role of the sympathetic, more
experienced older guy, who was taking a youngster under his wing and mentoring
him.


One thing was obvious. As Vanessza had warned him, he
mustn’t come on too strong. That might indeed scare the boy off. 


Stepping out of the shower, amidst clouds of steam, Adolar
dried himself with a towel, combed his wet hair, and scented himself with a
light, discreet application of a citrus-flavored cologne. The scent, he
decided, was suitably masculine—not too faggy.


He pulled on a pair of old, faded, well-worn jeans,
without underwear, and the sweatshirt which Bob had given him. Then, barefoot,
he went back downstairs and into the kitchen to monitor the progress of what
was cooking on the stovetop.


Everything was going well. Adolar and Vanessza always
kept plenty of beer, wine, and liquor on hand. They usually bought their wine at
the liquor store by the crate, because it was cheaper that way. Adolar opened a
bottle of a good red table wine from the Csongrád region of Hungary and poured
himself a glass. Carrying it into the living room and sipping from it, he
surveyed the room. 


He decided that a more intimate, seductive ambience
was needed. He turned all the electric lights either off or down low, and he lit
a few thick pillar candles in glass holders, which he set out at various places
about the room. Then he put fresh logs in the fireplace and lit it. Spring was
rather late in coming to Hungary, this year; the nights could still be chilly. The
fire soon blazed up, bright and hot, sending welcome warm air out into the
room.


The final step consisted of turning on his stereo
system, and loading a favorite soft jazz CD into the player.


“Perfect,” Adolar told himself, as he drank more of
his wine. The man cave was ready to receive its visitor.


God, he felt horny! He was aroused in that tense,
nagging way which he associated with acute sexual frustration, and which made
him feel willing to take risks—to do anything, provided there was any chance it
might result in his getting laid. He could almost feel the sperm pressure
building up in his loins, in his balls—making the piss slit in the glans of his
prick fairly drool with his need to unload. It was a terrible thing, to be at
the mercy of his biology like this.


Recklessly, he gulped down more wine, to give himself
Dutch courage. He was beginning to get a pleasurable buzz.


At a quarter to eight, the doorbell chimed. It was Bob,
all right. He was not only prompt—in his eagerness to spend the evening with Adolar,
he had arrived a little early.


Like his host, he had dressed down for this informal
occasion. He wore jeans, a tight-fitting gray T-shirt which displayed his
muscular shoulders, heavy chest, and big arms to their full advantage, and
running shoes without socks.


“Hi, Adolar,” Bob said, a bit breathlessly.


“Hi there, yourself. Come right on in.”


“Did Mrs. Mezey get away, all right?”


“Oh, yes. She’s in Szeged, by now.” Adolar was tempted
to add, She always gets off, if I have anything to say about it! And
so will you, my boy—I can promise you that! But he restrained himself. “You’ve
never met my wife, have you?”


“No, sir.”


“I’ll have to rectify that omission, once she gets
home from this trip. But tonight—for now—it’s just the two of us here, as I
said it would be. I’m having some wine,” Adolar pointed out. “Want a glass?”


“Yes, please. No, wait. I thought you were like Coach
Kozma, and you didn’t approve of us guys on the team drinking?”


“What I don’t approve of, Bob, is guys your age
going out and getting shit-faced drunk every weekend,” Adolar said. “That’s a
bad habit to get into. And not good for your physique. This is different. A
little wine before dinner can’t hurt you. It’s good for the digestion, in fact.
And this is a special occasion. The first time you’ve been to my home. The
first time you and I will have some real time to spend together, just the two
of us, without any distractions. I’ve been so looking forward to this—” He was
saying too much, Adolar realized. He told himself to shut up, to play it cool.


But his blood, fueled by his intake of alcohol, was
heated—almost boiling!


Bob was still feeling a bit awed, at the mere fact of
being alone in Adolar’s presence. “Then I will have a glass,” he
mumbled. “Thank you.”


“Excellent. Here you go. Is it warm enough for you in
here? Let me throw a couple of fresh logs on the fire,” Adolar said. “Oh, and
I’ll sprinkle some of these granulated chemicals onto it, too. They make the
flames turn different colors—and they smell nice. I find the whole concept kind
of pissy, myself; but you’re a guest, so it’s all in your honor.”


“And I do feel honored,” Bob assured the older
man. “I see you’re wearing your new shirt.”


“I really do like it. It’s very soft and comfortable.
Really too nice to wear while working out—which, as you know, takes its toll on
your gym clothes. Speaking of fashion choices, I’d better go put some shoes
on.”


“Don’t bother, not on my account. It’s your apartment.
Be comfortable.”


“And I did say I want this to be an informal
evening. Take yours off, if you want to.”


“Maybe I will.” Bob kicked off his own shoes.


That’s right, Adolar
thought, excited by even this token gesture toward undressing. Get him
relaxed, get him drunk, get his clothes off—and then have your way with him!
Inside his jeans, he was developing a boner of uncomfortable dimensions. He
hoped Bob didn’t notice—or he hoped his guest would notice, since that
might put some ideas into his head!


“I’m going to go check on dinner. Sit down, Bob. Drink
your wine. Enjoy the fire. I’ll be back in a minute.”


Feverishly, Adolar retreated into the kitchen. He was
a good cook, who had the ability to time and calculate cooking times precisely.
The meal was almost ready.


He returned to the living room. Bob was sprawled on
the couch, with his long legs extended in front of him and his bare feet aimed
toward the fireplace. He was guzzling his wine with unashamed relish.


He looked so sexy, so tempting, that Adolar wanted to
throw himself on top of him, tear his clothes off, and take him, then and
there. Instead, Adolar said, “Dinner’s almost ready.”


“Good. I’m starved.”


So am I, Adolar wanted to
say. Oh, so am I!


“Something smells good,” Bob added.


So do you, Adolar
almost blurted out. God, I can’t wait to taste you … to give you a tongue
bath, to lick and suck you, all over your naked body—!


“What’re we eating, if you don’t mind my asking?”


“Oh, just your basic hearty, filling fare. Salads,
steaks, baked potatoes, and steamed vegetables on the side—all disgustingly
healthy,” Adolar said. “Nothing that’ll violate a bodybuilder’s strict diet, I
think. Culinary austerity, as our friend Ferenc, the waiter at the café, would
say. Remember him? But I’m doing my best to make it all taste good.”


“I can’t wait to taste it.”


“You have an appetite? Good. I’ll make it my business
to fill you up.”


“This is so nice,” Bob declared. “I mean, just being
here with you. Just us guys, hanging out together.”


“Yes, isn’t it? There are times when a man needs to be
around other men. With no women around, to distract them or get in the way.”


They ate seated at the kitchen table. Both men were
hungry, and they cleaned their plates. Adolar made a point of topping off Bob’s
wine glass, at every opportunity.


“I have an apple pie, for dessert,” Adolar said, as he
served them coffee. “It’s store-bought, but it’s from a good bakery. And we can
top it off with some vanilla ice cream, if you’d like.”


“I’m supposed to be in training, Adolar,” Bob
protested. “All these calories—!”


“Oh, you’ll burn them off, soon enough. Even though
I’ve never seen you without your clothes,” Adolar added, a little recklessly,
“you’re hardly fat, Bob. Hell, there isn’t an ounce of excess body fat anywhere
on you, from what I can see.”


“Or on you, Adolar. You’re in great shape.”


“Am I? Thanks. And thanks for not adding, for your
age.”


“You aren’t old. You’re still a young guy.”


“Am I? Then, in that case, I suppose pie and ice cream
can’t hurt me, either.”


They enjoyed their dessert, and then they retired to
the living room.


“I should help you with the dishes,” Bob said, as Adolar
put another log on the fire, and jabbed it with the poker, making the flames
rise up with renewed energy.


“Forget it. They can sit overnight. You’re my guest.
You don’t lift a finger. Relax. More wine?” Adolar asked. “I’ve got plenty on
hand.”


“Then yes, please. Only … I don’t want to get drunk.
If I do, I won’t be able to drive home.”


“You really don’t have to,” Adolar said, with a
deceptive casualness. “Your car’s safe out there, in the parking lot. Hell, you
can always spend the night here. In the guest room … or with me,” he added,
suggestively. “With my wife gone for the weekend, I’m going to feel very lonely
in our bed.”


“I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you—”


“But you wouldn’t be doing that at all, Bob. I’d enjoy
having you as an overnight guest. In fact, I insist. I want you to stay.”


“Well … in that case … if you say so … maybe it
doesn’t matter how much I drink.”


“No, it doesn’t. Drink up. Indulge yourself, for a
change. I’ll take care of you. Nothing bad can happen to you, not while you’re
here, with me. I can promise you that.”


Adolar refilled both their glasses. He noted, with
satisfaction, how eagerly Bob drank.


“I’m getting a bit of a buzz on,” Adolar reported,
gleefully. This was a definite understatement, on his part.


“So am I. Isn’t this breaking training, technically?”


Adolar chuckled. “Oh, I think we can make an
exception, just this once. You’ve worked hard on your physique, I can tell. I
bet you bust your ass just as diligently for that very stern and puritanical Coach
Kozma of yours. You deserve to take a break, to have some fun. It isn’t healthy
for a young guy like you to be quite so disciplined. You really do need
to cut loose, once in a while. You need to amuse yourself—and do something to
relieve the tension. I wish you’d let me help you have some fun—”


“Adolar,” Bob babbled. “Can I tell you something?
Something really personal?”


“Of course you can, Bob. I thought we made that clear,
during our conversation in my office at the gym.”


“Okay … what I want to say to you … the other day in
your office, when we were talking … maybe I wasn’t being completely truthful
with you.”


“Oh? Weren’t you? About what, specifically, Bob? You
can tell me anything, you know. I hope you realize that.”


“I do. I was telling you about these feelings I
have for other guys. Remember?”


“I remember. But you didn’t tell me exactly whom these
feelings of yours are directed toward. Let me guess. Some of the other guys on your
team? Such as for your friend Urban, for example. I know that you and Urban have
always been kind of close.”


“Yeah. We are. But what I didn’t tell you was
that I’ve been having the same feelings, not just for guys my age, like Urban,
but for older men. Men like … like you, for instance.”


“Like me?”


“Like you, yeah. Feeling for you. I can’t help it. I know
it’s dirty, and wrong, but I have sexual feelings for you!”


“I’m flattered.”


“Flattered? You’re not pissed off at me? You’re not disgusted?”


“Why should I be? What is there to be angry, or
disgusted, about?”


“I don’t know. Somehow, I didn’t think you’d take it
this way. So calmly. You see, I think about you all the time, ever since we met.
I think about you that way. Sexually. Sometimes … the things I imagine …
they’re kind of dirty. They’re really sexual, if you know what I mean.”


“I repeat, I’m flattered, Bob. After all, I’m a few
years older than you are. Which reminds me, Bob. Just how old are you,
anyway?”


“Eighteen.”


“Shit! And I’m thirty-two. Old enough to be your
father, for God’s sake!”


“Not quite,” Bob protested. “You’d have to have been
fourteen when you knocked up my Mom.”


“I was horny to have done it, back then. But let’s
leave your mother out of this discussion, please.”


“Well, you may be a dirty man, but you’re not yet a
dirty old man,” Bob joked, in an effect to lighten the mood.


“Huh. I’m getting there, though. Anyway … my point is,
I’m a happily married man, set in my ways. On the surface, I don’t seem to have
much to offer, to an attractive young man like you. You could be involved with
some guy your own age. Not wasting your feelings on a well-worn old codger like
me.”


“Oh, you have a lot to offer,” Bob blurted out.
“You’re not old. Age is just a number, as they say. You’re really attractive,
for a guy of any age.”


“Um, this discussion is getting more interesting, all
the time,” Adolar teased him. “Such as what? What, exactly, do you see in me?”


“You’re so sexy. So hot.”


“Why, thank you, Bob.”


“If only you weren’t married. If only you were gay!”


“Suppose I were gay, Bob? Or bisexual? Suppose I swung
both ways? Which, as I’ve told you, making no secret of it, I do. It’s the
plain truth. Suppose you appealed to me, sexually, too? Then
what?”


“Then I’d … I’d want to go to bed with you, and have
sex with you, I guess. God, I’m so ashamed. It sounds so awful, for me to say
things like that.”


“Nonsense, Bob. Take my word for it. There are lots of
men who would be delighted to hear you say things like that to them. And, as a
matter of fact, I happen to be one of them.”


“Aw, you’re just kidding me, aren’t you? You’re just
trying to make me feel better.”


“I’d like to do everything in my power to make you
feel good, Bob. But, no, I’m not kidding you. I’m trying to be quite sincere.
You see, I have the same ‘feelings’ about other men that you do. And I act on
them, every chance I get. I’m bisexual. As surely you must know by now, and you
understand what that means? We had a long discussion about it, when you
interviewed.”


Bob was uneasy. “I know. But in a way, I still can’t
believe it. Not you!”


“Why not me?”


“You’re married, for one thing. And you’re so fucking
macho, for another. There’s nothing queer about you, man!”


“That word, ‘queer,’ is considered to be a bit of a putdown
in some quarters,” Adolar told Bob, in a tone of mild reproach. “A lot of gay
and bisexual men don’t care for it.”


“I’m sorry—”


“Oh, there’s no need for you to apologize. But you’re
young, and inexperienced. You don’t understand about such things. We tend to
stick labels on people, but that’s not always right. It can be simplistic. Take
me, for example. I love my wife. We have a wonderful, satisfying sex life together.
But I also like to have sex with men. It doesn’t diminish what I feel for my
wife. If anything, it enhances it. And sometimes, often in fact, she and I even
share one of my male lovers,” Adolar went on, boldly. “We invite him into our
bed, and we both have sex with him at once. It’s very exciting. I love it when
my wife is sexually satisfied, whether it’s with me or with another man—and she
feels the same way about me. No one loses in this deal. There’s no harm done.”


“Wow,” Bob exclaimed. “You mean—you and Mrs. Mezey are
swingers?”


Adolar laughed. “That’s one word for it, I guess.
Although you make it sound terribly old-fashioned. Like something out of the
Sixties! People in the United States used to refer to that era as the Swinging
Sixties, you know.”


“I can’t believe that you and I are talking like this.
So honestly, I mean. So openly. I’ve never been able to talk like this, about
this kind of stuff, with any other guy. Not even with Urban, who’s my pal.”


“I’m glad you feel comfortable with me, Bob.”


“I don’t just feel ‘comfortable’ with you. I love you.
I really do.”


Secretly, Adolar was thrilled by this admission. But
he forced himself to remain calm—and skeptical. “Aw, that’s the wine talking, Bob.
Maybe you’re had enough. Maybe I’d better cut you off. Close the bar.”


“I’m not that drunk,” Bob insisted, stubbornly.
“I do love you, man. I want to have sex with you. Tonight. Right now.”


“Do you know what you’re saying, Bob?”


“Okay, I admit it. I’m a stupid freaking virgin.
Never been with a girl. I’ve just jacked off. Usually while thinking about
really hot, butch bodybuilders, like you! I’ve never had sex with
another guy, either. I don’t really know what that’s all about. But I do know
that I want to try it. And I want to try it with you. So, yeah—I do know
what I’m saying. I want us to fuck! If you don’t want me—then I guess you can
throw me out. Send me home.”


“I don’t want you to go home,” Adolar said. “I want
you to stay here tonight, with me.”


“Well, that’s what I want, too!”


“We’re in agreement, then, Bob.”


“I guess we are.”


“We’re going to make love. And then we’re going to
sleep together. Two men, giving pleasure to each other. Is that it? Is that
what you’ve been secretly thinking about, is that what you want?”


“Oh, fuck. Just hearing you talk like that—it’s giving
me a hard-on. You bet that’s it. You bet, that’s what I want. Please, Adolar,
please. Make love to me!”


“You’re so beautiful, Bob—”


“Teach me. Please, teach me about what guys do
together. Fuck me, please!”


“You’re too much for me to resist.”


“Don’t resist me. Fuck me!”


“I want you, Bob. I can’t help myself. Anyone would
desire you—”


“I want you, too. But your wife—?”


“She won’t mind. Trust me, she understands. She knows
what I need.”


“Take me, then,” Bob moaned. “Teach me. Show me what
you like. I want to learn. About everything, all the things that two men can do
together. And I want to learn it from you! Right now. Tonight!”


“God, you are so fucking sexy,” Adolar
breathed. “So fucking hot! You’re driving me crazy, you know. When I’m
with you, like this, I can’t control myself.”


“Can’t you?”


“No.”


“Then why should you?”


“Don’t tempt me,” Adolar groaned. “I’m only human,
after all. I can’t resist you.”


“Maybe I don’t want you to resist me.”


“Fuck!” Adolar exclaimed. “How can I—?”


“Don’t tease me,” Bob pleaded. “Don’t make me wait any
longer.”


“I won’t. No … just a minute. I like to relax here, on
the floor in front of the fire. I’ll show you. Wait here. Stay put.”


Adolar delayed only long enough to retrieve the wine
bottle and pour out a fresh glassful for each of them. Then he left the living
room, and hurried upstairs.


He returned quickly, carrying a patchwork quilt and a
down-filled comforter bundled up in his arms.


“Here,” he said. “We can spread this out, on the
floor.”


Helping Adolar, Bob saw that, wrapped up inside the
folds of the quilt, he had two pillows in their cases, a plastic pump bottle of
some sort of lubrication, and a strip of condoms.


“What’s all this?” Bob asked.


“What we need. To get comfortable … and to have sex.” 


“Oh.”


Adolar tossed the comforter onto the sofa, for the
time being. With Bob’s help, he spread the quilt out over the floor, in front
of the fireplace, and tossed the two pillows down on top of it.


“See?” Adolar said. “A perfectly adequate bed. Very
comfortable, in fact.”


“I guess so. This isn’t the first time
you’ve—ah—entertained a guy like this, here in your house and in front of the
fire, is it?”


“No, it isn’t. Not by a long shot. Does that make a
difference to you, Bob?”


“No. Of course not.”


 “I wonder. Look at you. You’re blushing,” Adolar
teased him. “Even with the firelight, red on your face, I can see that you’re
blushing.”


“I tend to do that,” Bob admitted.


“When you’re embarrassed?”


“I guess so.”


“But there’s no need for you to be embarrassed now, is
there?”


“No,” Bob said, uncertainly.


Chuckling, Adolar put his arm around the young man’s
shoulders and caressed him lightly with his hand, before breaking the contact
only long enough to begin to take off his own clothes.


“Let’s get naked,” Adolar whispered. “Let’s get naked,
and lie down in front of the fire.” 


They observed each other unselfconsciously, smiling,
as they stripped. When they were both naked, they stood there for a moment, on
opposite sides of the hearth, each man admiring what he saw, both of them
allowing the anticipation to build.


“Look at you,” Adolar breathed. “You are so goddamn
beautiful, Bob!”


“But so are you. You’re such a hot man. I think you’re
just so incredibly sexy!”


Bob wasn’t exaggerating, or flattering the older guy. Adolar,
at thirty-two years of age, was living, breathing proof that some men only
improved with age—like a fine wine or cheese. His cock was nine inches of hard,
inflexible male power, jutting out from his flat belly like a massive post
carved not from wood, but from equally solid human flesh. His bull-like balls
hung suspended from the base of his thick cock and swung proudly between a pair
of thickly muscled thighs, the product of years of athletic training. 


Smiling reassuringly, Adolar joined Bob in front of
the hearth. He touched Bob, resting the flat of one hand on the boy’s chest,
one fingertip brushing a nipple and confirming that Bob, like a lot of men—like
Adolar himself, in fact—had highly responsive tits.


“You’re such a beautiful young man, Bob,” Adolar
whispered. “Forgive me if I keep saying that. It’s because I can’t get over the
fact. I know I’ve wanted you from the moment you came to me after the physique
show that night. I’ve been obsessed with you, ever since. I’ve thought about
this moment—longed for it. And now it’s come, at last.”


“Aw, cut it out, please. You’re embarrassing me.”


“No, it’s true. I’m mad about you.”


And that was true. Standing there, facing Bob, with
both of them naked and erect, Adolar could feel himself casting aside all
restraint. Bob possessed the clean-cut body and good looks of a stereotypical wholesome
college jock … and a gay sex object. His hair was chestnut brown and silky, his
complexion pink and flawless. His chest, which Adolar continued to massage, was
solidly muscled, hardened like the rest of his body by weight training and
rigorous exercise.


“Kiss me,” Adolar pleaded.


“I’ve never kissed a guy,” Bob protested. “Not
in a sexual way, anyway!”


“Why don’t you give it a try? You might like it.”


Adolar’s mouth touched Bob’s, both men’s lips parting
so that Adolar’s tongue could penetrate the inside of Bob’s mouth.


“Fuck. Oh, fuck, man!” Bob moaned.


“Do you like how that feels?”


“I sure do. I like it a lot!”


“Kiss me some more. We’d better make sure you really
like it, before we move on to other things.”


Still kissing, with open mouths and probing tongues,
the two men sank down onto the quilt in front of the fire. Adolar drew one hand
across the swollen perfection of Bob’s pectorals, lingering over the hardened
nipples, before moving downward to the boy’s stomach. He made his way quickly
down to Bob’s prick. When his fingers closed around the penis, it was solid—a
heavy mass of blood-engorged flesh, stretched taut around its inner core, and
pulsating lightly against the pressure of his hand. Adolar let his fist glide
up and down the cock’s oversized length; and Bob moaned with pleasure.


“Oh, what a beautiful, big dick,” Adolar gloated.


“Yours looks pretty big, too,” Bob observed.


“It’s your fault. You’re giving me a hard-on. Touch
it, if you want to, Bob. Touch mine, while I jerk yours.”


“Damn. Your hand feels so good on my cock!” Bob
exclaimed. “Don’t jerk me too hard, though,” he begged. “I may shoot.”


“All right. We’ll take it slow. Slow and easy.”


“I don’t understand too much about this gay stuff,” Bob
admitted.


“That’s okay, Bob. I’ll show you. I’ll teach you,
everything you need to know.”


“But I do know about one thing that gay guys do,” Bob
said.


“Oh? What’s that?”


“Cocksucking,” the young athlete replied, in a barely
audible whisper, as though the word was forbidden to utter. “Cocksucking,” he
repeated, louder and more decisively. “I want to suck your cock, Adolar.”


“Have you ever done it before?”


“No, of course not! I’ve never wanted to. Until now,
with you. But now—yeah, I want to give it a try. Oh, I never
thought I’d ever say this to another guy. But yeah, I want to suck your cock!”


“Go ahead. But take it slow,” Adolar suggested. “Take
it slow. Play with it a little, first.”


“Oh, wow—!” Bob moaned.


With a surprising, impulsive boldness, he reached out
and seized the other guy’s cock. His hand massaged it, roughly, his fingers
stroking it as though they were trying to determine the precise dimensions of
the swollen penis. 


“It’s so big,” Bob gasped.


“Kiss it,” Adolar urged him. “Just put your mouth on
it, Bob. Rub your lips over it. You’ll see. It doesn’t taste bad.”


Bob kissed Adolar’s cock. He licked it. He even
sniffed it. Then, feeling himself increasingly caught up in a compulsion which
he couldn’t resist, he opened his mouth—and he coaxed the thick, round,
inflexible head of the erection between his lips. 


Adolar’s phallic flesh felt burning hot on his
lips—and on his tongue, when Bob gave it a tentative swab. Moaning, shuddering,
Bob fed the cockhead deeper inside his mouth. His lips now surrounded the upper
part of the shaft, just below the flange where the glans swelled out. 


The cock was so hard! So hot! He couldn’t believe how
rigid it was. It felt rock solid, more like a hard-rubber dildo than a
vulnerable flesh-and-blood member. Bob’s mouth continued its slow, cautious
descent around the erection, his lips finally coming into contact with his
fist, which he still had closed around the base of the big cock, to steady it.


“Oh, buddy,” he heard Adolar exclaim, under his
breath. “You’ve got such a hot mouth! All the way, please. Take me all the way
down! I know you can do it. Suck me, Bob. Suck all of me! Please!”


Bob wanted to do exactly that.


Gingerly, he opened his hand and took it away. He
closed his eyes, struggled to suppress his gag reflex—and, whimpering, he
forced his mouth down another inch or two, shoving the rest of the other
bodybuilder’s hotly pulsating cock inside his mouth. He choked, once; but he
held on. He forced himself to go all the way down on that cock!


At last Bob had it all inside his mouth. His lips
closed possessively around the very root of Adolar’s massive shaft, gradually
growing accustomed to the unfamiliar feeling of distension.


Fuck! the boy thought,
dazedly. What a big fucking penis. It’s like something out of a freak
show. This guy is hung like a horse! Like a goddamn porn star! But
that’s right. He is a porn star! I’d forgotten all about that. I’m sucking
Adolar Mezey’s dick. Adolar Mezey, Mr. Hungary … and a real porn star!


He knew that simply holding the cock inside his mouth
wasn’t enough. He had to suck it, too.


Bob’s head began to climb back up the throbbing tool,
his firmly compressed lips pulling their way reluctantly up along the
saliva-lubricated cockshaft, retracing the path they’d just taken. Eventually,
the cockhead threatened to pop free of his mouth. Snatching a quick breath
around the glans, Bob paused. He licked the cockhead with a few rapid swipes,
marveling at the salty taste of the pre-cum which he could feel welling up out
of Adolar’s pouting piss slit. He was tasting semen, tart and salty, for the
first time in his life—and it intoxicated him!


He swabbed the head of the penis with his tongue,
lapping up all the pre-cum. Only then did he push his mouth back down on the
tumescent prick.


Am I doing it right?
he asked himself. Am I sucking his cock, the way a gay guy would suck it?
Or does he think I’m doing a lousy job?


But it was though the other man could read his mind.
“That’s right, Bob,” Adolar whispered, running his fingers through Bob’s hair,
and maintaining a gentle pressure on the back of his head. “That’s the way.
You’re doing just fine. Yeah, that’s my boy … that’s a good boy. Oh, your mouth
feels so good on my cock!”


As always, another man’s praise inspired Bob to
greater efforts. It was though the soccer team was out on the field during a
practice scrimmage, and Coach Kozma was evaluating his performance, telling him
what he was doing right and wrong, and how he could do better. Now, Bob was
equally eager to win Adolar’s approval.


Bob’s mouth began its slow, exploratory re-ascent, as
he familiarized himself orally with the feel of the cock. Once again, the
rounded, bloated cockhead, slippery wet with saliva, tried to escape from his
mouth. But this time, Bob was determined to retain his oral grip on it.
Recklessly, he pushed his mouth back down on the tumescent prick.


Adolar was thoroughly enjoying the pleasure being
given to him by the sensuous touch of that mouth and tongue on his cock. He
would have quite content to lie there and let the young stud service him, and
eventually bring him to the delirious verge of orgasm. Adolar had no doubt that
Bob would gladly do just that. But he decided that their first sex session was
really too one-sided, so far.


“Here, buddy. Let me join in the fun,” Adolar said, shifting
his body on the quilt to get himself into position with Bob’s cock near his own
mouth, without pulling his own prick away from the boy’s passionately nursing
lips. “We can suck each other at the same time, you know.”


Adolar could feel his cock driving itself into Bob’s throat
as he turned his body and pushed his hips toward Bob’s face. It was obvious by
the ease with which the older man moved into the sixty-nine position that he
had done it often before, with other partners.


But Bob, given his inexperience, was a fast learner. Despite
Bob’s boy-next-door look of innocence, he had deftly lifted his leg to let Adolar’s
head slip under it, without interrupting his mouth’s playful manipulations up
and down on the other man’s cock. No professional male prostitute—such as
Adolar himself!—could have executed the maneuver with greater skill. The result
was that the two men’s naked bodies were now locked in a tight sixty-nine. 


Adolar continued to enjoy the sensations created by Bob’s
cocksucking, as he found himself looking upward into the young man’s crotch,
which was now hovering directly above his face. It was an exciting view to look
at. Bob’s belly was too well muscled to sag; his thighs were two chiseled
columns supporting his torso above Adolar’s head. His cock jutted out
horizontally, the enormous balls swaying like two eggs caught inside a velvety
bag coated with soft hairs.


Adolar wasted no time. He couldn’t afford to. Bob’s
expert oral caresses on his swollen prick had increased in intensity, as a
result of Bob’s anticipation of having his own cock soon sucked inside Adolar’s
mouth. If Adolar didn’t start sucking soon, even his skill at fellatio wouldn’t
guarantee that he’d be able to coax an ejaculation out of Bob before Adolar’s
already overstimulated male organ exploded first.   


Adolar wanted to suck Bob to a more or less
simultaneous climax, if possible, because he knew from past experience that
erupting at the very moment of taking another man’s hot, blasted semen down his
throat was even more satisfying than if the two of them had separate orgasms.
Sucking each other in tandem, coming at the same time, feeding each other their
cum—that was what sixty-nining was all about.


Adolar flung his arms up around his new sex partner’s
hips, clamping his fingertips into the muscular ass cheeks, which didn’t give
way at all in response to his squeezing of them. Using his hold on the buttocks
for support, he raised his head from the quilt. His mouth opened wide. But,
instead of capturing Bob’s cock, which was no doubt what the hot young college
jock had anticipated, instead it gulped up both of Bob’s balls.


The testicles, as well as their thick, furry
surrounding flesh, almost overflowed Adolar’s mouth. But he held them inside
his lips, with his nose pressed into the cord which connected the scrotum to
the perineum muscle. In this position, his chin was jammed tightly against the
root of the enormous dick protruding from Bob’s sweaty groin.


He sucked on the balls, rolling them from one cheek to
the other, rinsing them in his spit, almost trying to swallow them. He knew
that any discomfort he might be causing Bob would add to, rather than detract
from, the boy’s steadily mounting pleasure and lust.


When Adolar finally surrendered Bob’s balls, he didn’t
immediately claim the nearby penis instead, as Bob might have expected. No, in
order to tease Bob some more, Adolar went after another target.


His fingers dug deeper into the two mounds of butt
cheek muscle, the pressure his hands exerted prying the glutes as far open as
possible. Adolar lifted his head higher, pushing it between Bob’s opened
thighs. The boy’s testicles dragged lewdly across his chin and fell upon his
throat as Adolar’s tongue wantonly licked its way upward inside the cleft
between the buttocks, toward the asshole itself.


Now Adolar could see his target. The gaping
buttocks—held open by the continued pressure applied to them by Adolar’s strong
hands and arms—were parted obscenely wide, to expose the pucker of Bob’s
asshole. His sphincter was encircled by a fine down of the same light chestnut
hairs that grew along the cleft between his buttocks.


Adolar’s hunger mounted, spurring him on. His
flattened tongue poked out from between his lips and he used it to lap wetly at
the anal opening, drenching it with his saliva and plastering the hairs against
the wetted butt flesh. Quickly, his tongue rolled and stiffened, and he pressed
its pointed tip against the pucker.


Bob moaned loudly around his mouthful of cock. He
shook his head from side to side around Adolar meat’s when he felt the
unexpected, thrilling penetration of his asshole by the other man’s tongue. His
whole body shivered as Adolar’s lips kissed his anal opening, hard, the darting
tongue probing as far as possible into the hole. Adolar possessed an unusually
long, agile, and powerful tongue, which went so deeply up Bob’s ass that the
younger guy could almost imagine that it wasn’t a tongue at all, but rather a
small, stiff prick, which was pushing its way inside him. Damn! The man seemed
to be fucking him with his tongue!


Bob retaliated by searching for Adolar’s bunghole with
one hand. His palm rubbed restlessly up and down within the cleft of the older
man’s ass—and then the tip of his middle finger found the anal pucker, rubbed
it, and penetrated it. Soon, Bob’s finger was inserted into Adolar’s ass up to
its third knuckle. Aggressively, he diddled that stud ass.


Adolar’s hips rose and fell on the quilt. Each upward
thrust fed the entire length of his prick into Bob’s sucking mouth; each return
to floor level impaled his asshole even deeper on the finger which had
penetrated far inside his bunghole and was chafing his anal lining. And then,
without warning, orgasm gripped both men simultaneously. Both men heaved and
trembled—giving themselves up to the deluge of passion that spurted out of
their bodies and engulfed them. They basked in the heat from the nearby fire,
savoring the pleasure of filling and being filled orally with fresh hot semen,
their hungry mouths swallowing up the blasted cum, sucking in search of more of
the fluid even after the last of the potent flow had ceased—and had been
quickly claimed as a prize.


When it was over, Bob rolled onto his side. He
shuddered uncontrollably. The highly sensitive head of his cock slipped free of
the vise of Adolar’s lips. His own mouth reluctantly released Adolar’s dick,
the bulk of which he eyed once more—with intense pleasure, heightened by a
thrill of satisfaction at the thought of having sucked that huge male member
off. Then he twisted his body away from Adolar’s and he fell onto the quilt and
the piled-up pillows beside the other man, no longer in a crotch-to-head
position, but face to face.


“Fuck, but that felt good!” Bob exclaimed. Despite the
fact that he felt temporarily drained of all of his bodily strength, as well as
his semen, he was exuberant.


“Did you really like it?” Adolar asked.


“You bet I did. Why’d you ask? What made you think I
wouldn’t?”


“Oh,” Adolar said, casually. “Past experience, that’s
all. Sometimes guys your age tend to come and run. They get all worked up
during the actual sex; but afterward, they can cool off awfully fast. Then they
start to have second thoughts—misgivings—and they decide they want nothing more
to do with me.”


“You sound kind of cynical.”


“Just realistic, that’s all. So many guys your age
tend to take sex quite casually. Not that I can blame them.”


“And,” Bob couldn’t help adding, “you talk as though
you’ve had sex with lots of guys my age.”


“I have.” Adolar spoke with a nonchalance which Bob
found rather disconcerting.


“Other bodybuilders? Guys who work out at your gym?”


“Must we go into the sordid details, Bob?”


“We don’t have to. I guess I’m a little jealous.  I’d
like to think I was … well, not just another hookup, but maybe somebody a
little more special to you, Adolar. That’s all.”


“You are special, Bob. Now, let’s get some
sleep. We can go into the bedroom … or we can stay right here, and bed down in
front of the fire. I sometimes do that, on a cold night.”


“Let’s stay here, please.”


“Sure. Just let me check on the fire. It’s starting to
burn down. And the fire screen’s in place. We’ll be safe.”


“I feel safe when I’m with you, big man.”


“Good boy. Lie down. Relax. Go to sleep.”


Lost in his own contentment, for the moment, Bob
allowed his post-orgasmic physical lassitude to get the better of him. His
sweaty limbs felt warmed by exposure to the fire’s heat, heavy, weighed down
and reluctant to move.


Bob made one last effort and he sat up, reaching for
the down-filled comforter thrown over the sofa nearby and pulling it over both
their bodies. Then he once again slipped down next to Adolar. Once they were
covered by the comforter from their waists down, Bob rolled closer to Adolar’s
warm, naked body. Sensing his partner’s movements, Adolar turned toward him and
put his arm around the sex-warmed flesh nestling in beside him. The two men lay
quietly, their muscular limbs loosely entwined and their cocks growing soft in
the space between their bodies.


Bob could tell that Adolar was already more asleep
than awake. He took advantage of the fact by running his fingers lightly over
parts of the man’s magnificently well-developed body, and he let out a soft
sigh of contentment. It had been good sex. In fact, it had been much more than
just good sex. Bob knew that he was dangerously close to falling in love with his
very first male sex partner. All this, after only one, admittedly impassioned,
sixty-nine! What would Bob feel for Adolar after they made love again—after Adolar
taught him more about same-sex lovemaking—after they did even more exciting
things together?


Married … Adolar was married, of course. He had a
wife. In the heat of passion, Bob had temporarily forgotten that fact.


He felt a fierce, stabbing pang of jealousy.


It was obvious to him that Mrs. Mezey, whom he’d never
met, didn’t understand her husband, or his true sexual needs. She couldn’t
satisfy him, and she didn’t deserve him.


He’s mine, Bob
told himself, as he drifted off to sleep in Adolar’s embrace. She can’t have
him. Adolar Mezey is going to be mine from now on. All mine!











Chapter Six: Who’s That Knocking on My Back Door?


 


So far as Bob was concerned, Dorottya was now out of
luck. She could find herself another young stud!


Bob was infatuated with Adolar Mezey. They’d spent the
entire weekend together, much of it in bed. The pro bodybuilder, Bob had
discovered, had remarkable stamina. The man was a virtual sex machine! His lust
matched Bob’s own. Every time Bob thought the two of them had surely worn each
other out, he was proved wrong. A brief rest was all it took for their libidos
to be up and running again.


Bob had practiced his cocksucking skills on Adolar all
weekend long, honing them. But Adolar had repaid him in kind, setting an
excellent example. He sucked Bob’s cock with such easy expertise, and such
enthusiasm, that the boy often thought he would die, so intense was the
pleasure the older guy gave him.


But when it came to anal intercourse, Adolar was an
equally good teacher. He liked it both ways, and he quickly showed Bob that
getting fucked could be every bit as exciting as doing the fucking, himself.
Active or passive … Bob couldn’t choose between them. Adolar had taught him to
enjoy them both!


It wasn’t all sex, of course. Even their
intense erotic energy had its limits. They occasionally dragged themselves out
of bed, showered, and got dressed. They sat and talked. On Saturday evening, Adolar
took Bob out to a restaurant, for dinner.


Then they went back to
the Mezeys’ house and made love again.


“My wife’s coming home
tonight,” Adolar told Bob, over Sunday brunch.


Crestfallen though he was
at this unwelcome reminder, Bob tried to put a good face on things. “I
understand,” he said. “That means I’m going to have to go back to my dorm.”


“For now. We’ll see each
other again, soon. I promise.”


“You’re not going to tell
Mrs. Mezey about me, are you?”


“Of course I am. Vanessza
and I don’t keep any secrets from each other.”


“What’s she going to
think?”


“Knowing her as I do,
she’s going to think it’s delightful that I’ve a developed a special friendship
with a young man who has such class. You see, Bob, you’re not a kid anymore.
You’re a young man. You’re old enough to start realizing that adult life isn’t
always black and white. There’re always going to be people you love—but there
are also other people you care about, and who you want to be a part of your
life. The one thing doesn’t necessarily take anything away from the other. In
fact, it can enhance it. The trick is for all the parties involved to be
upfront and mature about it.”


Bob shook his head. “I
guess I still don’t understand this whole bisexual thing.”


“It’ll become clearer to
you, eventually,” Adolar predicted. “In the meanwhile—there’s no reason why we
can’t just enjoy ourselves, is there?”


“No. There sure isn’t!
Can we go back to bed?”


Adolar groaned in mock
despair. “It’s the middle of Sunday afternoon,” he complained. “We made love
all last night—and again first thing this morning, when we woke up. What are
you trying to do—sex me to death?”


“Yeah,” Bob threatened,
playfully. “But what a way to go!”


During the next few
hours, Bob did his best to carry out his threat.


On Sunday evening, Adolar
picked up Vanessza at the train station.


“How was your visit?” he asked her, as they got into
the car.


“It was tolerable,” she said. “I’ll spare you the
details. Oh, except for the fact that you have a new title. You’re now ‘that
awful man Vanessza married, the one who does porn.’ Unfortunately, there’s no
trophy to go along with it.”


He laughed. “I guess that tells me all I need—or
want—to know. Are you glad to be home?”


“I’m ecstatic. Did you miss me?”


“Not much,” Adolar claimed, flippantly. “I didn’t have
time to think about it.”


“Oh, you bastard! I can just imagine how you amused
yourself, without me.”


“I managed to keep myself occupied.”


“I’m sure you did. How’d your evening with Bob go, for
example?”


“We had a good time.”


“You fucked him, didn’t you?”


“All weekend long,” Adolar boasted. “And the kid loved
it. He couldn’t get enough. Once he got a taste of it, he was either on his
hands and knees, taking my cock from behind, or on his back with his legs in
the air, getting fucked face to face—and begging for more. His ass is mine! Of
course, every now and then, I had to let him screw me, just to
give my poor, overworked dick a break. He learned fast. It didn’t take him long
to find out how to satisfy my hole.”


“Oh, you smug bastard. I can tell, just from the look
on your face, how you wallowed in it, like a pig in the mud.”


“I can’t deny it. If there’d been a trough with mash
in it, I’d have gobbled it up.”


“I hope you at least had the decency to clean up after
yourself. I’m not going to find used condoms lying all over the place, am I?”


“I think we picked them all up and put them in the
trash,” Adolar said. “And I made a point of putting fresh sheets on the bed.”


“Thank God for small mercies,” his wife muttered.


When they arrived at the house, Vanessza unpacked only
her overnight necessities. “I’ll do the rest in the morning.”


“Or I can do it for you,” Adolar volunteered.


“No, don’t bother.”


“Are you tired?” he asked, solicitously.


“Not tired, necessarily. But I definitely feel
like going to bed.”


“We’ll make an early night of it, then.”


“You’re in a suspiciously good mood, Adolar.”


“There’s nothing suspicious about it. I haven’t
made any secret of what I’ve been up to, while you were away.”


“God, you men are so obvious,” his wife commented. “So
transparent. A woman can always tell when you’ve been laid, just by looking at
you. There’s always that same ‘cat caught with the canary’ look on your face.”


“Yeah, but can you tell how thoroughly I got
laid, just by looking at me?”


“You filthy pig. You really did get that kid to go all
the way, didn’t you?”


“All the way,” Adolar boasted. “We both scored. More
than once. It was one touchdown after another.”


“Maybe we’d better go to bed. To give you a
chance to recuperate.”


“Sounds good to me.” Adolar stripped naked and tossed
his clothes into the laundry hamper. Then he excused himself and went into the
bathroom, to get ready for bed.


When he returned to the bedroom, he found quite a
sight waiting for him.


Vanessza, too, had removed most of her clothing. She’d
turned the lights down low, and she’d turned the bed down, as well. She was on
the bed, posing in a highly provocative way. Startled, Adolar gaped at her.


“What’s the big idea?” he blurted out.


“What do you think? I’ve got news for you, buster. Don’t
you think that, just because you’ve been playing around all weekend with your
new stud boyfriend, you’re going to get away with neglecting me, now
that I’m home. My ass, lover,” Vanessza told him. “Put it in my ass! I want you
to remember how good a woman’s behind can feel, with your cock inside it. I
don’t want you to decide that you’d rather screw a boy, from now on, instead of
me.”


“There’s no real danger of that,” her husband
insisted.


“Says you,” she taunted him. “Prove it. Prove it right
now, you fucker! Make love to my ass.”


She was sprawled on the bed on her hands and knees,
with her ass up, her breasts pressed against the mattress. She wore her dark
stockings and a black garter belt, nothing else. Her knees were drawn far
enough forward, and positioned in such a manner, that her buttocks were split
wide open. The puckered, rosy-pink opening of her asshole seemed to be not only
looking upward at her husband, but winking at him in wanton invitation.


Adolar knelt on the bed behind Vanessza, with a tube
of lubricant in his hand.


His cock, jutting outward from his groin in full,
proud erection and readiness, twitched in restless anticipation while he
squeezed some of the lube onto his palm. He rubbed the cool, slippery substance
between Vanessza’s ass cheeks. She let out a little moan of pleasure. Smiling, Adolar
massaged the lube into his wife’s tiny hole, using his middle finger to
penetrate the aperture and work the lube around inside it. 


“How does that feel?” he asked.


“Wonderful! Do it some more,” Vanessza invited him. “Finger-fuck
me a little, before you let me have the real thing.”


Adolar complied. He rotated his invading finger around
within Vanessza’s suddenly relaxed and supple anus. As he sank his finger in
deeper and stroked it in and out, his cock pulsed, pointing itself at Vanessza’s
backside like a loaded pistol about to be fired. Adolar grunted, and his smile
tightened into a smirk. It really was incredible, how horny he could get at a
moment’s notice. After his weekend of same-sex debauchery, he ought to be limp.
But, on the contrary, the mere sight of Vanessza’s wantonly displayed behind,
and her lewd talk, was enough to get him hard and keep him hard. His dick was
getting impatient—and so was he!


His finger made a lurid little sucking sound when he
pulled it out of Vanessza’s rear hole, which was now thoroughly greased and
ready. Then Adolar moved up close behind her, nestling the head of his prick
where his finger had just been.


“Give it to me, lover,” Vanessza demanded. “That is,
if you have anything left after your wild weekend with your pretty little
boyfriend.”


“I’ve got plenty left, baby, as you’re about to find
out,” Adolar retorted. “And, as for Bob—he isn’t pretty, and he isn’t little.
He’s all man. And I really enjoyed fucking his ass. I can’t wait to get in
there again … just like this!”


As he spoke, Adolar leaned over his wife’s bottom and
pressed himself against it. He pushed his cock inside her. His turgid glans
opened her sphincter, and his shaft followed, the full length of his penis
slipping inside her anus on the slick coating of lubricant.


“Ah!” Vanessza squealed, as she felt her ass
being plugged by Adolar’s thick cock. It didn’t really hurt; she just felt a
fullness in there. But it was a highly stimulating, erotic fullness. Being
taken by her husband in this way never failed to arouse her. Her cunt already
tensed and throbbed in empathetic response, as though it, too, was being
penetrated.


Adolar drove his prick deeper into her yielding
butthole, and he looked down and watched it disappear, inch by inch, until he
had given her all of his manhood. Exulting in the total violation of her anus, Vanessza
squirmed a little, rotating her asshole around Adolar’s tool, and trying to
find the most comfortable position in which to settle in for the long, hard
ride which they both wanted.


“Fuck me,” she urged him. “Fuck my ass!”


He placed his hands on her hips, grasping one of her
garter straps in each hand. He glanced at the mirror on the wall over the
nearby dresser. The mirror conveniently gave him a full view of the bed.
Excitedly, he watched Vanessza’s lithe, stocking-clad legs flex, the pale flesh
of her upper thighs contrasting vividly with the dark tops of her hose. She
looked like a whore in a bordello, servicing a customer. The fantasy excited
him.


He began to fuck her doggy-style, only in the ass
instead of in the cunt, pumping in and out of her tight, hot hole slowly at
first. He watched his slippery fuck pole monotonously plunge and reappear,
plunge and reappear, between the erotic mounds of her quivering bottom.


“That’s right. Fuck my ass hard,” Vanessza
moaned. She humped her buttocks back against her husband, who was sodomizing
her so expertly, and to such devastating effect.


“You like it, huh?”


“I love it!”


“So do I.”


He fucked her ass harder and faster, quickly losing
all self-control.


Although Vanessza’s asshole had been used often enough
in the past, not only by her husband but by a succession of other men, it was
still tight enough to give Adolar a real thrill. The lubricant made her rear
aperture feel slippery-smooth, mitigating some of the heat and friction of the
rough ass fucking he was giving her. Her rhythmically clasping and unclasping
sphincter muscle teased his prong again and again, gripping his buggering
member firmly each time he made a thrust into her. Her ripe ass cheeks jiggled
against his flat, hard belly.


“Oh! Oh, fuck!” Vanessza moaned, getting hotter and
hotter. “My clit … frig my clit for me, baby, while you fuck my ass!”


Adolar reached under her, found her prominent, hot,
swollen love bud, and rubbed it with his fingers, which also caressed the
juicy, dripping wet lips of her cunt. Vanessza groaned with satisfaction, and
she ground her hips and butt back against his groin with even greater abandon.


Adolar really didn’t have to move at all, now. She was
doing the fucking now, providing all the hot, frantic action necessary. Her
asshole felt like a large, wet mouth sucking on his prick as her hips swiveled
shamelessly.


“Now,” she cried out, suddenly. “Now! I’m coming!”


He squeezed her clit, hard.


Vanessza came, jerking and moaning. Adolar’s prick
quivered in the hot, moist embrace of her asshole, spurting its load of wet,
warm semen deep within her rectum. She sighed with relief. 


“The perfect end to a perfect weekend,” Adolar
declared.


Vanessza had to agree.


She slumped under him. His cock was still lodged
inside her ass, throbbing away. It still felt good.


Her wayward husband had strayed, once again. But, as
always, he’d come back to her.











Chapter Seven: A Private Coaching Session


 


It had been a mistake to cross that invisible line
he’d tried to draw for himself, between himself and the players on his team.
Kolos Kozma prided himself on his professionalism. As a faculty member at the
university, he tried to be approachable, encouraging the students to think of
him as a mentor and a friend. But having a sexual relationship with a
student—that could lead to big trouble.


Kolos encouraged the athletes under his supervision to
train with weights, to build up their muscle mass and strength. He set the
example by pumping iron himself, with impressive results.


His downfall began one evening when, going to the
sports center to work out, he found Urban there.


“Where’s your buddy Robert? I’m used to seeing you two
here together,” Kolos remarked.


“I don’t know. He told me was busy tonight, that’s all
I know. Maybe he has a date,” Urban replied, with a shrug.


Huh, Kolos thought. That
shy youngster Bob—dating? Probably getting laid. This sexy little muscle slut,
Urban, must be a bad influence on him!


“Want to work out together?” he suggested.


Urban perked right up. “Sure, Coach. That’s be great!”


They worked up quite a sweat together, hefting the
heavy weights, with Kolos, as always, insisting on using strict form.
Afterward, in the showers, Urban did some shameless, undisguised peeking—as he
invariably did after a workout, a practice, or a soccer match. Kolos had
noticed this before, often. He’d toyed with the thought that he really should
advise the boy to be more discreet. But Kolos never seemed to be able to come
up with a way to initiate such a potentially provocative conversation.


Tonight, though, Urban was even more bold than usual.


“You’ve got such a nice body, Coach,” he purred, as
the two men stood under adjacent spray heads, soaping themselves.


“Thank you, Urban. So do you.”


“Bob’s got a great physique, too. As I’m sure you’ve
noticed.”


“Ah, yes … of course. You know, Urban … I hope you
haven’t been doing anything … reckless.”


“Reckless?” Urban put on a show of innocence—and
ignorance. “Such as?”


“Behavior that could jeopardize your health.”


“Such as?” the college jock repeated. “Oh—I bet you
mean, drinking, smoking, using drugs, and fucking.”


“Language,” the embarrassed coach cautioned.


“Sorry, Coach. Well, I don’t smoke or do drugs.”


“That’s good to hear.”


“I like a little wine or beer now and then. No hard
liquor, though. I know you don’t approve—”


“Alcohol in moderation, with meals for example, that’s
permission. The problem is you young men don’t believe in moderation. Binge
drinking, that’s what I try to discourage.”


They’d rinsed themselves. They turned off the showers,
and reached for their towels.


“And the fucking—I mean, the sexual activity? What
about that?” Urban asked.


“Same thing. In moderation.”


“I really find that difficulty,” Urban confessed. “I
wish I could talk to you about it.”


“You can. I’m always available.”


“Now?”


“Well—yes. Of course. But not here. I think somewhere
more private would be more appropriate. I’m hungry, after that workout. Are
you?”


“Ravenous.”


“Why don’t we go to my place, and I’ll make us
something?”


“Great!” Urban exclaimed.


Later, with the benefit of hindsight, Kolos realized
that he should’ve offered to take Urban to a café and treat him there.


“You may have one glass of wine,” Kolos
decreed, pouring it out.


“Whatever you say, Coach.”


“If I end up having more than one, it’s because I’m
older than you.”


“And because you’re the boss, so you get to set the
rules? Is that it?”


“Precisely. Now, this is a recipe I found in an
American bodybuilding magazine,” Kolos explained, as he prepared sandwiches for
them. “It’s called a ‘tri-tip gruyere melt.’ Slices of tri-tip steak, cooked
until they’re just medium rare. The cheese and some avocados, also sliced.
Kale. Served on dark rye bread with a little mayonnaise and mustard. When the
steak is cooked and the sandwiches are assembled, you heat them in a skillet,
just enough to warm the bread and melt the cheese. It’s a nice healthy lunch,
or late-night snack.”


“Um, these are delicious,” Urban decreed, after he’d
had his first bite.


“Glad you like it.”


“May I have a second glass of wine? This is a special
occasion, after all.”


“Oh? What’s so special about it?”


“You inviting me here to your apartment, and being so
nice to me.”


Kolos was flustered. “Well, it’s my job to look after
you guys. To advise you.” Giving in, he refilled Urban’s wineglass, and his
own.


“Now, about my sex life,” Urban said, in a brisk,
businesslike manner, as though they were discussing some weightlifting routine.


Kolos fought back a smile. “I must admit—I like the
fact that you’re not shy about expressing yourself. You don’t seem to mind talking
about such things.”


“I don’t mind at all. In fact, once you get me
started, you may have trouble shutting me up! Well, to begin with, in case you
haven’t noticed, Coach, I’m gay,” Urban said.


“Sometimes you don’t go out of the way to hide it.”


“Why should I? Wouldn’t that be kind of hypocritical?
Living a lie,”


“I suppose so,” Kolos murmured.


“I know you’re not married, Coach. Are you straight,
gay, bi—?”


“We’re not here to discuss my sex life, Urban.”


“Why not? The thought’s occurred to me, I can hardly
ask you to give me advice about how to handle my sex life, unless you
have at least some first-hand experience at being gay. Do you? Are you in the
closet? On the down low?”


“Really, Urban! These are very personal questions—!”


“Well, I’ll tell you something personal about me. I
like older men,” Urban admitted. “Sexy older men—like you.”


After that revelation, it didn’t take long for Kolos
and Urban to end up in each other’s arms, embracing and kissing, feeling each
other up restless through their clothes. Then, just as quickly, they went into
Kolos’s bedroom, where they freed themselves from their restrictive clothes.
Naked on the bed, they hugged each other again, rubbing their bodies together
in an increasingly energetic, even frantic act of frottage, kissing with open
mouths and probing tongues.


“We shouldn’t be doing this,” Kolos protested, after
they’d interrupted their kissing to come up for air for a moment—although his
voice didn’t sound very convincing, even to his own ears.


“Why not?” Urban asked.


“Having sex with a student … and, worse, with one of
my players—! I could get into trouble,” the soccer coach said.


“Yeah, I guess you could,” Urban agreed. “But doesn’t
the risk make it even hotter? Come on, Coach. Let’s get into some trouble
together. A lot of trouble! Right now!”


Kozma groaned. He couldn’t resist the oversexed and
uninhibited young athlete. “You young devil. Yes, that’s just what you are …
the devil incarnate. A tempter!”


“Yeah, I’m a horny fiend from hell. A sex fiend. Come
on, Coach. Give in to the temptation. Let’s sin together.”


“Franc [damn],” the older man muttered.
“Go ahead. Have your way with me. Now I know how a male prostitute must feel.
Required to perform on demand.”


Before Kolos had time to change his mind, Zack took
advantage of the man’s acquiescence. He quickly twisted his head down into
Kolos’s crotch and stuck out his tongue, licking the man’s thighs, his balls,
and the root of his cock. Kolos groaned with delight as he, too, developed a
new hard-on, which soon jutted up proudly from his groin and vibrated fiercely
against the wet pressure of Urban’s swabbing tongue.


“Lick me, baby. Lick my cock! Aw, shit, yeah, your
tongue feels so nice on me,” Kolos groaned, his fingers combing through Urban’s
disheveled blond hair and massaging his scalp. “Lick, boy!”


“I want to suck you,” Urban gasped, between licks at
Kolos’s flesh. “Please, Kolos, let me suck your cock for you!”


“Get down on it, boy! Do it! Suck me!”


Urban teased Kolos at first, by raising his head and
mouthing the big nipple on the hill of Kolos’s powerful chest muscle. He licked
the stiff cone, he moaned when Kolos moaned, and he licked and sucked and bit
the tit all the harder when Kolos shuddered and his big body arched up against
Urban’s own body in response to the younger man’s lovemaking. Kolos shook with
helpless arousal. More and more turned on by the mature guy, Urban ran his
tongue downward along Kolos’s torso, and he explored the man’s navel with his stiffened
tongue-tip. Both men sighed and shook together, their lust building to a peak,
with Kolos’s hands stroking Urban’s shoulders and neck, his back and his
buttocks.


“Suck me, Urban, oh, suck on my cock now,” Kolos
begged. “You’re getting me so hot, boy, with that mouth of yours. I can’t stand
it!”


Feverishly, Urban moved his lips downward, parting
Kolos’s legs with his hands and sucking the guy’s balls inside his juicy,
saliva-drooling mouth. Slowly, erotically, Urban ate his way around every furry
fold of the flesh on the sac of Kolos’s puckered balls. Then, just as
deliberately, he released both nuts and he worked his oral way back, up toward
the thick, stiff shaft of his cock. Urban kissed the swollen cockhead, and then
he sank his mouth down over it and the hot, quivering column of phallic flesh.


“Ah, yeah, suck me, you pretty boy—you’re so damn good
at it,” Kolos cried. “You’re the most beautiful boy I’ve had sex with in a long
while, you stud! Suck! That’s right, suck! You’re all man, you sexy cocksucker,
you!”


Excited by Kolos’s violent response to his oral
lovemaking, Urban made hot love to the man’s prick with all the expertise at
his command, using his lips, tongue, teeth, and throat to arouse the older guy.
He took the man’s meaty dick deep, deep down into his gullet, until he could
scarcely breathe. He blew Kolos for a long time, oblivious of the passing of
time. 


Then, gasping, he pulled his mouth away from the hot
older guy’s prick, and he moaned, “I’d like you to come in my mouth. But I’d really
like you to come in my ass! Go ahead and fuck me, Kolos. I want you to
screw me!”


“Let me rim you first, to get your asshole good and
wet,” his sex partner whispered, eagerly. “I want to taste that sweet-looking
hole of yours!”


“Yeah, whatever you want, anything. I’m yours, man—do
whatever the hell you want to me.”


Urban turned over in Kolos’s grip and lay face down,
and Kolos plunged his face between the soccer player’s spread-open ass cheeks.
His mustache tickled Urban’s tailbone at the base of his spine, while he sought
out Urban’s asshole and rasped his tongue rapidly over its pucker. Urban
shivered with lewd delight, his glutes clenching, the buttock muscles
tightening against the other man’s face.


Kolos sucked his ass, tongued it, harder, faster,
deeper. Urban grunted, trembled, and began to hump the mattress on which he
lay, fucking the bed with his painfully hard dick, breathing much harder and
faster.


“Yeah!” he panted. “Suck my ass! Suck it! Do it. Oh,
Christ, do it to me!”


Finally, Kolos pulled himself upward over Urban’s
vibrating, sweat-glowing body. Then, his cock gleaming with spit, he entered
the young athlete’s ass.


“Goddamn you, boy, your asshole’s so fucking tight,
like a little boy’s, like a virgin’s. But I’m pushing it into you, I’m fucking
your hot butch ass for you. I’m in, baby, I’m in! In you! Ah, Christ!”


“Yeah, Kolos, fuck me, fuck me! I want it. I want to
feel your big prick going in and out of me like that, all night!”


“Yeah! Hell, yeah, kid! Oh, goddamn! You’re such a hot
fuck,” Kolos groaned. He let his prick sink slowly into Urban’s manhole, deeply
and fully. Then, with another, louder groan, Kolos stretched out on top of
Urban, with his cock plunged to its fullest possible extent inside the young
muscle stud’s body. “Let’s fuck for a long, long time, baby. Let’s make it
last!”


Their bodies moved together as one, humping and writhing
in slow, deep, penetrating rhythms. Urban took every inch of Kolos’s cock and
he exulted in the man’s possession and use of him. He fucked back whenever
Kolos thrust into him, while they muttered encouragements and words of
endearment softly but urgently to each other in the dark bedroom, their naked
bodies squirming lewdly against each on top of a tangle of crumpled,
sweat-soaked sheets.


“Bassza meg, kurva anyádat! [Fuck it,
motherfucker!]” Urban yelled at one point. “Fuck that hole!”


“Oh, nice mouth!” Kolos pretended to be shocked. “Who
taught you such language?”


“My soccer coach,” Urban shot back. “He did a good
job, didn’t he? Just like he’s doing a good job of fucking me, now!”


Kolos fucked Urban for a long time, as he had
promised. But, inevitably, he reached his bursting point, with his dick stuck
inside that hotly responsive ass. While Kolos pumped his tool in and out of
Urban’s butt harder and more urgently, stroking the entire length of the
younger guy’s anus with his pulsating yet inflexible shaft, his hand groped
underneath Urban’s belly, where it found his rock-hard prick. He squeezed it,
roughly.


“Can’t come, can you, huh, you horny young bastard?”
Kolos taunted Urban, grunting. “Fuck! I’ll make you come, before I’m
done fucking you! I swear to God I will. You’ll come for me, boy!”


“Yeah, you’re doing it to me, you’re pushing me over
the edge. I think I’m going to come! Fuck!”


Kolos manipulated Urban’s penis until he felt Urban’s
hot juice squirt suddenly through his fast-working fingers, and next he felt
his own tight, pounding loins spasm and expel his semen deep into Urban’s ass.
In the height of their erotic ecstasy the two men moaned and shook, and they
called out each other’s names, both of them near hysteria with passion.


Then, having collapsed, they separated, but only for a
moment, each man lost in his post-orgasmic stupor. Reeking of sweat and jism,
they then clutched at each other until Kolos rolled over on top of Urban again,
but face to face this time. Kolos silenced his young lover’s moans with a deep,
long, warm kiss. They lay together, resting, in each other’s arms, for a good
ten or fifteen minutes, before Kolos rolled away from him and slipped out of
the bed.


 Naked, Kolos leaned over the bed to kiss Urban again,
lingeringly, and he ran his hand over Urban’s sweaty face and short hair. He
touched Urban’s chest, caressing him, as though reluctant to let go and tear
himself away. But then he did break the contact, and he stood up, beside.


Then he used the flat of his hand to deliver a smart,
stinging slap on Urban’s bare ass.


“Ow!” Urban protested.


“Don’t think you’re going to lie there and to sleep,”
Kolos said. “It’s time to get up, and hit the shower.”


“Shit!” Urban complained. “I guess you can take the
coach out of the gym, but you can’t take the locker room out of him!”


“Discipline—the kind of discipline I’ve tried to teach
you and your slacker teammates—is important. In sports, and in other areas of
life.”


Urban grinned. “Including sex?”


“Yeah, there, too. Don’t delude yourself that you’re
going to get any special privileges, or that you’re going to be allowed to start
slacking off, just because I’ve let you take advantage of me. I’m still your
coach first, and your personal whore second.”


“Yeah,” Urban grumbled, as he hauled his ass out of
the bed. “Whores do what their customers tell them to do. Not the other way
around!”


“They get paid in cash, too,” Kolos reminded him. “And
more than I make at the university! Come on, don’t dawdle.” 


And so Urban and his coach became lovers. In
retrospect, it seemed only inevitable.


 











Chapter Eight: Anyone Her Husband Can Do


 


In the aftermath of sex, Adolar, like most men, tended
to become a little careless.


He gave Bob his personal cellphone number, and
encouraged him to use it. The result was a flurry of text messages, back and
forth between the gym owner and his new young lover, on Monday morning.


I really had a good time this weekend, Bob
assured Adolar.


So did I, Adolar
replied. It was incredible.


When can I see you again?


Soon, I hope.


Come to my dorm room, Bob
urged. Tonight?


That’s not such a good idea, Bob.
Remember, we need to be discreet. If the other guys at your school see you
entertaining an older man in your room—! Could give you a reputation. One as
bad as mine! It’ll be better if you come to my place.


When?


Any time you want.


Okay, Bob texted back.


He interpreted Adolar’s invitation perhaps a little
more literally than the married man had intended. On Monday afternoon, no
sooner had Bob gotten out of his last class for the day, than he showed up in
the vestibule of the Mezeys’ apartment. He rang the doorbell.


Vanessza had just gotten home from work. She was
alone, lazing about, unwinding after her day. She’d hung up her dress, and
taken off her slip. Removing her stockings, she was about to take off her bra
and panties, in anticipation of treating herself to a long, hot shower, when
she heard the doorbell. She grabbed her robe and slipped it on, before she went
to answer the intercom.


“Yes? Who’s there?” she asked.


“Ah—my name is Bob, I mean Robert—and I’m looking for
Mr. Mezey—?” a flustered Bob replied, haltingly. For some reason, probably his
mind was befuddled by lust, making clear thinking difficult or impossible, it
simply hadn’t occurred to him that a woman’s voice would answer.


“Oh.” What a surprise! Vanessza thought. “Come
right up.” She buzzed Bob through the downstairs security door.


Opening the apartment door, she was pleased by what
she saw. Bob stood there, looking boyishly shy. His casual clothes did nothing
to conceal his husky young physique. He looked like the epitome of wholesome
young manhood.


“Hello,” Vanessza said.


“I’m looking for Mr. Mezey,” Bob told her.


“I’m Mrs. Mezey.”


Bob was stunned. He’d assumed, rather naïvely, that
the reason Adolar was gay, or bisexual, or whatever, was because his wife
didn’t satisfy him. In his imagination, Bob had pictured the mysterious Mrs. Mezey
in a variety of different ways, all of them unflattering—as several years older
than her handsome stud of a husband, maybe. As overweight. As homely. As “a real
dog,” as his fellow male students callously referred to any girl whom they
found unattractive.


But the woman standing in the doorway was a knockout!
She was young, she was beautiful, she was built—and, above all, she positively
exuded sensuality. She was pure sex!


After his wild weekend of man-to-man sex with Adolar, Bob
had convinced himself that he was exclusively, one hundred per cent, gay. Now,
suddenly, he wasn’t so sure. To his utter confusion and embarrassment, he found
himself responding to Mrs. Mezey’s allure in the most primitive, purely
physical way possible. The sight of the pro bodybuilder’s wife was giving him a
hard-on!


Lust and guilt strove for ascendency within him. Lust,
predictably, won out.


“My husband isn’t here, right now,” Vanessza said.


“Oh. I should’ve called, first. Well, maybe I can come
back later. Or I could leave him a message—?”


“He might get home, any minute now. Why don’t you come
in and wait for him?”


“I wouldn’t want to impose.”


“You wouldn’t be. Please, come in. Make yourself at
home.” Not that you haven’t already have, from what I’ve heard, Vanessza
thought, wryly.


Like a lamb following the Judas goat in a
slaughterhouse, Bob followed Vanessza inside the house.


“Forgive me for not being dressed,” she said. “I was
about to jump into the shower, you see.”


“That’s okay. I’m sorry for interrupting you.”


“Oh, no harm done. The shower can wait. I enjoy having
company, as a matter of fact. I like to entertain my husband’s friends.
Especially his fans, and other bodybuilders—which often amounts to same thing. I
know who you are, of course,” Vanessza remarked, as she took Bob into
the living room.


“Do you?”


“Your name’s Bob, isn’t it, didn’t you say?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“My husband has told me so much about you.”


“Has he?”


“Yes, everything.”


“Everything?”


“There seems to be an echo in here,” Vanessza said,
playfully. “Well, maybe Adolar hasn’t told me everything, but he’s told
me quite a lot. I know that you run that website, The Muscle Forum.
You’re one of my husband’s biggest fans, aren’t you?  You’ve made quite an
impression on him.”


To her delight, she saw that she’d succeeded in making
Bob blush. God, he was sweet. So fresh and innocent. Her need to fuck
him simply welled up inside her, like an irresistible tide. She fought to
control herself.


“Mr. Mezey is a great guy,” Bob said, with guileless
fervor.


“Yes, isn’t he? Of course, like all men, he has his
little quirks. He has his kinky side, you know.”


“His kinky side?” Bob repeated, blankly.


“There’s that echo again. Oh, maybe ‘kinky’ is the
wrong word for it. ‘Open-minded’ or ‘versatile’ might be preferable. You see,
for one thing, Adolar likes both men and women. But how silly of me! Of course,
you already know all about that, Bob. You know that Adolar and I have
what’s often called ‘an open marriage’ … and you, of all people, know how
much he enjoys having sex with men.”


“Oh, no, Mrs. Mezey. I swear—!”


“Ah, maybe you’d better not swear, Bob. I’d hate for
you to perjure yourself. Don’t bother to deny it. You’ve slept with my husband,
haven’t you? Although, knowing Adolar, I doubt that either of you got much
sleep. I saw the semen stains, when I put the sheets in the washer. There’s
nothing for you to be embarrassed about, Bob. I’m well aware of the fact that
my husband is bisexual. And I really don’t mind. I’m grateful, actually, that
he’s found himself a nice young man like you. I might feel different if Adolar
let himself get involved with some silly, superficial little twink.” Vanessza
paused. She smiled sweetly at Bob, who stood there, gaping at her. “But I’m
forgetting my manners,” she said. “When you rang the bell, I was about to make
myself a drink. What can I get you?”


“Nothing, Mrs. Mezey. Nothing, thank you anyway.”


“Oh, do call me Vanessza. I want us to be good
friends. And you’re my guest. You must have something to drink.”


“I’m in training, Mrs. Mezey. I mean, Vanessza. My
coach doesn’t allow us guys who are on the soccer team to drink.”


“Well, your coach isn’t here, is he? My husband’s
fairly disciplined when it comes to his diet, but he’s been known to bend his
own rules, every now and then. He’s hardly in a position to criticize you for
having one little drink—now, is he?”


“Uh—I guess not,” Bob blurted out.


“I’m going to have a scotch, straight up. Won’t you
join me?”


“If you insist. I’ll have the same, I guess.”


Vanessza poured out the drinks. She handed Bob one of
the filled glasses. 


“I’d like to propose a toast,” she said. “Here’s to my
horny husband, and his boyfriends.”


“Really, Mrs. Mezey! I mean—Vanessza,” Bob
protested.


“Oh, I’m only teasing you, Bob. Can’t you take a joke?
Come on, drink up.” Vanessza touched her glass to Bob’s, and then she set him a
good example to follow by drinking down the scotch. Nervously, Bob gulped some
of his own drink.


“Maybe I shouldn’t stick around,” Bob suggested.


“Nonsense. I enjoy having you here. It’s so nice of
you to keep me company. I want us to get to know each other better … much
better. And Adolar will be so disappointed if he comes home and finds that he’s
missed you. Now, what can I do to entertain you, until he gets here?”


“I don’t know. You’re doing just fine, so far.”


“Tell me, Bob. Which do you prefer, men or
women?”


Stunned by the unexpected question, Bob gave a
spontaneous, truthful answer. “I don’t know.”


“Did you enjoy having sex with my husband?”


“I loved it,” Bob admitted, without guile.


“You dear boy. I know that Adolar enjoyed it, too.
You’re just the type that he likes. But when it comes to women … are you afraid
of them?”


“No,” Bob insisted, defiantly. “Not at all!”


“Do you like fucking women?”


“We really shouldn’t be talking about such things.”


“Of course we should. Why shouldn’t we? Don’t be
silly, Bob. Don’t be shy. You can tell me anything.”


“I’ve only been with one woman. And one man,” Bob
confessed.


“And the one man was my husband?”


“Yeah.”


“At least you have good taste, and you’ve started at
the top. But not a very big sample, to draw any conclusions about sexual
preference from. Maybe if you had more experience—?” 


“Yeah, I’ve thought of that, myself.”


“You can gain some more today, if you like. Right now.
With me.”


Bob’s eyes widened in shock. “With you?”


“With me.”


“No kidding?”


“No kidding.”


“What about Adolar?”


“He won’t mind. He’d be delighted, as a matter of fact,
to know that the two of us are getting along so well. Take my word for it.”
Brazenly, Vanessza opened the front of her robe, as though she was modeling
lingerie. “Do you like what you see?”


Bob gaped at her. “Yeah!”


“Do I turn you on?”


“You’re beautiful,” Bob breathed.


“Why, thank you, Bob. Would you like to make love to
me?”


“Yes!” the boy exclaimed. “Well,” he added, after a
moment’s thought. “If you’re sure Adolar wouldn’t mind?”


“You let me worry about Mr. Hungary,” Vanessza assured
him. “He may be hot shit on the physique circuit, but here at home, I’m the
boss.” She shed the robe, and she stood there in the living room in front of
him, in her skimpy, provocative bra and panties. “Take off your clothes, Bob,”
she urged him.


“Right here?”


“Of course. Where else? And I’m sure it won’t be the
first time you’ve been undressed, here in this very room. I’m well aware of how
my husband likes to entertain his male friends. You two did it on the floor, in
front of the fire, didn’t you? And then, later, he took you upstairs, into our
bed?”


“I guess you know everything, ma’am. There’s no point
in trying to keep any secrets from you, is there?”


“None whatsoever. Come on, don’t be shy. Let me see
what you look like, naked. Let me see what Adolar has been helping himself to.”


Quickly, Bob stripped, tossing his clothes onto the
floor.


“Oh, my God,” Vanessza moaned, at her first sight of
his naked body. “You’re quite a stud. No wonder Adolar—oh, fuck!”


As she spoke, she stepped toward him. Her cunt was
already tingling with anticipation—with impatience!


Squirming around to kneel directly in front of him,
her voluptuous breasts shaking inside the lacy cups of her bra, Vanessza
fluttered her expertly trained tongue up the underside of Bob’s hard-on, until
her wet, slippery tongue-tip reached the groove around the base of the head.
She tickled that extra-sensitive part of his prick with her tongue, picking up
a stronger masculine sex taste—and her licking and teasing made Bob writhe in
an erotic agony of impatience.


Now she was ready to take the plunge, Vanessza
decided, heatedly. She was going to suck her husband’s young lover’s cock! Bob
probably thought that Adolar was a good cocksucker. No doubt he was; God knew
he’d had plenty of practice. But now, Vanessza was going to show this boy what
a blow job could really be like!


She backed up a bit, then bent forward, positioning
her face right over the tip of his cock. Her tongue slid out of her mouth.
First, she licked the tip of the throbbing penis, lapping up the clear, sticky
fluid which was leaking, drop by drop, out of the pouting slit. Then she snaked
her slurping tongue all over the hard, smooth cock knob, widened her lips,
and—with a greedy groan of lust—she enveloped his entire glans in her
cock-loving mouth.


She closed her eyes and sucked Bob, blissfully. She
was wildly turned on. Her vagina was on fire. It felt as though a couple of
pints of hot, steaming cunt-honey were spilling out of her pussy and wetting
the crotch of her panties, gluing them against her feverish slit. Her body went
tingly hot all over. She bobbed her head up and down, back and forth, from side
to side, attacking Bob’s cock from every angle and taking it deep into her
mouth. She even let the thick head slide down into the clasping pressure of her
throat. Masochistically, she choked on it.


Bob moaned and shuddered. Vanessza was every bit as
good at sucking cock as Adolar, he was discovering—much to his delight. He
loved what the physique chamption’s wife was doing to him.


Vanessza’s red lips surrounded the base of his prick,
and then they glided up toward the head again, before slipping back down, until
her nose was crushed into his wiry pubic hair. Bob’s balls churned with their
load of hot cum. As the pro bodybuilder’s wife hungrily pumped her mouth up and
down on his turgid cock, he realized that he wasn’t going to be able to hold
his ejaculation back for long. He decided there was no point in even trying!


He wanted to warn her that he was going to come. After
all, that was the least a guy could do, when a man or a woman was going down on
him! But it was already too late. Before Bob could formulate the words, his
semen came to a boil, and overflowed.


Within seconds, his jism was spurting out his prick
and flooding Vanessza’s mouth and throat. From her happy gurgle and the frantic
swallowing noises she made, he deduced that she was enjoying herself … that she
loved this part of giving him a blow job as much, if not more, than the
cocksucking itself.


“Oh, wow, Mrs. Mezey!” Bob gasped. “That was
terrific!”


Vanessza eased her mouth off his dripping prick. She
had so much semen in her mouth that she had difficulty speaking clearly at
first.


“I’m glad you liked it,” she mumbled. “I liked it,
too. I liked it a lot. So, tell me, Bob. Who gives a better blow job—me, or my
husband?” She cleared her throat, and then she chuckled. “Never mind. I know
that’s an unfair question.” Vanessza stood up. “There’s one thing the big man can’t
do for you, though,” she added, lewdly. “But I can!”


“What’s that, ma’am?” the ever-polite Bob asked.


“Adolar doesn’t have a pussy,” Vanessza pointed out.
“I do, and right now it needs attention. Come upstairs with me, Bob. I’m going
to teach you how to make love to a woman. How to really make love to
her, until you have her screaming with pleasure, and begging you for more.”











Chapter Nine: Better Bodies, and Better Sex, Through
Chemistry


 


There was a reason why Adolar was late coming home on
that evening, when Bob showed up unexpectedly on his doorstep, and Vanessza
entertained the eager young muscle pup, during her husband’s absence.


Adolar was turning a trick. In his capacity as one of
Budapest’s most in-demand male escorts, he had made an appointment with a new
john. But no ordinary john, not just another horny man who wanted to get his
rocks off in the company of a sexually versatile, accommodating bodybuilder.
This client was willing to pay Adolar not only in cash, but with drugs.
Specifically, steroids!


The john, whose name was Laszlo, was a doctor, and he
lived in Szentendre, a quiet, picturesque suburb which was about twenty
kilometers [twelve and a half miles] north of Budapest.


Adolar had found the doctor via his website, the one
on which Adolar advertised his escorting services.


Let’s barter! This hot bisexual
bodybuilder, recently awarded the title of Mr. Hungary, seeks a physician who
can prescribe “performance enhancement” drugs for him, Adolar had posted,
shamelessly. Help me to get even bigger and harder, and we should be able to
work out an arrangement to our mutual advantage.


With an equal frankness, Laszlo had replied. Legitimate
doctor here. Muscle enthusiast. Can supply your needs in exchange for intimate
activities, including abject, submissive muscle worship on my part, and rough,
brutal domination from you. I am willing to be your slave.


Well, that was all Adolar needed to read! He contacted
Laszlo, and they set up a day and time to meet.


On a Monday evening, Adolar drove from downtown Budapest
to the neighborhood on the northern outskirts of the city where Laszlo lived. 


The doctor, Adolar discovered, had a small but pretty
two-story brick house, set back a little from the street, and with a walled
garden on one side of it. The windows were equipped with shutters painted
bright blue, and window boxes planted with flowers. When Adolar rang the
doorbell, Laszlo opened the door almost at once.


“Ah, there you are, Adolar. Come right on in.”


“I know I’m a little early,” Adolar said,
apologetically. “But I don’t know this part of Szentendre very well, and I was
afraid I might have trouble finding the address. But your directions were
excellent. And of course—”


“Yes?” Laszlo prompted, when Adolar hesitated.


“Well, of course I used my GPS.”


Laszlo smiled. “And I’m sure that helped to bring you
right to my doorstep.”


“Yeah.” 


“The important thing is that you’re here, however you
got here. Let’s go into my study. Can I get you something to drink?”


“Sure, but don’t go to any trouble. What are you
having?”


“A cognac.”


“Then I’ll have the same, please.”


Adolar followed Laszlo into his study, where his host
poured out the drinks. The room’s French windows overlooked the garden. It was
a masculine retreat, with furniture in dark wood tones, upholstered in black or
brown leather. Laszlo’s medical bag was on his desk.


“How exciting it is to meet you at last,” Laszlo
gushed. “I have all of your videos. I can’t wait for the next one to come out.
And of course I never miss one of your competitions. I was in the audience when
you won Mr. Hungary. And the other night, when you guest posed at that amateur
event.”


“You should have come backstage.”


“I wanted to, but I was too shy. Now, though, I have
you all to myself. I’ve often thought about hiring your services. But again, I
could never seem to work up the nerve. When I saw your post about wanting to
trade sex for steroids—well, that tipped the balance.”


“This is a very nice house,” Adolar said, trying to
make the conversation not sound like too much a commercial transaction. “And
you obviously have an easy commute, to and from your office in the city.”


“Yes, it’s very convenient. How’d you know I work in
Budapest?”


“Oh, just an educated guess.” The truth was that
Adolar was a cautious whore, who always checked out his new potential johns,
whenever that was possible. Laszlo had given him his real name, and a simple
Internet search had confirmed that he was indeed a doctor, with a practice in
the city.


Adolar took a folded piece of paper from his pocket. “I’ve,
ah, taken the liberty of making a list of what performance enhancement drugs I
want.”


“That usually simplifies matters. Let me see it.”


Adolar handed over his list, which Laszlo scrutinized.


“And what results do you hope to achieve, by taking
these substances?” Laszlo asked.


He sounds more like a doctor than a john, Adolar
couldn’t help thinking. Aloud, he replied, “I want to get bigger, of course.
More muscular. And more defined.”


Laszlo smiled, and he shook his head. “Aren’t you guys
ever satisfied with the way you look? No, I withdraw the question. Because I
know the answer is ‘no, never.’ Well, I ought to be able to help you.”


Emboldened, Adolar said, “Can you prescribe me amyl?
The real stuff, not the crap which passes for it?”


“That won’t make you bigger. It’ll just make you
hornier,” Laszlo said, bluntly.


“Nothing wrong with that, is there?”


“Amyl nitrite is a potent vasodilator, used to treat
angina. Gay men discovered its recreational uses generations ago. But using it
can be dangerous is there’s anything wrong with your blood pressure, or your
heart. That’s one reason why, before I prescribe that, or anything else for
you, I’d like to give you a brief examination, first.”


“I’m sure you would,” Adolar joked. “Well, feel free.
I’m at your disposal. That was our agreement.”


“No, I mean a real physical examination—if a
cursory one.”


“Oh. Sure. But why?”


“To be blunt—I don’t want to risk prescribing
something for you that might make you drop dead,” the doctor said. “What we’re
doing here would be considered unethical by most of my colleagues. But I’m not
entirely without scruples.”


“Few people are,” Adolar replied.


“Would you like to get undressed?” the doctor asked.
On the surface, his manner and his tone of voice were businesslike; but Adolar
had been around long enough to detect the hint of urgency underlying them.


He treated the other man to his most seductive smile.
“Sure. I’ll get naked, for you.”


He began to strip, not exactly making a performance
out of it, but taking his time. He removed his shirt, and then he sat down on
one of the leather armchairs to unlace his training shoes and tug them off. He
peeled off his socks as well, balling them up and depositing them inside his
shoes. He stood up again and unbuckled his belt. Maintaining eye contact with
the other man now, Adolar noted with satisfaction that Laszlo was staring quite
fixedly at him—and was no longer making any effort to conceal his lust.


Adolar’s smile broadened into a sly grin he opened the
waist button of his jeans and pulled down the zipper. Slowly, teasingly, he
pushed the jeans down his thick thighs and calves, and stepped out of them. 


He was now nude except for a pair of pristine white
cotton boxer shorts. While getting dressed for this visit, he’d known he’d be
dropping his trousers for the doctor, sooner or later, and he’d debated whether
to wear no underwear at all. But that seemed a bit slutty and obvious. Then
he’d been torn between putting on a tight pair of skimpy bikini briefs, or
something more modest. He’d finally decided on the latter option. The freshly
laundered boxers looked good on him, they were comfortable, and—at the moment,
as he stood there in front of Laszlo wearing nothing else—they left at least
something to the imagination. Adolar suspected that Laszlo possessed a vivid
imagination, and was having no difficulty whatsoever visualizing what was
(barely) hidden away behind that white cotton fabric.


“Should I leave my shorts on—for now?” he asked,
mock-innocently, but taking care to give those two words for now an
unmistakable, provocative inflection.


“Ah … yes, Adolar, you might as well.”


Adolar submitted to Laszlo’s inspection with a good
grace. Laszlo took his pulse and his blood pressure, and then he used a
stethoscope to listen to Adolar’s heart. To Adolar’s surprise—and almost to his
disappointment—when Laszlo touched him, he did so in an apparently impersonal,
professional way.


“What’s the verdict?” Adolar asked.


“You seem to be quite disgustingly healthy, on the
whole.”


Adolar smirked. “I can be disgusting in all sorts of
ways, given the opportunity.”


“Let’s be serious for a moment, Adolar, please. You’re
a young man, in excellent physical shape. You have every incentive to stay
healthy. I know that your bodybuilding is important to you. A regimen of
steroids, properly administered and monitored, probably won’t harm you. But the
problem is that young guys like you don’t want to stick to the regimen. Their
attitude is always, ‘more is better.’ They assume that doubling the dosage will
give them twice the results. They’re wrong. They end up putting a strain on
their bodies and their internal organs, and wrecking their health.”


“I’m not like that,” Adolar insisted. “I’m not a
young, dumb, ambitious kid. I’m thirty-two years old, Doc, for Christ’s sake,
and I’ve been pumping iron since I was fourteen. I believe in going after
long-term results, not short-term ones. I flatter myself than I’m pretty
disciplined. I’ll adhere strictly to the stack you prescribe.”


“And you’ll let me check you out periodically, to keep
track of how you’re doing?”


“I put myself in your hands.” Adolar grinned. “Hell,
I’d be foolish not to want to put myself in the hands of such a caring
doctor … and such an attractive one.”


“Oh, you find me attractive, do you?”


“Of course I do. You seem surprised.”


“I hope I’m not exactly repulsive,” Laszlo said,
drily. “But I’m not under any illusions that the bodybuilders who come to me
all end up falling madly in love with me. After all, this is a business
transaction.”


“There’s no reason why a business transaction can’t
also be a pleasurable experience—for both of the parties involved.”


“True. Let’s have another drink, while I get this out
of the way.”


This was the writing
out of the prescriptions. Nude except for his boxers, Adolar sat in the
armchair and watched as Laszlo, who was still fully dressed, seated himself
behind his desk. The doctor took out a pad of prescription forms and an
expensive-looking fountain pen, which he uncapped. He set to work,
methodically. Both men sipped their cognac while Laszlo wrote out prescription
after prescription, adding them to a growing pile. For a physician, he had
unusually legible handwriting. It occurred to Adolar that there was something
almost surreal about the situation, and the transaction which was taking place.


“To avoid a pharmacist getting suspicious,” Laszlo
said, as he completed his task and pushed the stack of little squares of paper
toward Adolar, “it might be a good idea not to have all of these filled
at the same drug store.”


“I understand.” Adolar found his discarded trousers,
and tucked the wad of papers into one of its pockets.


“Good. Are you satisfied?”


“Very. And don’t worry,” Adolar added. “I’m going to
make certain that you are, too. Where’s the bedroom?”


“Upstairs.”


“Don’t you think it’s about time we went there?”


“I suppose so.” There was a studied diffidence in Laszlo’s
tone of voice. “Bring your drink with you.”


“Let’s go.”


They rose, taking their glasses and the bottle with them,
and Laszlo led the way, up the stairs and into his bedroom.


He’d obviously anticipated entertaining a visitor in
his bedroom, and in his bed. The drapes were drawn over the windows. The only
light in the room came from one of the two small, shaded lamps set on
nightstands on either side of the bed. The lamp was turned down low, so that it
cast a soft, warm suffused glow over the bed. The bed, made up was freshly
laundered, luxurious linen sheets, was turned down. On the same nightstand as
the lit lamp were set out the unmistakable accessories of sex—two neatly folded
clean towels, a bottle of silicone gel lubricant, and a cardboard box (white,
with blue lettering) containing amyl nitrite ampules. Slung over one of the
bedposts was a silver neck chain threaded through the holes in the base of a
silver-plated, bullet-shaped inhaler.


Adolar saw no reason to be coy. He pushed down his
boxer shorts, stepped out of them, and deposited them neatly on top of one of
the chests of drawers.


He stood there naked, relaxed, unselfconsciously
displaying himself. The fact that he was, for all practical purposes, not only
exhibiting himself to his new trick, but using his body as a commodity to
barter with, excited him. He felt his cock stirring as it filled with blood and
began to harden and throb, insistently, as though it was deliberately trying to
call attention to itself. It was a summons that Adolar always found hard to
resist. He reached down, grasped the shaft of his swelling prick in his hand,
and began to stroke it gently, helping it get fully hard. 


Laszlo had begun to get undressed. As he stripped, he
stared excitedly at Adolar’s already nude body, and his exposed genitals.


“You really are magnificent,” he whispered. “Your
photos don’t you justice.”


“Thank you.”


“I feel puny next to you.”


“Don’t be absurd. You’re very handsome. And I can tell
you have a nice body. Come on, let me see the rest of it,” Adolar coaxed. “Get
naked. It’s not fair, for me to be the only one standing here without a stitch
on.” He sat down on the edge of the mattress, and, curiously, took the silver
chain and inhaler from the bedpost. “May I?”


“Of course.”


Adolar saw how the base of the inhaler unscrewed, so
that one of the ampules could be dropped inside it. Twisting the top of the
inhaler exposed an aperture through which the fumes of the amyl good be
snorted. Adolar took one of the ampules from the box on the nightstands. The
fragile-looking little object was sheathed in a thin covering of fine-textured
mesh.


Laszlo had stripped off his underwear, so that now he,
too, was nude.


“Pinch it lightly between your thumb and your
forefinger to crush it,” he instructed Adolar, “and drop into the inhaler and
twist it closed. Then you’re good to go.”


Adolar broke the popper, which made a distinct snap,
and loaded it into the inhaler. He treated himself to an experimental hit in
each nostril. The results were so dramatic that he repeated the process.


“Fuck,” he exclaimed, as Laszlo joined him on the bed,
took the inhaler from his hand, and used it himself.


“It really does enhance sex,” Laszlo said. “When used
in moderation.”


“I’m all for enhancement, of any kind,” Adolar
retorted. “Moderation, though, I’ve never had much use for.”


They passed the inhaler back and forth. After several
hits of the unusually strong poppers, both men were experiencing a fierce, hot,
irresistible rush. What few inhibitions either of them may have had immediately
evaporated. They rolled heavily over the bed in each other arms, kissing,
caressing, and writhing against each other. It was an erotic wrestling match
with no holds barred. Their lust steadily mounted and peaked.


Adolar suspected that Laszlo was so aroused by him and
by the poppers that he’d do just about anything Adolar asked him to. He decided
to put the question to the test. 


“What you want to do?” he asked. “I mean—what do you really
want to do? Don’t be embarrassed to tell me.”


“I want to worship that body of yours,” Laszlo blurted
out.


“I like the sound of that.”


“I want to be your sex slave.”


“I could use a good sex slave.”


“I want to be your bitch.”


“You’re going to be my bitch,” Adolar responded,
allowing a hint of menace to creep into his voice and manner this time. “You’re
going to do everything I tell you do, aren’t you, no matter how nasty? And
you’re going to like it.”


“Yes,” Laszlo gasped.


“Then you might as well get started. Suck my tits,” Adolar
grunted.


The words were barely out of his mouth before Laszlo
was attacking his chest, nuzzling Adolar’s firm pecs and mouthing his big brown
nipples, wetting them with his saliva and teasing them into erection with his
tongue. Laszlo moaned and panted with excitement as he sucked each of the
nipples in turn. Adolar had extremely sensitive and responsive nipples, and
having an eager guy work on them always got him hot, more quickly than any
other form of foreplay.


His hard-on was soon positively painful as it pulsated
and jerked about freely in the air, rubbing against Laszlo’s belly and thighs
and the doctor’s own thick cock. The two naked men pressed their bodies
together at full length, groping each other, eagerly exploring each other’s
physiques.


“Now my balls,” Adolar gasped, when he felt that he
could withstand the wet, swabbing pressure of Laszlo’s hungry lips and tongue
on his tits no longer without firing his load prematurely. “Get down there and
lick my balls! They’re good and sweaty for you. Suck them right inside your
mouth and use your hot tongue all over them. Do it!”


But Laszlo was already scrambling down between the
bodybuilder’s huge, parted thighs to do his bidding.


“Don’t suck my cock until I give you permission to,” Adolar
warned him.


A second later, Adolar tensed, but then he relaxed and
groaned softly in selfish, sensual pleasure, as he felt Laszlo’s nose rub
against the base of his cockshaft and the warm wetness of Laszlo’s tongue
flicking all over his hairy, swollen, highly responsive testicles.


“That’s right. Lick the motherfuckers! Get them wet.
Suck them. Put them inside your mouth and suck on them!” Adolar urged,
heatedly.


But the commands were really superfluous. Laszlo was
doing exactly what Adolar wanted him to. Laszlo was clearly enjoying being
submissive, and he seemed to know, instinctively, what turned Adolar on.


“Oh, that’s a pair of nice big stud balls,” Adolar
heard him mumble, between licks.


Adolar helped himself to another potent, penetrating
blast from the inhaler, and then he twisted himself down to thrust the inhaler
into one of Laszlo’s nostrils, pinching the other one shut as he did so, so
that the black-haired stud could get a rush, too.


Laszlo now had both of Adolar’s big balls inside his
juicy mouth, and when the amyl hit him, he went wild, sucking and tugging on
them, milking them with his pursed lips, while his hot tongue seemed to lap
restlessly over the surfaces of both testicles at once. Adolar loved the way it
felt to have his nuts suckled like that. It was all he could do to restrain
himself, to keep from jerking off with one hand—and burying three or four
fingers of his other hand up his ass, to help bring himself off. But he knew
that this was only the beginning of what Laszlo would be willing and eager to
do for him. Adolar forced himself to save his cum, in anticipation of even more
stimulating and ultimately satisfying sexual acts.


He lay back, closed his eyes, and concentrated on the
pleasure the other man was lavishing so unselfishly upon him.


“Now kiss my thighs,” Adolar told Laszlo. “Lick them
all over.”


Laszlo hesitated, obviously impatient to suck the muscle
god’s cock, which wavered so tantalizingly right in front of his flushed,
reddened, sweating face. Adolar half opened his eyes, looked down, and saw Laszlo
gazing at his body with a mixture of admiration, apprehension, and frustration,
his mouth still stuffed full of Adolar’s scrotum.


“Do it, man,” was all that Adolar had to say.


Laszlo made a little moaning noise, and then he
shifted his head and let Adolar’s saliva-soaked balls slip from between his
lips as he thrust his head deeper between the bodybuilder’s thighs. He began to
kiss and lick them, as Adolar had told him to do. It felt good, but Laszlo
evidently realized what Adolar would want next. He anticipated the other man’s
command. He guided Adolar’s legs up and over his shoulders, as he licked his
way quickly down the backs of Adolar’s thighs and began to kiss and bite his
firm, smooth-skinned ass cheeks.


Adolar’s flesh was burning hot all over by now, and he
felt warm and languid, but very aroused, although not urgently so. He could
relax and savor what the other man was doing to him.


“Rim me,” he gasped—and Laszlo immediately plunged his
face between the buttocks that Adolar thrust upward and reached down to grasp
and part for him. Adolar pulled his butt cheeks wide open, and he felt Laszlo’s
hot, moist breath waft between them and strike his sphincter muscle. A moment
later, Laszlo’s lips pressed against the pucker and his tongue pushed through
it, penetrating Adolar’s asshole as deeply as he could force it to go. He began
to lick the anal flesh furiously, grunting in wild, uncontrollable excitement. 


There were few things Adolar enjoyed more than a
really good, enthusiastic rim job, and so he deigned to allow Laszlo to eat his
ass for a long time, occasionally urging him on with barked commands such as,
“Rim it! Suck that ass! Get your hot tongue right up in there and lick it
good!” He interrupted the act from time to tome only in order to give Laszlo
hits of the popper, emptying the used ampule from the inhaler and replacing it
with a full-strength new one.


Adolar had rarely felt his cock stay so hard for so
long. It felt close to bursting with lust on its own volition, without even
being touched. It was leaking a steady flow of pre-cum. His balls, too, ached
with a need for ejaculation. The pressure soon became unbearable. Adolar would
have liked to feel that hot, wet slippery tongue of Laszlo’s cleaning out his
anus for him all night long; but there was a limit to how much of such intense
stimulation the burly bodybuilder could endure. Right now, he simply had to
come, to relieve that insistent, horny pressure in his cock and balls.
Otherwise, he was afraid his tormented genitals might explode—literally!


“Sit on my dick!” Adolar moaned, thrusting the inhaler
down at Laszlo’s face with one hand and reaching clumsily for the jar of
petroleum jelly with the other. His hand shook with lust as he grasped the
container of lubricant and opened it.


Laszlo, on his knees between Adolar’s widespread legs,
had straightened up and he was taking deep breaths from the inhaler, pressing
it up into each of his nostrils in turn. His chest heaved as the amyl nitrite
made him breathe even harder, and he let out a moan of satisfaction at the rush
he got.


Adolar was already greasing up his dick with the
petroleum jelly, the slick contact of his hand on his cock bringing him once
again dangerously close to coming. He had enough presence of mind to use a
tried-and-true squeeze technique on his overexcited penis, gripping the shaft
of the violently throbbing prick just below the head with his thumb on one side
and his first two fingers on the other. A couple of firm squeezes applied just
to that spot calmed his erotic fury somewhat. The urgent need to ejaculate
subsided, and Adolar’s cock even began to soften somewhat—but not for long!


Laszlo handed Adolar the inhaler, and straddled his
hips, reaching down for Adolar’s prick and aiming it up between his buttocks.
He lowered himself onto it, quickly and recklessly.


“Fuck me,” he begged—unnecessarily; because Adolar had
every intention of doing exactly that.


The amyl helped Laszlo to relax his sphincter muscle. Adolar’s
well-lubricated, but still unusually thick and fat-tipped, cock entered him
easily, with most of the shaft sliding right up Laszlo’s hot, tight ass at
once. The lustful doctor did tense up and groan in slight pain, as the turgid
meat filled him. He hesitated, but then he bit his lip and forced himself to
sink the rest of the way down. The last few inches of Adolar’s prick
disappeared inside him; and Adolar, already gasping as the poppers he was
breathing in struck him and made him feel hot and giddy and very horny indeed,
let out a hoarse cry of lustful satisfaction when he felt all of his aching
prick being gripped and massaged by Laszlo’s greedy anus.


The two men began to fuck, like two animals—or, more
accurately, Laszlo fucked himself on Adolar’s cock. The bodybuilder really
didn’t have to anything except lie there beneath his sex partner and enjoy the
ride. Laszlo would lift himself up until only the head of Adolar’s cock
remained stuck inside his sphincter ring. He would pause for a second, enjoying
the way his asshole was stretched around that fat cockhead. Then, very slowly,
groaning with pleasure all the way down, he would lower himself again and feed
the shaft of Adolar’s cock deep into his anus once more, until his hairy cleft
was rubbing hard against the bodybuilder’s balls and he was completed filled
with Adolar’s manhood.


Laszlo’s own prick was rock hard, and it looked
enormous. Adolar reached out and caressed it, along with Laszlo’s balls, with
one greased hand from time to time. He also played with Laszlo’s nipples,
pinching and tugging on them, which the other guy seemed especially to like. Laszlo
fucked himself on Adolar’s prick faster and with less self-control. Both men’s
mounting excitement had begun to get the better of them.


“I’m going to come soon if we keep this up,” Adolar
admitted, warning Laszlo well in advance.


“Do it!” was all that Laszlo grunted in reply.


His ass tightened to milk Adolar’s prickshaft more and
more efficiently, making the muscle stud grit his teeth and suck in his breath
as the wild sensations rushed through his big body and he reveled in them.


“Come in my ass, man,” Laszlo pleaded. “Shoot in me!
Fill my hole with your fucking hot cum!”


Adolar’s greasy fingers pumped faster on Laszlo’s
throbbing hard-on, and then they reached lower, to tickle his balls, which
looked as though they were about to burst, like two pin-popped balloons.


“Do you want me to shoot in you this way?” Adolar
gasped. “Or do you want to get on your belly, so I can shove my prick even
deeper up your ass?”


Long experience had taught Adolar that, exciting
though it was to sit on a guy’s prick or have a guy sit on his, the prone
position permitted even deeper penetration. Some men, in fact, couldn’t take Adolar
comfortably that way.


“Oh, Christ,” Laszlo moaned. “I can’t believe it could
go in me any deeper than it already is. Okay, let’s do it. I don’t care how we
fuck, as long as you blast in my ass, one way or another. Only, give me some more
of those poppers, first.”


Laszlo quickly pulled his ass off Adolar’s glistening
prick and threw himself face down on the bed beside the bodybuilder, greedily
sniffing from the inhaler Adolar handed him. Adolar got on top of Laszlo’s
broad back. His horny prick wedged itself down between the other guy’s thighs
from behind.


“Spread your legs,” Adolar instructed him,
breathlessly. “Wider! That’s it.”


He positioned his own knees on the outsides of Laszlo’s
thighs, and then he raised himself enough so that he could grasp his cock and
aim it between Laszlo’s enticingly masculine buttocks.


“Now, you open your ass, and you take my cock!”


Laszlo was reaching behind himself to give Adolar the
inhaler, his face buried in the pillow. He moaned in anticipation of having
that prick up his ass again. Adolar seized the inhaler and put it in his
nostril, pinching his nose shut against it with another finger of the same
time. As he sniffed, he forced the head of his greased dick into Laszlo’s ass
again. He sank deep into that hot, yielding anus, which closed around him like
a moist, fleshy vise. Just then, the amyl began to enter his bloodstream, and a
hot surge of pure lust shot through his cock.


The double stimulation was incredibly arousing, and Adolar
began to fuck Laszlo as wildly as he could ever recall having screwed another
stud inn his life. He tossed the inhaler aside on the mattress and wrapped both
of his arms around Laszlo’s waist, his hands groping for the guy’s cock and
balls. He humped him with a bestial abandon that made both men shudder and
tense and cry out frenziedly.


Laszlo’s strong anal muscles, flexing fiercely, milked
the full length of Adolar’s cock so hard that Adolar couldn’t understand how
the guy could keep up the pressure. But Laszlo not only kept it up; he seemed
to wish that Adolar’s cock was even larger and that the muscle brute could fuck
him even more violently. But that was literally impossible. Adolar was fucking
as forcefully as he could, already. His ruthless prick was punishing the other
guy’s butch ass. But Laszlo was getting off on the rough treatment, enjoying it
even more than his fucker was, judging by his loud cries and moans, and his
strangulated pleas of, “Harder! Harder, man! Really fuck that ass! Fuck me!
Fuck me! Oh, shit—fuck me harder!”


“I’m fucking you, buddy,” Adolar assured him,
breathlessly. “I’m giving that hot tight little ass of yours all I’ve got to
give!” he insisted, just in case Laszlo’s well-pounded ass wasn’t already
receiving the message clearly enough. 


The sex was too good, too wild, to last nearly as long
as either man might have wanted it to. Their mutual lust was simply too urgent
to be sustained.


“I’m coming!” Adolar yelled.


“Yeah! Do it! Fuck me, come in my ass!” Laszlo
replied.


Those were the only words they were able to exchange
before the tidal wave of orgasm broke over both of their bodies at once. Adolar’s
prick spurted a steady stream of what felt hot enough to be molten lava deep
into Laszlo’s ass, flooding his prostate with the gooey stuff, and triggering Laszlo’s
own ejaculation. Laszlo’s cock swelled even larger within Adolar’s grasping,
masturbating fist before it began to pour out its own hot liquid all over the
bed beneath both men’s thrashing bodies, wetting the sheets and splattering Laszlo’s
sweaty chest and belly and thighs with his own sticky male seed.


But Adolar continued to seed Laszlo’s butt at the same
time, filling his asshole with his cum.


Their orgasms went on and on, their pent-up passion
erupting out of their bodies repeatedly, in spurt after spurt of draining,
debilitating, yet wholly exhilarating lust. Adolar, especially, was lost for
the moment in a selfish, utterly satisfying world of pure physical pleasure and
release as he used Laszlo’s body. His powerful frame was shaken from head to
foot by the fierce spasms of throbbing fulfillment he had attained. His
muscular body pounded down savagely upon his partner, who lay helpless under
him, impaled on Adolar’s rutting, exploding cock.


When his orgasm finally ended, Adolar felt totally
spent, emptied of both lust and anger. The two men’s hot, impassioned fucking
had quenched even his strong feelings of frustration and raw sexual need. He
eased his still-stiff prick out of Laszlo’s semen-flooded asshole and rolled
off him, quickly bending down to kiss his face and mouth for the first time.
This was a reversal of the usual procedure, in which kissing was a part of the
foreplay. But they’d both been too horny to neck even a little before they’d
gotten down to the nitty-gritty of the actual sex.


“Thanks, man,” Adolar told Laszlo, in a light, casual
tone of voice, after breaking their long, deep kiss. He gave Laszlo a comradely
slap on the butt. “Thanks for the fuck. That was just what I needed.”


But Laszlo didn’t seem all that happy, now that the
fever of eroticism had abated. He was probably—and belatedly—feeling
self-conscious, and possibly a little guilty, as well. This was a not uncommon
phenomenon with men who paid other men for sex, Adolar had observed. Laszlo
pulled free, away from Adolar’s kisses and caresses, and sat up on the bed. He
ran his fingers through his sweaty hair, combing it back from his forehead. He
avoided looking Adolar in the eyes.


“What’s the matter?” Adolar asked.


“Nothing.”


“Wasn’t that what you wanted? Didn’t I do it right?”


“You were fine.”


“Was I too rough on you? Didn’t you like it?”


“Sure, I liked it. Only … some of time, while we were
doing it, I almost felt like you were just … well, you know. Using me. As
though I was nothing but a hole, for you to stick your cock into. Before you
remind me—yes, I’m perfectly aware that’s the treatment I asked for. I know
what you’re thinking. ‘This guy needs to make up his mind.’ For some reason,
when I give in to these tendencies of mine, I feel annoyed with myself,
afterward. I’ve let my weakness take over and control me, against my better
judgment.”


“Do you feel that you’ve been taken advantage of? Is
that it?”


“Something like that, perhaps. I know it’s irrational.
And even hypocritical.”


Adolar smiled. “Well, for the record, that’s a very
nice hole you have there. And what it’s attached to isn’t bad, either. I like you,
Laszlo. I don’t want you to feel bad about this.”


“But I don’t, really. Well, forget it. It’s no big
deal.” Laszlo looked and sounded somewhat mollified. “Listen. When I can see
you again?”


Adolar caught the eagerness in Laszlo’s voice, and he
grinned, more than a little smugly. He had this dude hooked, all right!


“Any time you want,” he said, casually. “Well,” he
added, after a moment’s thought, “as long as it doesn’t conflict with my
workout schedule. No offense, buddy. I like you, and you’re hot. But I don’t
let anything get in the way of my training!” He flexed his arm and
preened, for Laszlo’s benefit. “Got to keep this body in shape, you know, or
you’ll lose interest in me,” he teased.


Laszlo stared at the massive bicep muscle which Adolar
was flexing.


“No danger of that,” Laszlo said, softly. “No danger
at all!”


 











Chapter Ten: Take a Look on the Bed


 


An hour later, when Adolar arrived home, he was in
exceptionally good mood. Laszlo had certainly gone out of his way to satisfy
Adolar’s sexual needs. And the bodybuilder had his prescriptions, for the
performance enhancement drugs he wanted. He found Vanessza in the living room,
humming happily to herself. Naked under her robe, she was treating herself to
another stiff scotch. She needed it, after the physical exertions she’d just
put herself through, in the bedroom.


“Sorry I’m late,” her husband apologized, after
greeting her with a kiss.


“Oh, that’s all right, darling. I managed to keep
myself entertained.”


“You seem to be in a good mood.”


“The best. You have no idea. And I have a surprise for
you.”


“Oh? Do you? What’s the occasion?” Adolar asked.


“No occasion in particular, lover boy. I don’t need
one. It’s just that, every now and then, I like to remind you how much I love
you. How much you mean to me. How grateful I am, to be your wife.”


“Vanessza, you are so sweet.” Adolar embraced and
kissed her, passionately.


“Um, don’t get me started,” Vanessza warned him. “Save
it for later. Right now—go check out your present. I hope you like it.
Actually, I’m sure you will.”


“You’re getting me more and more intrigued.”


“I’m trying to do just that. But I won’t tease you any
longer. Help yourself, baby. In our bedroom. On our bed. That’s where your
surprise is waiting for you. Why don’t you go and unwrap it, right now? Try it
on for size … and see whether it suits you. If it doesn’t, we can always
exchange it.”


“I can’t wait to see what it is.”


“You don’t have to wait. Go ahead and check it out.”


“Aren’t you coming along?”


“I have a couple of things to take care of here.”


Adolar knew that his wife was up to something, but he
couldn’t guess what. Curious, he made his way down the hallway, to the bedroom.


In the bedroom, the drapes were closed, shutting out
the late-afternoon sunlight. Still, there was enough light in the room for Adolar
to see that it was a bit of a mess. Clothes were strewn across the floor,
between the doorway and the bed. The bed itself was unmade. One of the pillows
had fallen onto the floor, and the bedclothes were a rumpled tangle.


Adolar recognized the symptoms. The bedroom had all
the telltale signs of having been the scene of a vigorous sex bout, the kind
that he and Vanessza especially enjoyed.


The real giveaway, however, was the presence on the
bed of a naked male body!


The guy was lying face down on the mattress with his
face buried in the other pillow. Adolar’s practiced eye determined that he had
the physique of an athletic young man. His limbs were relaxed in sleep, and he
was breathing slowly and regularly. Even though he couldn’t see the boy’s face,
Adolar would’ve recognized that bare butt, so enticingly exposed, anywhere.
That ass belonged to his young bodybuilder protégé, his muscle pup lover, Bob!


“Fuck!” Adolar exclaimed, under his breath. Maybe he
was daydreaming—having some sort of a flashback to the past weekend’s
homoerotic excesses.


Bob stirred on the bed. “Huh?” he asked, drowsily,
without raising his head from the pillow. “Oh—I guess I fell asleep, didn’t I?
I’d better get up … I’d better get out of here, before your husband comes home
and catches me here in his bed.”


Adolar snickered. “Too late.”


Shocked by the sound of Adolar’s voice, Bob sat up
quickly. Staring at the other man, he grabbed for the sheet, to cover himself.


“Oh, Jesus! It’s you, Adolar!”


“None other. You seem surprised to see me, Bob. I live
here, remember. What are you doing here, if I may ask?”


“Ah—Vanessza—I mean, Mrs. Mezey—you know, your wife? She
invited me to come in and wait for you.”


“It looks as though she did a hell of a lot more than
just that. While you were waiting, you seem to have lost your clothes, Bob.”


“She and I … it was her idea, I swear to God!
She talked me into it.”


“I can just imagine. She took advantage of you, is
that it? Is that your story, and you’re sticking to it?”


“Uh, I—”


“Oh, save your breath, Bob. You fucked my wife, didn’t
you? Don’t lie to me. Tell me the truth.”


“Yes, sir. Mrs. Mezey and I—we did it.”


“More than once?”


“A couple of times, I think. I wasn’t keeping count.
That’s why I fell asleep. I was pretty tired, afterward.”


“Yeah, been there, done that,” Adolar muttered,
although not without a certain wry humor. “She fucked you, and then she tucked
you in, for a nap. Very hospitable of her. Did you enjoy it? The sex, I mean,
not the nap.”


“Please, Adolar. You’re embarrassing me.”


“I can’t see why. If you’re going to screw a man’s
wife, Bob, then there’s no reason why you shouldn’t be upfront about it. That
way, you and the man can still be good friends. Did you enjoy fucking Vanessza?”


“Yeah. I did. She’s great,” Bob mumbled.


“See? Making that admission wasn’t so hard, was it? No
harm done. What, did you think I’d be jealous?”


“Something like that, yeah, Adolar.”


“Don’t be silly. All three of us—we’re adults. I think
it’s fine that you’ve finally met my wife, and that the two of you seem to have
gotten along so well together. It hasn’t changed how you feel about me,
has it, Bob?”


“No.”


“Good. Then, as I said—no harm done.” 


“You’re being awfully nice about this, I must say.
Awfully understanding.”


“What is there not to be nice or understanding
about? God, you are still such a little innocent, such a baby, in some ways.” Adolar
leaned over the side of the bed and ruffled Bob’s hair. Then he gave the boy a
kiss, on the mouth. “Um, you taste good … and, as usual, you’re so damn sexy. I
can’t help myself. I’m starting to get turned on. How about a quickie?”


“Now?” 


“I can’t think of a better time. Or a more convenient
place.”


“But what about Mrs. Mezey? She’s downstairs, isn’t
she?”


“She is. She won’t mind. Actually, I think she sent me
up here, more or less expecting that you and I would have ourselves some fun.”


“Wow, man. You and Mrs. Mezey—some people might think
your idea of ‘fun’ is kind of strange!”


“Yes, and those people don’t know what they’re
missing.”


Quickly, Adolar stripped. He joined Bob on the bed. 


“I want to get fucked,” he declared.


He didn’t give Bob time to respond; instead, he
quickly climbed into position, straddling Bob’s thighs, with his knees resting
on the mattress on either side of the boy’s body. Adolar moved his body forward
until his cock stood up with its shaft rubbing erotically against that of Bob’s
own thick tool, which Adolar seized and held upright in his hand. The older bodybuilder
squeezed the two dicks together, as though he was comparing their size, shape,
and degree of rigidity. Bob’s penis throbbed in response to his touch in a way which
told Adolar, more eloquently than any words, that the young stud hadn’t been
completely debilitated by the no doubt extraordinary sexual demands which Vanessza
had made on him. No, Bob was once again ready for action—and more than willing
to screw his handsome idol.


“Let’s do it bareback this time,” Adolar suggested,
impulsively and recklessly. “I want to feel your cock inside my ass, with
nothing in between them … no rubber. All right?”


“Okay,” Bob gasped.


“Stay put. Don’t move. I want to sit on it.”


Adolar lifted his butt a bit. He kept Bob’s cock aimed
upward, and he readjusted himself until his ass crack was poised directly above
the tip of the boy’s erection. Adolar lowered his butt again, and he felt the
head of the penis slip into the cleft formed by his two hard round buttocks.
Then the cockhead nuzzled against the pucker of his sphincter muscle, deep
within that cleft.


“Yeah,” Adolar whispered, eagerly. “Let me put
it inside me—!”


Adolar eased more of his weight down on the swollen
shaft. His sphincter stretched, slipping like a hungry mouth over the thick
cockhead. Applying still more leverage, Adolar allowed his own body weight to
impale him on the phallic spike. He grunted, because he experienced a moment of
slight discomfort, when the bulky glans entered him and was immediately followed
by inch after inch of solid shaft, sliding up into his rectum.


“Don’t move yet,” Adolar warned Bob. “Let me get it
all the way in me, first. Let me get used to it, before we fuck. Jesus! You
fucked me all weekend, boy, but I’d already forgotten how big your goddamn dick
is. You’re hung really huge for your age. Taking you is like losing my cherry,
all over again!”


Adolar continued to push himself down onto the rigid
pole, his mind commanding his reluctant anal muscles to yield and stretch in
order to accommodate that big cock. They obeyed at last, yawning even wider apart
to accept the base of Bob’s prickshaft, which was thicker than the rest of it.


Finally, Adolar touched bottom, his buttocks resting
on the firm seat provided by the tops of Bob’s thighs. With Bob’s cock now
buried fully inside him, Adolar leaned forward slightly and placed his palms
flat on Bob’s chest, stroking his taut, swollen nipples. He felt the hard cones
swell out even stiffer in response to his caress. He heaved his ass upward cautiously
along the inches shoved inside it, pulling his plugged asshole partly free of
the impalement. He could tell from the extra distension of his sphincter ring
when he now had no more than the head of Bob’s prick still inside him.


Adolar pushed his body down again, dragging his anal
lining downward around the solid, unyielding shaft of the young college jock’s erection,
until all of it had vanished into his butthole again. His ass cheeks once again
pressed themselves against Bob’s hard-muscled thighs. Adolar squirmed lewdly on
top of the young athlete, enjoying the way the boy’s buried dickhead once again
jabbed itself against his swollen and responsive prostate, high up in his butt.


Bob’s prick fit his anus comfortably. The fullness and
friction were a source of pleasure in themselves, radiating heat through Adolar’s
body even when the married man paused in his movements and he didn’t try to
fuck himself on Bob’s plunger. The ample proportions of Bob’s manhood filled
him nicely, leaving room in there for nothing else.


It felt so good to take the kid’s cock up his ass! Adolar
worked his hips and buttocks, stirring the cock within his ass. He began to
ride Bob’s shaft hard, pulling and pushing his body around upon the fuck tool,
until he resembled a human horse on a merry-go-round. His tight, butch asshole
virtually masturbated the cock which was plugged inside it, massaging it
repeatedly. Fucking himself on Bob like that wasn’t entirely comfortable; but
even the slight pain was something which Adolar could enjoy. He relished the
thought that his lusty, strapping new boyfriend was screwing him, taking him up
the ass—using his manhole for his own pleasure.


“Is this how you screwed my wife?” Adolar demanded.


“No, sir. We never tried this position. I guess we did
it in what they call the missionary position. And also, doggy style. Mrs. Mezey
told me she especially likes that.”


“Oh, she does. I bet her cunt felt hot and wet around
your dick, when you shoved it into her pussy from behind.”


“Please, Adolar. Let’s not talk about that, not
right now. It’s kind of distracting me.”


“Yes, God forbid anything should interfere with your
concentration. I want your full attention focused on what that big dick of
yours is doing to my ass. Fuck me, boy. Use my ass for your pleasure. Be a man,
and give yourself a man’s pleasure. Pound that stud prick of yours in and out
of me! Does my asshole feel nice and tight around your cock?”


Bob groaned. “It sure does. You’re really doing a
number on my cock, big guy.”


“Does my ass feel good?”


“It feels great.”


“Does it feel better than my wife’s cunt?”


“Oh, please, dude,” Bob pleaded. “When I’m this
fucking horny, I can’t tell the difference! All I know is … I love you, man. I
really do. I wish we could spend some time like this in bed together, every
single day. I love being with you, like this.”


“So do I, Bob. And I love fucking myself on your big,
hard dick. I wish I could have your cock up my ass, all the time.”


Bob pressed his head back into the mattress, closed
his eyes, and opened his mouth, to pant out his pleasure. His chest rose and
fell like a bellows from his labored breathing, and his tousled hair fell over
his forehead. His fingers reached out blindly and roamed over Adolar’s body,
finally grasping the pro bodybuilder’s uprisen cock, which sprang out from Adolar’s
crotch almost as though it was an extension of the long, thick cock which Bob
was working in and out of his butt.


Bob closed his fingers around Adolar’s ramrod in a
fist, offering the other man a hole to fuck, just as Bob’s cock was screwing Adolar’s
ass. Adolar’s penis felt full and heavy in Bob’s fist, its head and shaft
slippery with Adolar’s dribbled pre-cum. Bob held tightly onto it, timing his
strokes to coincide with those his dick made inside Adolar’s butt as the older
man bounced up and down on him.


“I’m getting close,” Bob warned.


“Don’t hold back,” Adolar replied. “Come in my ass!”


“But I want you to shoot, too.”


“Oh, I’m going to. No problem. Jerk me, baby. Jerk my
prick, just as hard as you can. Jerk it off!”


Bob’s fist worked Adolar’s cock even more roughly and rapidly.
His own prick blasted out its first wad of hot cum while Adolar’s asshole was
gliding in an upstroke around it and only the head of Bob’s dick was still
inside him, stretching his sphincter wide open. Feeling the wetness of the
semen against his asshole’s rim, hearing the groans of orgasmic pleasure from
the young stud’s lips, and aware of his own impending eruption, Adolar quickly
drove his buttocks back down hard, all the way. He shuddered as his anus
spasmed frantically around the prick which was going off inside him. His anal
lining turned wet and slippery, lubricated by Bob’s gushing jism.


Adolar’s own balls let go, discharging their load.
Even as the last spurts of Bob’s fluid poured into him, less forcefully than
the initial discharge, Adolar’s roughly manipulated cock unleashed a torrent of
white, potent liquid. His cum splattered onto Bob’s chest and belly, and it wetted
Bob’s caressing fingers which continued to pump his exploding cock. 


Together, the two men shook their way through their
lustful release. When they had both finished coming, Adolar didn’t want to free
himself immediately from Bob’s cock. He leaned downward carefully, pressing his
belly against Bob’s and trapping his emptied dick between their torsos. He crushed
his chest and nipples against Bob’s pecs and tits, and he kissed Bob long and
hard on the mouth.


“You’re my boy,” Adolar whispered, between kisses. “My
special boy. Aren’t you, Bob?”


“Yes, sir. I’m yours.”


“I’m willing to share you with my wife. In fact,
that’s fine. It’ll give you a chance to learn what both kinds of sex are like.
But you’ll always be mine, Bob … my lover, man to man. Won’t you?”


“You bet, stud.”


When the boy’s cock finally slipped out of his ass,
both men felt a momentary regret. Adolar already missed that delightful sense
of fullness and friction inside his butt. And Bob was already looking forward
to fucking the famous muscle stud’s hot, tight hole again.


“We’d better jump in the shower and get dressed,” Adolar
suggested. “Let’s not keep Vanessza waiting any longer than necessary.”


They showered together, which Bob found almost as
exciting as their actual sex had been. Under the warm spray, he pressed his
wet, soap-slippery body against Adolar’s. Kissing, playing with each other’s
cocks and butts, they both got aroused all over again. But Adolar finally called
a firm halt to their horseplay. The two men dried off, got dressed, and went in
search of Vanessza.


“Here’s Sleeping Beauty,” Adolar told Vanessza. “None
the worse for wear, as you see.”


She laughed. “Somehow I get the impression that you
woke him up with a lot more than just a kiss.”


 “He and I did work up a bit of an appetite. How’s
dinner coming?”


“I thought I’d throw together something quick and simple,
but I wanted to wait to find out what you men wanted,” Vanessza said. “You’ll
stay and eat with us, won’t you, Bob?”


“Of course he will,” Adolar insisted. “But why don’t
we order something to be delivered? You deserve a break from cooking, Vanessza.
And I could use a break from my diet. Do you like Chinese, Bob?”


“Yeah,” the boy mumbled.


“Perfect. We’ll have ourselves a takeout feast.”











Chapter Eleven: Appeasing Their Appetites


 


“I wasn’t aware that Chinese food is an aphrodisiac,” Adolar
remarked. “But there must be something besides the usual chili peppers in this
Kung Pao chicken. I’m getting a hard-on.”


“Darling, the food has nothing whatsoever to do with that,”
Vanessza said. “I know you. You could be faint from hunger, on the verge of
starvation, in fact—and you’d still be able to get it up at a moment’s
notice. That’d be the last part of you to give out. I will admit, though,” she
added, “that I’ve found out that most men fuck better on a full stomach. How
are you doing, Bob? Have you had enough to eat?”


“Plenty,” Bob mumbled, around a mouthful of spring egg
roll.


“Good,” Vanessza told him. “You may need your energy,
before this evening’s over.”


“He will, if I have any say in the matter,” Adolar
said, suggestively.


Like any couple, Vanessza and Adolar sometimes didn’t
feel like cooking. They kept an assortment of takeout menus handy in their
kitchen. Among these was that of a good Chinese restaurant. After conferring
among themselves, they’d gotten on the phone and ordered plenty of food. The
Kung Pao chicken for Adolar, beef in oyster sauce for Bob, and sweet and sour
pork for Vanessza. They chose crab wontons as an appetizer. And, of course,
chicken fried rice as a side dish; and egg rolls.


Vanessza suggested that they eat in the living room,
using the coffee table. Adolar lit the fire in the fireplace, and Vanessza
dimmed the lights and set out candles. She made tea, which seemed appropriate
to accompany Chinese food; but she also opened a bottle of wine.


The food was delivered promptly, by a cute young delivery
boy. It wasn’t the first time he’d made a delivery to the Mezeys’ apartment. Adolar,
who answered the door, gave the kid a generous tip, after engaging him in a rather
prolonged sotto voce conversation.


“Down, boy,” Vanessza warned her husband, after the
delivery boy left.


“I wasn’t flirting with that guy.”


“You could’ve fooled me.”


“He’s a bright kid. Hard-working, from looks of it. I
was just making conversation with him.”


“Oh? Did this conversation include the phrase ‘let’s hook
up sometime,’ or some variation thereof?”


“No, but thanks for putting the idea into my head,”
the irrepressible Adolar said. “I’ll work on that. Actually, it occurs to me
that we ought to find out which nights that guy works, and when his shift ends.
We could arrange for his last delivery to be to us, sometime—and then we can
invite him to stick around.”


Vanessza laughed. “You’re going to give Bob the wrong
impression. He’s going to think even less of us than he already does.”


Bob spoke up: “You’re just kidding, aren’t you, Adolar?
About putting the make on that delivery boy? You’re not that
promiscuous.”


Adolar and Vanessza both burst out laughing.


“You stay just as innocent as you are, Bob,” Adolar
advised him.


“But not too innocent—huh, Adolar?” Bob
retorted. “You wouldn’t like me as much.”


“You catch on quick.”


After their meal, they broke open their fortune
cookies, extracting the tiny slips of paper inside.


“What does yours say, Adolar?” Vanessza asked.


“It says, ‘You will meet a beautiful, sexy woman and a
gorgeous young man, and you will ball your brains out with both of them.’ Why,
that’s amazing. That prediction has already come true.”


Vanessza scoffed. “It says no such thing!”


“Well, the truth is, it doesn’t. Which is kind of a
shame. I should think that sexually explicit messages could revolutionize the
whole fortune cookie industry.” Adolar smiled at both Vanessza and Bob. “I
think some after-dinner entertainment is in order. Do either of you have any
suggestions?”


“Yes. Do you guys know what my idea of
entertainment would be? I’d like to watch you two beautiful men suck each
other’s cocks,” Vanessza said, casually.


Adolar smiled. He was well acquainted with his wife’s
tastes. He knew what turned her on. But Bob, he noticed, was blushing.


“How about it, Bob?” Adolar asked.


“I couldn’t, Adolar,” the young man protested. “Not in
front of your wife!”


“I don’t quite see your logic,” Adolar said. “Vanessza
and I go down on each other all the time. You and she have also gone down on
each other, I assume. And finally, you and I have sixty-nined, Bob. We’ve got a
sort of a chain going here. All that’s being suggested is that we add another
link to it.”


“Come on, Bob, don’t be shy,” Vanessza insisted. “Just
pretend I’m not even here, if that’ll make it easier for you. Pretend that it’s
just the two of you, you and Adolar, making love.”


Bob looked at Adolar—who gave him a nod of
encouragement. That was all the persuasion Bob, who had imbibed plenty of wine,
needed. 


“Maybe we’d better go into the bedroom,” he suggested.


“Lead the way,” Adolar told him.


In the bedroom, all three of them stripped. Bob got
onto the bed, which had already seen so much action that day.


He lay down on his back, and Adolar positioned himself
over him, until his cock was dangling over his young lover’s face. Bob opened
his mouth and took Adolar’s meat not only into his mouth, but down into his
throat. Adolar, in turn, started sucking the boyish-looking muscle stud’s fat
hard-on.


Vanessza moved in closer and observed the two guys,
her eyes wide and bright with excitement, admiration, and more than a little envy,
while the men fed upon each other’s flesh. She got close to Bob’s face and she
began licking Adolar’s bouncing balls with her pink, wetly stroking tongue. She
sucked both of her husband’s nuts inside her mouth and she buried her nose
between Adolar’s buttocks. Then she let his saliva-drenched balls slide back
out of her mouth, ran her tongue along the crevice of his ass, and began
rimming him.


Adolar grunted and squirmed with pleasure, and he
pushed his ass harder into her face. After rimming Adolar for several minutes, Vanessza
moved on to the other end of the sixty-nining male couple, where she sucked Bob’s
balls and ass, while he continued giving head to her husband. 


She finally forced her way between the two men,
sandwiching her body between theirs. Adolar let her take over from him. She
started sucking Bob’s prick, with her cunt clamped down over his face. Adolar,
who was still on top of the pile of bodies, began licking the soft flesh of his
wife’s firm buttocks until he had worked his way down to her asshole. He stiffened
his tongue and stuck it deep inside her, massaging the tight entrance and
getting it thoroughly wetted with his saliva.


“I’m going to fuck you up the ass, you horny cunt,” he
groaned out hoarsely between licks and sucks, his breath warm against Vanessza’s
asshole.


“Wait a second, lover,” she replied, taking her lips
off Bob’s cock. “Let me lie down on my side between you two guys. Then you can
fuck me up the ass, Adolar—and Bob, you can put yours into me
from the front. Both of you studs inside me at once … God, I’m getting hot and
wet, just thinking about it.”


They shifted positions, so that Bob faced Vanessza. He
pressed the head of his cock against her wet, heated slit, and it slid inside
easily, filling her vagina. Adolar had a bit more difficulty wedging his thick
cock into his wife’s tight ass; but after some maneuvering, he managed
literally to screw himself through her sphincter and all the way up her
asshole.


Impaled on two big pricks at once, Vanessza squealed with
delight. She began bucking her pelvis back and forth like a stripper doing
bumps and grinds, pushing her cunt onto the full length of Bob’s cock, only to
reverse the motion and ram her ass all the way down around the solid shaft of Adolar’s
tool.


“Give it to me, give it to me,” she kept insisting;
although her two fuckers were scarcely in need of any encouragement. “Cock in
my cunt! Cock in my ass!” she gloated. “Oh, I can’t stand it, it feels so good.
You’re going to make me come. You two horny stud bastards are going to make me
come big!”


Bob came first. Vanessza urged him to keep fucking her
even after he had showered the interior of her pussy with his semen, until she
reached her own fiercely gratifying climax. Just as her cunt convulsed in the
first of an awesome series of multiple orgasms, Adolar began ejaculating inside
her ass.


When it was over, Vanessza sank back onto the bed
between the two men and moaned, “Oh, that was some fantastic fucking, guys. I
thought I’d never stop coming. I can’t wait for us to do it again.”


And she didn’t have to wait for long. The two men rose
to the challenge, and they satisfied her—and themselves—again, in another hot,
exciting three-way fuck. Then, pleasurably exhausted by overindulgence in sex,
they slept together in the marital bed, with Vanessza still sandwiched between Adolar
and Bob.











Chapter Twelve: A Threesome Becomes a Foursome


 


Bob had a talk with his older brother, Istvan.


“So, what’ve you been up to, lately, baby bro?” Istvan
inquired, casually.


“Nothing much, Steve,” Bob replied, evasively.


“How many times must I tell you?” the exasperated
Istvan said. “My name is not ‘Steve,’ it’s Istvan. Just like yours is ‘Robert,’
not ‘Bob.’ We are not Americans. We’re Hungarians.”


“American names—English-language names—they’re cool. I
prefer to be called Bob,” Bob insisted.


“Oh, for Christ’s sake! I’d ‘prefer’ to be a rich man,
bro, and not have to work for a living. But wishing it, saying it, doesn’t make
it happen, oddly enough,” Istvan pointed out. “Okay, Bob,” he went on,
with a biting sarcasm audible in his tone of voice. “Have you been behaving
yourself? Is there anything I should know about? Anything you wouldn’t want Mom
and Dad to know about?”


“Not really. Uh—I’ve met Adolar Mezey. That was kind
of neat.”


“Wait. What? Not the Adolar Mezey? The
bodybuilder? Mr. Hungary?”


“None other.”


“When you say ‘met,’ do you mean—?”


“He’s very friendly,” Bob replied, evasively.


“You can’t be that frigging naïve, Bob. A man
like Adolar Mezey isn’t just ‘friendly’ with other men. And especially not with
a dumb young muscle-head like you.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


“He’s a whore!” Istvan exploded. “A filthy muscle
slut! Those videos he does—shit! What could you possibly have in common with a
guy like that?”


“Bodybuilding?” Bob suggested.


“I can’t believe you’re associating with a man like
him.”


“Yeah, well, for your information, I’ve met his wife,
too.”


“How cozy. Well, she must be a real tramp, to let her
husband screw around the way he does!”


“Adolar is actually a very nice guy, and so is
Vanessza,” Bob insisted.


“Oh, my God. My kid brother—and those frigging
degenerates! You cannot tell Mom and Dad about what you’ve been up to,
Bob. This would kill them! Holy fuck. Adolar frigging Mezey! I’m sure the man
is diseased. And his whore of a wife probably is, too.”


“Now you’re just being nasty, Istvan,” Bob protested.


“Nasty, you dumbass little shit!” Istvan exploded.
“I’ll have you know, ‘nasty’ is a guy who sucks cock and takes it up the ass,
bareback, in porn videos. Adolar Mezey! Mr. Hungary? Mr. Biggest Man Whore in
Hungary, is more like it. He’s probably sucked dick and been fucked, to win
every bodybuilding title in his resume! He’s worse than that filthy scumbag
muscle whore Emeric Varady, which is saying a lot.” [Translator’s note: I
trust it is clear that this vile slander is merely the fictional character’s
personal opinion, and is presumably by no means unbiased.] “I want you to
have nothing to do with that man. Or with his wife.”


“You’re not the boss of me,” Bob blustered. “Go fuck
yourself!”


“Don’t think you’ve gotten so big that I can’t beat
the shit out of you, you brat,” Istvan threatened his brother. “Punk!” he spat
out, dismissively.


Bob realized that trying to convince his brother of
Adolar’s merits was a losing battle. He had much better luck when he confided
in his open-minded buddy, Urban.


“So … when am I going to get in on this bi action of
yours?” Urban asked.


The question took Bob by surprise. “I don’t know,” he
replied. “Do you want to?”


“Are you kidding? Who wouldn’t? From what
you’ve been telling me, I’ve really been missing out on something.”


As usual, Bob had told Urban everything. He’d confided
in his teammate and gym buddy about his recent sexual adventures, withholding
none of the lurid details.


Urban was less forthcoming. He was enjoying his affair
with Kolos. But, because the coach kept emphasizing the need for discretion,
Urban hadn’t told Bob that he was seeing their foxy coach, off campus. Thanks
to Kolos, Urban wasn’t exactly sexually deprived. But he was always ready to
try someone, or something, new.


“I have a good thing going with Adolar Mezey and his
wife,” Bob said. “I wouldn’t want to do anything that might mess it up.”


“Come on, Bob,” Urban coaxed him. “Be a pal. Don’t be
selfish. Share. Tell them, the next time they invite you to their place for one
of their orgies, you’d like to bring a friend along.”


“I don’t go to the Mezeys’ place for orgies,” Bob
protested.


“No? What do you call these little get-togethers,
then?”


“I don’t know.”


“Sex parties? Threesomes?” Urban suggested.


“Well, whatever you’d call them, I can’t just invite
you along to the next one. I can’t come out and tell them, ‘by the way, I’ve
got a buddy who’s horny, too. Can you fuck him?’ I couldn’t say that
to them.”


“Why not? They’re swingers, aren’t they? And according
to you, they both like young guys. Sounds like they’re really into us muscle
pups.”


“I don’t know if this is such a good idea, Urban.”


“Please, Bob. I’ve never been in a group sex
scene. A man and a woman at once! Now I’m going crazy, wondering what that must
be like.”  


“Well … okay. The next time I see Adolar and I talk to
him, if I can think of some subtle way to bring up the idea, I will. But I’m
not going to be obvious about it. That’d be gross.”


Urban grinned. “Oh, heaven forbid! You might shock the
Mezeys’ delicate sensibilities! But thanks, man. I knew I could count on you.”


Bob’s opportunity came sooner than he had anticipated.
He received a phone call from Adolar, that very afternoon.


“Hello, Bob. What’re you doing on Saturday night?” Adolar
asked.


Bob was about to say nothing, in hopes that Adolar
would come up with a suggestion involving sex. But then he caught himself, and he
improvised.


“I sort of promised my buddy Urban that I’d hang out
with him,” Bob said, in the most casual tone of voice he could muster. “But I
guess I could change my plans.”


“Urban and you are very good friends, aren’t you?”


“We’re besties,” Bob acknowledged, naïvely. “He’s like
a brother to me.”


Adolar smiled. “That’s nice. If you don’t mind my
asking—?”


“Yeah, Adolar?”


“Well—exactly how intimate are you two?”


“Are you talking about sex? No. We haven’t done it
with each other—yet—if that’s what you’re talking about, big guy.”


Bob had come a long way in the past few weeks. He was
no longer embarrassed about talking about such once-taboo topics. And he’d even
managed to give that all-important word, yet, a sly, suggestive
inflection, which he could tell the other bodybuilder had picked up on.


“Would you like to? Have sex with Urban, I mean?”


“Maybe. Sure. Why not? Urban is a great guy. Of
course, he’s not like you. He’s not as experienced.” Although, Bob couldn’t
help thinking, at the rate Urban was going, there was every likelihood he’d
catch up! “Can I tell you something, Adolar, in strict confidence?”


“Of course.”


“The truth is, Urban puts on this big streetwise,
macho act—but he’s really kind of shy.” Bob did have trouble keeping a
straight face, when he uttered this outrageous fib, and he was glad they were
talking on the phone, and Adolar couldn’t see him. “He admitted to me, just the
other day, that he’s always had a crush on you. Aw, hell—he’s got the hots for
you, Adolar, as a matter of fact. He told me you’re just the kind of sexy older
guy he likes. Of course, I know exactly where he’s coming from. After all, I
feel the same way about you.”


“Wow.” Adolar was momentarily speechless, which was
uncharacteristic of him.


“Maybe you’d be doing Urban a favor if you, ah, took
him in hand and taught him a few things. The same way you taught me. In fact,” Bob
added, impulsively, “I bet Urban would really like Mrs. Mezey, too, once he got
to know her.”


Adolar chuckled. “You wouldn’t be jealous? If Vanessza
and I ‘took Urban in hand,’ as you put it?”


“Well … maybe I’d feel a little left out, knowing that
Urban was having a good time, and I wasn’t invited to join in.”


“You’ve enjoyed our threesomes, haven’t you, Bob?”


“Hell, yes.”


“Does the idea of a foursome appeal to you?”


Bob pretended that this was the first time such a
possibility had entered his head. “A foursome? That sounds as though it could
get really wild. Do you think you could talk Mrs. Mezey into something
like that?”


Adolar smirked. “I can promise you, Bob, that I’ll
have no trouble whatsoever talking Vanessza into it. Not when it’s Urban we’re
talking about. She’s seen him around campus, of course, and at the soccer
matches. He’s just the type she likes. Do you think he’d be interested?”


“I’ll ask him.”


“Be subtle, Bob,” Adolar advised. “Go about it
indirectly. Don’t scare him away.”


“I’ll try not to.”


The upshot, of course, was that the Mezeys ended up
inviting both Bob and Urban to their place for dinner, on Saturday
night. 


Bob was amused to see that Urban, who ordinarily was
so self-confident, was in a tizzy of anticipation.


“What should I wear?” Urban asked.


“There’s no need to get all dressed up,” Bob told him.
“They always have casual clothes on when I go to their place, so I dress down,
too. Anyway, all the clothes come off, sooner or later. We spend most of the
time naked. It’s more important to be good and clean, so we’ll shower and
change before we leave. Oh, and don’t be surprised if they invite us to sleep
there, after we’re done having sex. I always spend the night. They don’t want
me to drive home, late at night, when I’m all tired out from fucking. And Adolar
always makes breakfast. He’s a good cook. He makes the best palancsinta
I’ve ever had,” he said, referring to the traditional Hungarian version of
pancakes or crepes. “He stuffs them with ham and cheese—”


“Was this before or after he stuffed you with
his sausage? Jesus, it sounds as though you’re in love with the guy,” Urban
teased him.


“Maybe I am, a little. What’s not to like? If he
wasn’t married, and he asked me to move in with him and be his boyfriend—I’d do
it. I wouldn’t think twice about it. I’d agree to be his boy,” Bob rhapsodized,
looking and sounding positively giddy at the prospect of becoming Adolar’s
live-in lover.


“Shit!” Urban exclaimed. “A month ago, you were a
frigging virgin, who didn’t know anything. Now, you’re not only turning
gay—you’re talking as though you’re ready to get married. To a dude!”


“Listen, you’re the one who begged me to take you
along to a bisexual play date,” Bob reminded his buddy. “So I don’t think
you’re in any position to throw stones.”


“Okay, don’t get pissed off at me. I was just kidding.
Getting back to this sex party we’re going to. I don’t think we should show up
empty-handed,” Urban said.


“Huh?”


“Maybe we should bring along something. You know, a
bottle of wine … and a bouquet of flowers, for Mrs. Mezey. That’d be nice.”


“They’re a married couple, Urban. We’re not dating
them. We’re just going to go to bed with them. They’re going to take advantage
of us. With our consent and our cooperation, of course.”


“Well, I don’t know about you, but I was raised
right,” Urban declared, primly. “Just because you’re fucking somebody, that
doesn’t mean you can forget your manners.”


“All right, have it your way. We’ll split the cost,
fifty-fifty.”


On Saturday evening, when the two well-scrubbed
students reported to the Mezeys’ apartment, the flowers turned out to be a big
hit with Vanessza.


“Oh, how thoughtful of you, Urban,” she told him,
when—doing his best impression of boyish innocence—he presented her with the
bouquet. “You are so sweet.”


Urban gave Bob a smug See, I told you so
look.


“I’ll put these in water, for the table,” Vanessza
went on. “We thought we’d eat in the dining room tonight.”


“Vanessza is worried about making a good impression on
you, Urban,” Adolar whispered to the college boy. “Come on, let me get you guys
something to drink.”


The main course of dinner was thick, succulent steaks.
Vanessza prided herself on knowing how to keep a man happy—and not just in bed.
She noticed, with satisfaction, how her two young guests stuffed themselves.
They liked meat!


Vanessza was ecstatic. There she was, with three
handsome men—one of whom, Urban, kept staring at her in a worshipful manner, as
though he’d never seen a woman before, but he sure liked what he saw! And she
was going to fuck all three of them, before the evening was over. She was
already doing some mental geometry, calculating in her head the various
combinations and positions the four of them might get into.


It was time to suggest some after-dinner
entertainment. 


“Would you boys like to watch some porn?” Vanessza
asked. “And, while we watch it, would you like to smoke some pot?”


Urban gaped at her, incredulously.


“Adolar,” he finally managed to say, “you must have
the coolest wife in the world!”


“I’ve always thought so,” Adolar said.


“Do you have any bisexual porn?” Urban wanted to know.


Adolar grinned. “Great minds think alike. We’ve
already got one loaded in the player. So now, for your entertainment and
edification—” he added, as he led the way into the living room and picked up
the remote control.


They settled down in front of the fireplace to watch
the video. Vanessza opened a box on the coffee table. It contained a plastic
zip bag of marijuana, a packet of rolling papers, and a disposable lighter.
Expertly, she prepared a joint, licking the handmade cigarette closed with a
deft swipe of her pink tongue. Lighting it, she took a deep drag to get it
started, and then she passed it to Urban.


Adolar used the DVD player’s remote control to skip
past the video’s opening credits, and began the playback at the start of the
first sex scene. Then he took the joint from Urban and inhaled from it, before
passing it on to Bob.


The video had a rudimentary story line, in which a
husband and wife decided they needed to add some spice to their sex life. The
actor playing the husband was blandly male-model handsome, with a bodybuilder’s
physique, a toothpaste-advertisement smile, and immaculately styled dark blond
hair. His “wife” was a flaming redhead with silicone-enhanced breasts.


The filming had apparently taken place in somebody’s
actual home. It was over decorated, in somewhat dubious taste.


“I wonder what they’re supposed to do for a living?” Vanessza
asked.


“Isn’t it obvious?” Adolar retorted. “She’s a
college teacher, no doubt with a doctorate degree … and he’s a
stay-at-home househusband.” This witticism earned a big laugh, all around.


With the basic premise established, the video soon got
down to business. The husband came home with a new male friend in tow. He looked
like the kind of guy you wouldn’t care to meet in the proverbial dark
alley—unless, of course, you’d gone to that alley specifically in search of
some rough sex. Massively built, this number sported a spiked and gelled Mohawk
haircut on his otherwise shaved head. His ears were pierced, with large-gauge
steel rings set in them, and the glimpses of tattoos visible on his neck and
arms suggested that the rest of his body was also heavily inked.


“Must be a grad student,” Adolar quipped.


On screen, things quickly heated up.


“Your husband picked me up in a bar,” the burly pierced
and tattooed actor declared. “He told me you were waiting here at home with a
hot pussy.”


“I am,” the red-haired actress said. “I need it. I
need it bad!”


“Fuck her, man,” the other actor, the one who was
playing the husband, invited the tough-looking man. “But do it in front of me.
I want to watch.”


Adolar grimaced. “Who writes this stuff? It sure isn’t
going to win any prizes for sparkling dialogue.”


“Oh, I don’t know,” Vanessza said. “It’s concise and
to the point. And you have to admit it—there’s no doubt whatsoever about the
characters’ motivation!”


“Yeah,” Urban agreed. “They’re all horny and they want
to get laid.”


And they did.


“You’re going to blow us both, bitch,” the Mohawked actor
growled. “And you’d better do a good job! Get down on your knees and open your
mouth. Suck my dick, you slut. And play with your pussy while you do it. Get
that slit of yours hot and wet for me.”


“This is kind of sexist, isn’t it?” Bob asked, nervously.


“I think that’s the whole point,” Urban said.


“I don’t mind it,” Adolar insisted. “And neither does Vanessza.”


Vanessza laughed. “Speak for yourself, lover.
Actually, I find this extremely offensive … it’s so offensive, in fact,
that it’s making me all hot and wet. I’m joking,” she added, for the two
students’ benefit. “The truth is, I love watching this sort of thing.
Oh, look at her sucking that huge cock!”


The three men were looking at it, all right, with
fixed stares. The actress was on her knees, servicing the burly number, while
her “husband” stood nearby, watching the blow job—and masturbating.


“How can she take so much in her mouth?” Bob muttered.


“That lucky woman,” Vanessza remarked. “How I envy
her!”


“She sure seems to like sex,” Urban observed, with
relish.


“So does any woman, if she’s got any sense,” Vanessza
assured him.


“And trust me, gentlemen,” Adolar interjected. “My wife
has a great deal of sense.”


The slutty actress switched back and forth between her
two costars, sucking each of their cocks in turn. She even tried, at one point
in the proceedings, to cram both big male organs inside her mouth at once; but
the men were simply too well hung for her to be able to perform the stunt
comfortably. Eventually, the pierced and tattooed brute claimed her mouth for
his exclusive use again, fucking her face.


“Keep sucking, you cunt. You’re going to get a
mouthful of cum,” the brutish actor threatened, as he fucked his costar’s
throat with lunging, bruising thrusts. She took the abuse; in fact, she seemed
to exult in it. Her fingers toyed with her cunt while that thick erection raped
her mouth and throat.


Suddenly, the tattooed stud reared up, standing on the
balls of his feet, his legs spread wide. His thighs tensed, and his cock began
to spew out its load of hot, thick semen. The redhead gagged, noisily; but she
swallowed the cum, eagerly, spurt after spurt, until her tormentor pulled his
prick out of her mouth for the obligatory come shot, rubbing his exploding
cockhead all over the woman’s face and hair, drenching her in his jism, until
he finally stopped coming.


“Your turn,” the guy who had just finished ejaculating
gasped. “Fuck her, man.”


The handsome actor portraying the husband proceeded to
give the redhead’s pussy a thorough pounding, frequently shifting positions,
almost as though he was giving a clinical demonstration of various sexual
techniques.


“I’ve got two holes, you sons of bitches,” the actress
squealed, at one point in the proceedings. “Come on, you motherfuckers, fill
them both. Fuck me in the ass,” she invited the rough number, whose erection
hadn’t faltered in the least after his ejaculation. “And you,” she told her
“husband,” who was ravishing her vagina with unflagging energy. “Go on giving
it to me in my cunt!”


“Oh, my God!” Urban exclaimed, in bug-eyed disbelief.
“She’s taking them both on at once!”


“She sure is,” Bob gasped.


Vanessza and Adolar exchanged knowing glances. The
porn was having its inevitable effect upon the two comparatively inexperienced
and innocent students—an effect which the married couple had intended, of
course.


“I repeat—that lucky slut,” Vanessza sighed. 


Bob and Urban were both visibly and painfully aroused,
squirming in their seats in a futile attempt to ease the pressure exerted by
the hard-ons trapped in their pants. Their discomfort increased, moment by
moment, while the lurid scene in the video built to its pounding, spurting
conclusion.


“Well,” Adolar commented, as he thumbed the remote to
turn off the DVD player. “As ‘action films’ go, that one wasn’t too bad. It was
certainly action-packed!”


“All right,” Vanessza groaned. “Speaking of action, who’s
going to be the first?”


“The first what?” Bob asked.


“The first to admit that watching that porn has gotten
us all horny.”


“I’ll be the first,” Urban said.


“And I’ll second the motion,” Adolar chimed in, with a
laugh.


“Let’s see a show of cocks,” Vanessza suggested. “Come
on, Urban. Don’t be shy. I want to see what you’ve got!”


Urban was bolder than Bob had given him credit for. Urban
got shakily to his feet, undid his fly, and took out his cock and balls.
Kneeling in front of him, Vanessza tenderly cupped his genitals in her hand and
raised them for her own and the other two guys’ inspection.


“Oh, you’ve got a nice big one,” Vanessza purred.


“Thanks, Mrs. Mezey. But it isn’t even all the way
hard yet,” Urban bragged. “Wait’ll you see how big it can get. Then
you’ll really be impressed.”


“What can I do to help it along?” she teased him.


“You’re already helping,” Urban gasped, as her fingers
began to manipulate him.


“But I’m sure I can do more,” Vanessza assured him.
“Maybe if I suck it—?”


“Yeah, that might work!” Urban blurted out.


“Wait,” Adolar said. “Should we take this into the
bedroom, and get comfortable in there? Or would you rather stay right here? I
know that you like to play around in front of the fire, Bob. What about you, Urban?”


“Jesus, Adolar! With this big boner Mrs. Mezey is
giving me—I don’t think I can move very far!”


Adolar laughed. “We can all bed down right here, then.
Keep doing what you’re doing. I’ll go get what we need.”


He dashed down the hallway, returning a moment later
carrying a large bundle which Bob recognized. It consisted of the patchwork quilt,
the down-filled comforter, two pillows, a plastic pump bottle of lubricant, and
a box of condoms. Adolar and Bob had been experimenting with bareback anal
intercourse lately, to their mutual pleasure; but Adolar wanted to give Urban
the option.


He saw that he hadn’t missed much, during his brief
absence. Vanessza was still toying with Urban’s penis, treating him to a slow,
tantalizing hand job.


With Bob’s help, Adolar quickly made up a bed in front
of the fireplace. He put another log on the fire, and jabbed at it with the
poker, to get it started burning. Then Adolar and Bob moved closer to where Vanessza
knelt before Urban, observing their interaction with lewd anticipation.


“Go on, Vanessza,” Adolar urged his wife. “Make our
guest feel welcome … really welcome. But I think you’ll be more
comfortable, Urban, if you get undressed.”


“Yeah,” Bob agreed. “Strip down, man. Strip!”


Vanessza smiled as Urban stepped out of his jeans,
pulled off his shirt, and tossed his clothes onto the floor. Standing there
stark naked, Urban held his fat cock in his hand, stroking it, waiting for Vanessza
to go down on it.


“Suck on it,” the wholesome-looking blond boy moaned.


She paused only long enough to unzip her dress and
step out of it. Then, with her voluptuous body displayed to its best advantage
in a sheer, clinging pink slip, she started off by pressing her lips against Urban’s
muscular chest and sucking on his right nipple until it was swollen hard. She
moved her lips to the left tit, and licked and chewed on it, too, until it was
equally erect.


Then, leaving a wet trail of saliva behind with her
tongue, she went down his chest to his navel. She swirled her tongue around
inside the deep indentation, before going lower, to Urban’s cock. His unusually
thick tool was fully erect and throbbing with frantic excitement long before
her warm breath touched it.


Vanessza decided to tease him. “I don’t think you need
any help, stud. You’re already as hard as you’ll ever get.”


“Fuck that. Come on, Mrs. Mezey. Play fair,” Urban
protested.


“Yes, darling,” Adolar intervened, in his most
seductive tone of voice. “You promised to suck him. We mustn’t disappoint the
boy. And I have to admit it—I’d like to see you suck him, and I bet Bob would
like to watch you do it, too.”


“You bet.” There was an unabashed eagerness in Bob’s
response.


The sexual game-playing was turning Adolar on. His own
cock was so stiff that it ached to be set free from the tight confinement of
his jeans. But he forced himself to be patient.


“All right, men. If you want a show, I’ll give you a
show.” Vanessza opened her luscious red mouth wide, and in one fell swoop she
encompassed Urban’s cock. Her nipples were hard and pointed, rubbing against
the thin material of her slip. She sucked noisily on Urban’s cock, and when she
pulled her mouth away, it was shiny with the juices which had seeped from
between her warm, panting lips.


Her eyes fell on her husband’s bulging crotch. “How
about you, lover?” she asked. “Are you ready for some of the same treatment?”


“Do you have to ask?” the bodybuilder retorted, with a
throaty laugh.


He pulled his sweatshirt over his head, bent over to
remove his shoes and socks, and then he undid his jeans—taking care not to
catch his own cock flesh in the teeth of the zipper as he eased it down to open
his fly. All three of the other pairs of eyes in the room were focused on his
hefty cock as he extracted it from his jeans and proudly waved it about.


“Does this answer your question?” he asked his wife,
facetiously.


“It sure does,” Vanessza replied, with fervor. She
took Adolar’s prick in both of her hands and wrapped her lips tightly around
its head. She began sucking it with gusto while the two students watched her
performance, smoldering with envy and getting even more aroused themselves.
Finally, Vanessza eased her lips off her husband’s throbbing meat.


“Married all these years,” she gasped, “but it’s still
my favorite treat.”


Bob, who was now very high as a result of having
smoked the grass, whispered, “I’d like to taste that big thing again, too.”


“Go right ahead,” Adolar invited him. “Be my guest.”


Bob took the older guy’s dick into his mouth and began
blowing him. Urban and Vanessza got on either side of Bob’s face, pressing
their own mouths close to Adolar’s crotch. Each was able to kiss and lick and
suck on one of Adolar’s big balls. Adolar was in ecstasy, thrilled at having
all three of his horny playmates on their knees, servicing him in a lewd sexual
competition.


“I think we ought to do something especially nice for Vanessza,
since she’s being such an accommodating hostess and she’s been taking such good
care of us so far,” Adolar suggested, gallantly.


He helped his wife to step out of her slip. Her
brassiere and panties followed. Bob had seen Vanessza nude before, of course;
but Urban’s eyes were riveted upon her naked, voluptuous body.


“Damn, Mrs. Mezey!” Urban exclaimed. “You’re really
built!”


“Why, thank you, Urban. You can do more than just
look, you know,” Vanessza invited him. “You can touch, too!”


The three men eased her down onto the quilt, in front
of the blazing fire; and Adolar and Bob began sucking on her nipples. Urban,
who was no novice when it came to pleasing a woman, got between her legs and
dipped his tongue into the chalice of her cunt.


“Oh, baby, eat me,” Vanessza begged. “Suck my pussy!
That’s right, guys—suck me all over!”


She raised her hips, pushing her pussy against Urban’s
mouth, and she felt the full length of his snakelike tongue sliding into her,
darting against the quivering walls of her bubbling and frothing cunt. Urban
clamped his lips over her vaginal lips and her clitoris, and he sucked and
licked as though he was trying to draw the very life force out of Vanessza’s
body. 


She writhed under his relentless oral attack. This
schoolboy was going down on her like a pro, as though cunnilingus was a course
of study at the college, and one he’d excelled in!


His tongue tickled the tiny but highly responsive bud
of her clit, teasing it until it sprang erect and throbbed madly in arousal. Vanessza
lay back, letting all three men make love to her. She tossed her head from side
to side, and she moaned loudly, while John ate her, and Bob and Adolar sucked
away on her nipples. She threw her legs wide open, tremors passing through her
body like waves breaking upon a rocky shoreline. Her stomach muscles undulated,
and her thighs gripped Urban’s head, as her pussy rubbed itself frantically
against his hard-working lips.


Urban began licking her pussy with longer, more rapid strokes
of his tongue. Vanessza’s breathing came faster and faster, until she screamed,
hoarsely, “Oh, Christ! I can’t stand it any longer. I’m coming! I’m coming!”


She dug her fingers into the back of Urban’s head,
grinding his face into her cunt, and jamming her hips upward in a fierce
hammering rhythm. Urban lapped up the sweet-tasting fluids of Vanessza’s
climax.


But, as usual, coming once didn’t begin to satisfy Vanessza.
She was only getting started!


During the course of the free-for-all which followed,
the four of them went through every combination and position of bodies
imaginable. The erotic chemistry they had created never cooled to below a
simmer, and it boiled over several times. Their flesh fused together in tangles
of arms and legs, with mouths licking, sucking and biting furiously, for hours
on end.


With no fewer than three penises at her disposal, Vanessza
never had to wait long to be fucked. While one of her lovers was resting, at
least one of the other two was always ready to go into action again. She had
long ago decided that a smart woman always kept a spare handy! 


Adolar fucked not only his wife, but the two young
men, as well. Without neglecting Bob, who was still his favorite, Adolar took
special pleasure in taking Urban up the ass for the first time. He pulled out
of Vanessza’s vagina after screwing her to yet another orgasm; and, barely
pausing for breath, he inserted his cock, which was wet and slippery with his
wife’s vaginal oils, between Urban’s sensuously inviting buttocks. The boy’s
asshole was hot and tight, and he writhed under Adolar, moaning with lust while
the older man took him.


“Aw, hell, dude!” Urban cried. “You’re really going in
deep. How big is that goddamn dick of yours?”


“Are you complaining about it, or do you want him to
fuck you harder?” Bob taunted his friend. “Listen, buddy, if I can take Adolar
up my ass, so can you. Relax. Let him do it to you.”


This was excellent advice, which Urban accepted. Urban
clamped his muscular legs around Adolar’s neck.


“Fuck me, big guy,” he pleaded. “Oh, fuck me hard!”


As though this wasn’t enough to drive Adolar wild, Bob
decided to get into the act. He stood, straddling Urban’s supine body, and he
offered his prick to Adolar’s mouth. He began to fuck Adolar orally, pumping
his seemingly tireless cock in and out of the married man’s mouth as though it
were a cunt or an anus. Bob was so hard and thick, and his lust was so demanding,
that Adolar had difficulty sucking him, which was unusual for him. But he made
no effort to pull away. On the contrary, he seized the lad’s muscular ass
cheeks and he pulled Bob’s prick deeper into his mouth and throat. All the
while, the mature bodybuilder’s own cock pounded away at the other younger iron
pumper’s heated asshole, screwing Urban, who welcomed his thrusts.


Vanessza watched the three studs join their
hard-muscled bodies. Groaning, she played with herself. It didn’t her long to
want an instant replay of what she had already experienced.


“Don’t come,” she pleaded. “Oh, don’t any of you dare
come! Not yet. Save it for me, guys. Save it for me!”


It was well past midnight when the members of the
quartet finally decided to take a break.


“It’s past your bedtime, men,” Adolar told Bob and Urban,
reverting to his role as their mentor. “Even though it’s the weekend, and this
has been a hell of a lot of fun—you need your rest. You’ll spend the night.
Don’t worry. We can all play around some more in the morning—provided you two
are up to it.”


“Don’t worry,” Bob told him. “We will be!”


Adolar grinned. “Vanessza and I are counting on it.
Now, go to bed.”


Four people in one bed, as opposed to three, would
make for an uncomfortably tight fit. Accordingly, Adolar and Vanessza had Bob
and Urban bed down together, in the guest bedroom.


“Got everything you need?” Adolar asked the two
students.


“Yes, sir. Thanks,” Urban said, sleepily, as he lay in
the bed next to Bob, under the covers.


“Get some sleep,” Adolar told the two boys. “I’ll make
us all breakfast in the morning.”


“Can we have palacsinta again?” Bob asked.


“Of course. All you can eat. I think you’ve deserved
it.”


Adolar joined his wife in the master bedroom.


“Aren’t they cute?” Vanessza remarked.


“They sure are. It’s almost like having kids. You
know—children of our own.”


Vanessza laughed. “It’s not quite the same,
darling. Although if we could skip the being pregnant and giving birth parts,
and adopt them fully grown, like that … then I might be tempted to start a
family. A large family. And all boys.”


“Yes, just think. We could have our very own bunch of
gym rats.”


“You already do,” she reminded him. “All those guys
who belong to your gym … all the muscle pups who look up to you, as their role
model. And we can start working our way through them, one or two at a time, the
same way we did tonight. We’ll teach those young men everything they need to
know. They’ll be eternally grateful to you, lover. And,” she added, with a
sultry smile, “at the risk of sounding immodest—I think they’ll be grateful to me,
too.”


“You’re incredible,” Adolar said, as he took Vanessza
in his arms and kissed her. “I am so lucky to have you. You always go the extra
mile, to make me happy.”


“Darling, it’s all part of being a bodybuilder’s
wife.”


 


End
of Volume One


 











Also by Emeric Varady


 


Available exclusively on Amazon:


A Porn Star is Born


Big Bad Cop: A Muscle Cop’s Story


Bisexual Bodybuilders: Bad Boy Bi Muscle
Men and Their Wanton Women


            Volume One: A Muscle Pup in
Training


            Volume Two: Big Brother Gives
Bi a Try


            Volume Three: Her Muscled
Lovers


            Volume Four: Pumped Up for
Porn


Bisexual Gym Buddies


Bodybuilder Behind Bars 1: Caged Muscle


Bodybuilder Behind Bars 2: Under Heavy
Guard


Bodybuilder Behind Bars 3: Doing Hard Time


Bodybuilder in Blue


Bodybuilder in Bondage 1: Basic Training


Bodybuilder in Bondage 2: Learning the
Ropes


Bodybuilder in Bondage 3: Open All Night


Bodybuilder in Bondage 4: Give Him Enough
Rope


Body Shop: Where Muscle Men Hustle


Budapest by Night


Foreign Body: An American Bodybuilder in
Budapest


Gay for Pay Muscle: A Straight Stud Makes
His Gay Porn Debut


Give Bi a Try: Two Muscle Men and Their
Women


Going Commando: A Tale of Military Muscle


Gulf Coast Muscle: A Hungarian Bodybuilder
in Florida


Hard Copy: A Porn Publisher’s Punishment


Hekus: The Hungarian Word for Cop


His American Muscle Buddy


His Muscle Pup


Izom: The Hungarian Word for Muscle


Magyar Muscle 1: A Croatian Adventure


Magyar Muscle 2: Camera Shy


Magyar Muscle 3: Big Guns


Magyar Muscle 4: Roid Rage


Magyar Muscle 5: Pumped Up for Porn


Magyar Raw


Make Mine Muscle!: Confessions of a Power
Bottom Bodybuilder


Massage w/Xtras: Bathhouse Confessions


Men Hard at Work 1: The New Man on the
Crew


Men Hard at Work 2: Power Tool


Men Hard at Work 3: Jackhammered


Musclebros: A Young Bodybuilder’s
Adventures


Muscle Lake


Muscle Noir


Muscle Rub


Muscle Voyeur


Muscular Man for Rent


My Muscle Mentors


My Personal Guest Poser


Pecs


Police Brutality: Don’t Stop! I’m Going to
Shoot!


Pumped Up and Pounded: A Tale of Muscle
Submission


Rainy Night Blues


Stripped for Action: A Bodybuilder Breaks
into the Movies


St. Stephen’s Fire


Taking the Waters


The Farmboy’s Physique: From Pig Farmer to
Porn Actor


The Farmer’s Brother


Under the City’s Lights: Lust and Love in
Budapest


Urban Delights: A Sensual Sojourn in
America


Wanted: Hot Hungarian Men


Zsaru: Confessions of a Hungarian Cop









cover.jpeg
Bisexual

Bodybuilders |

Volume One





