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Volume Two: Big Brother Gives Bi a Try









Chapter Thirteen: A Night in Budapest


 


It was a typical night in Budapest. Urban was seeing
his soccer coach, Kolos Kozma. The older man wasn’t just Urban’s coach, though.
They’d become involved with each other, sexually. They were having an intensely
physical fling. And they were enjoying every minute of it!


The potential riskiness of an affair between a faculty
member and a student, on the venerable Eötvös Loránd University’s campus,
didn’t deter the two guilty parties. On the contrary, the possibility that they
might get caught only acted as a spur to their mutual lust.


Urban reported to Kolos’s apartment. Once he was
inside there, safely behind closed doors and shaded windows, he and Kolos
quickly got naked, with a perhaps rather indecent haste which demonstrated
their fierce desire for each other.


“I have to warn you—” Kolos said, gasping, because
he’d been rendered breathless by Urban’s impetuous, demanding kisses.


“About what?”


“I don’t usually hook up with a guy as hot as you. I’m
likely to come too soon—right away—just from looking at you, let alone touching
you.”


“Don’t worry about it, Coach. Calm down. Let’s take it
slow. We’ll make it last.”


“If only we can,” Kolos sighed, as he joined Urban on his
bed. His cock swung out from between his sturdy thighs. 


“What do you really like to do, more than anything, in
bed with another guy?” Urban asked, after Kolos had given him a rather shy,
tentative kiss on the mouth, in contrast to their previous feverish osculations.


“With you? Anything. You name it, and I’ll do it.”


“Do you like to get fucked, Coach?”


“Yeah. I like to get fucked by a guy with a big dick,
and you sure as hell would seem to qualify,” Kolos whispered, passionately.
“You can have my ass if you want it, tonight, and any other time. But I like to
suck and be sucked, too. Why don’t we sixty-nine for a while, and then you can
screw me?”


“Sounds like a plan.”


Quickly, Urban turned on the mattress so that they
were arranged in the right positions to sixty-nine, and he pushed his head down
between Kolos’s thighs. A moment later, the two men were sucking each other.


It was rough and brutal, pure sex, impersonal, without
any tenderness, and yet Urban found himself getting off on it. He breathed in
his mature, manly sex partner’s sweaty, masculine smell. Kolos’s body was warm
and heavy with a distinct odor, that of hot, aroused male flesh. Urban felt the
other man’s exploring hands slide over his buttocks and down between his legs
to caress the shaft of his cock.


Urban put a hand out himself, to grip and squeeze
Kolos’s hard, round, pale ass. He had already guided the fat head of Kolos’s
fuck tool between his lips and begun to suck on it, groaning with pleasure as
he did so. Meanwhile, Urban’s taut thighs quivered as his prick was enclosed by
Kolos’s wet, slippery mouth.


Urban felt his body convulsively humping itself
against that of the other cocksucking gay man, and, bucking his hips, he pushed
his cock deeper into Kolos’s mouth and down his throat—taking Kolos’s prick
deeper into his own mouth at the same time, until they were furiously
deep-throating each other.


Only when he was afraid that he would shoot off if
Kolos went off sucking him so well, did Urban relinquish the other guy’s juicy
prick, pull away from him, and get up on the mattress on his knees, panting for
breath. Kolos stretched out on his back and put his legs up over Urban’s
shoulders.


“Fuck me, stud!” Kolos urged, heatedly, already
spreading his ass cheeks with one hand and trying to grab Urban’s prick and
push it into his hole with the other. “I can’t wait to feel that big thing up
my ass! No—you’re going to have to grease it up first.”


“Where’s the lube?”


“Right here. Hurry, boy,” Kolos groaned.


Kolos had placed a tube of lube on the nightstand
beside the bed. Urban didn’t make Kolos wait long. He rubbed the lubricant over
his dick, which was wet with the man’s saliva. Then he pressed his cockhead
against Kolos’s anal pucker, feeling for it, while Kolos shifted his position
slightly and moved his butt into a better angle for penetration. Urban managed
to get his cock down into the crack of the guy’s lightly-haired ass, and he let
it slide deep into the waiting, unresisting hole.


“Uh,” Kolos groaned, with delight. “Yeah—in me—shove
it in me, in me all the way!”


Urban did so. A few strokes later, and he was inserted
in Kolos all the way, fucking him. Urban closed his eyes in order to
concentrate on his sensations. He grasped Kolos’s ankles to keep his legs
raised and opened, and he humped his bedmate with lewd, energetic delight,
letting himself get lost in the pleasure of the fuck, forgetting everything
except the pressure of the anal flesh constricting around his rutting
prickshaft.


Urban hadn’t exactly been celibate, lately. He was a
good-looking, well-built young athlete, after all, the epitome of a college
jock, and there were plenty of men in Budapest who were eager to go to bed with
him. With his strong sex drive, Urban, who was promiscuous by nature, saw no
reason to deny himself, or to limit his activities.


Urban didn’t know where his sheer stamina came from. After
all the sex he’d been enjoying, he ought to be exhausted—but instead he felt
miraculously reinvigorated, and as horny as hell!


Certainly, his current sex partner seemed to have no
complaints about Urban’s sexual performance. The coach, infatuated with his
soccer player, was in anal heaven as Urban fucked him.


“Oh, you’re hung so big, and you really know how to
fuck!” an ecstatic Kolos cried. “Oh, you’re amazing! So goddamn beautiful, so
sexy—such a stud! Give it to me, fucker, give me your goddamn cock! Fuck the
hell out of me, champ! Go for the goal!” He giggled.


“You’re a hot-assed son of a bitch, aren’t you?” Urban
complimented Kolos. With his eyes still closed, he exulted in the suction of
the other man’s asshole around his thrusting prickshaft. “Damn it! I can’t hold
out much longer, not with that hot ass of yours sucking on my cock like a
mouth!”


“That’s okay. Don’t hold back. Fuck me, come in me!
Come in my ass, whenever you’re ready!”


“Jerk off while I screw you, man,” Urban told Kolos,
excitedly, opening his eyes and staring down at the hot man he was fucking. “I
want to see your dick shoot off while I come in your ass!”


Immediately, Kolos began to masturbate, the pumping action
of his hand on his cock seeming to multiply his excitement. When he seemed
about ready to spurt, his whole body shook and his breath caught desperately in
his throat. Urban pressed his groin against Kolos’s squirming buttocks, and
pushed his cock all the way in him, forcing it go deeper than usual.


Then, jerking his ramrod in and out of Kolos’s ass a
few times, while watching the man beating his pulsating meat, Urban came,
grunting and humping, and seeing the eager way Kolos took his cum up his
plugged and pummeled ass. Urban felt Kolos’s body tighten up all over, and then
he saw and felt him ejaculate. The hot thick semen shot out from Kolos’s cock,
and it splashed wetly against Urban’s chest and the coach’s own hairy pecs.


Still planted deep in Kolos’s butt, Urban lay down on
top of him, and he finished off the fuck with the last humps of his pelvis and he
expelled the final drops of his cum. He mashed Kolos’s fresh sperm between
their sweaty chests and bellies when he kissed Kolos and pushed his tongue
inside the guy’s hot mouth.


When they had both started to get their breath back,
Urban slowly pulled out his prick. He left Kolos lying there, panting, on the
bed, and he stumbled into the nearby bathroom to clean off his cock.


Looking at himself in the well-lit mirror above the
sink, Urban saw the lingering traces of the rough, energetic sexual encounter
written on his features—in the lustful narrowness of his eyes and the loose
curve of his half-smirking mouth. He had to admit to himself that he had
enjoyed every second of the casual, promiscuous, animalistic sex. But he was
aware that to him, Kolos wasn’t just another hookup. Like a lot of his
teammates, Urban had a bit of a schoolboy crush on the ruggedly handsome coach.
Kolos was a sort of a father figure to them. In Urban’s case, though, his
feelings for his surrogate parent were definitely incestuous!


Urban returned to the bedroom.


“Want to do it again?” he asked Kolos.


“God, you are like a machine!” the older stud
exclaimed. He rolled over onto his belly on the bed, offering Urban his ass.
“Go for it, son! Pound my hole!”











Chapter Fourteen: Her Liquid Lover


 


It was a Friday night in Budapest, and Szonja was doing
what any respectable young married woman ought to be doing at the start of her
weekend. She was getting ready to masturbate.


When she heard other women complain about their
husbands and boyfriends, about the men’s quirks and moods, she realized what a
jewel Barto was. Her husband was consistently good-humored. He might come home
from work tired, as he had today, but he was never in a bad mood. Fatigue could
make him a little introspective, even melancholy, but that never lasted long.
Once he’d had a chance to relax and unwind, he bounced back and was his usual
cheerful self.


This evening, for example, he’d showered and had a
brief nap before dinner. Now, unfortunately, he had to leave the apartment soon
to report to his second, part time job. Two or three nights a week, on a
rotating schedule, Barto worked as the sales clerk at an adult video store
downtown. Szonja and Barto had nothing against porn. On the contrary, they
enjoyed viewing it together—and often, inspired and stimulated by what they
saw, they tried their best to imitate the performers’ acrobatics in their own
marital bed. Still, salesclerk in the adult video store wasn’t exactly the kind
of job they cared to brag about to their more conservative friends. Barto did
it for the money, which came in handy each month when it was time to pay the
bills.


But the nights when he had to report to his second job
did take a toll on the couple’s otherwise satisfactory sex life. Szonja loved
sex, and she had very few inhibitions about it. But she couldn’t expect Barto
to be in the mood to make love to her when he’d worked one job during the day,
and another at night. Sometimes he surprised her by coming home from the video
store, waking her up, and treating her one of his trademark athletic, energetic
fucks. On these occasions, she always teased him, accusing him of having
“sampled the merchandise” while he was on duty. 


And the video store gig did have one advantage. They
never had to pay full price for porn, condoms, lube, or sex toys. Barto was
entitled to an employee discount, and he took full advantage of it.


Now, while Barto was getting ready to leave for the
store, it was Szonja’s turn to use the shower. She, too, worked, and although
she enjoyed her job, she had to admit that she felt a little tired this
evening. A nice long, warm shower would help her to relax.


Nude in the bedroom, she wrapped a large plush towel
around her voluptuous body. It was odd … she enjoyed showing off her body, to Barto
and, yes, to other men. She had no qualms about baring herself to their
appreciative gaze. It was only when she was alone that she tended to be modest!


But not for long,
she admitted to herself, with a rueful smile. I’m never too modest … and
never for very long!


She went into the adjoining bathroom. There, Szonja
discarded her towel, and, once she had the water in the shower stall adjusted
to the temperature she wanted, she stepped under the powerful spray and turned
her face up to it, gratefully.


As the warm water streamed down her body, wetting her
breasts and smooth flanks and lush thighs, Szonja noticed that her nipples were
getting erect. Maybe she wasn’t as tired as she thought!


She began to soap herself with slow, sensuous
movements, pushing the bar of soap between her breasts, then down between her
legs. The water gathered momentarily on her curves, only to fall in a thin,
soapy stream from the dark mat of wet pubic hair between her thighs.


Aware that her large dark nipples were now quite
turgid and stiff, Szonja explored her cunt lips and clit with her free hand as
she scrubbed her torso. Her clit was hard, too, sticking out from its sheath of
protective flesh, and she trembled slightly with pleasure when she touched its
highly responsive tip with her finger.


“Oh, fuck,” Szonja muttered under her breath.


She slid the thick bar of soap down her belly to her
crotch, and began to rub it slowly across her cunt, building up a rich froth of
lather. She strummed her clit between her thumb and forefinger, and her vagina
tensed in a spasm of lewd, eager response to the stimulation.


“Fuck!” she repeated loudly. There could no longer be
any doubt about it. She was getting horny!


If only her husband didn’t have to go to work that
night! She knew she ought to be grateful that he had taken that second job, in
order to bring in the extra money. But money wasn’t everything. If only Barto
could stay home tonight. They could make any early night of it. In bed, he’d
lick Szonja’s pussy until she exploded in orgasm, and then he’d fuck her, in
that masterly way of his, that never failed to satisfy them both. Damn that
lousy part time job of his! He’d probably come home too tired to want to make
love to her. After getting a good night’s sleep, he’d be willing to throw an
early-morning wakeup fuck into her on Saturday morning. He always was
willing to do that! He rarely failed to wake up with a bad case of “morning
wood” that needed to be felled, with her mouth and pussy serving as the trusty
axe. But that was hours away. She couldn’t wait that long.


Luckily, she didn’t have to. In the meantime, she had
an adequate, if not entirely satisfactory, stopgap measure near at hand. She
bent her knees slightly, pressed the blunt rectangular edge of the bar of soap
against her slippery slit, and slowly pushed half the bar inside her cunt. Her
vaginal lips gripped it, and her horny pussy almost seemed to be sucking at the
bar, trying to pull the rest of it into her body!


Gasping with self-induced passion, Szonja stood there
under the shower, letting the warm soothing water soak her hair and body, while
she eased the bar of soap in and out of her cunt with one hand, and played with
her hot clit with the other.


“Jesus!” she exclaimed. It felt good! It couldn’t
compare to one of Barto’s trademark long, hard fucks, of course. But it was
still fairly intense. If she closed her eyes, she could almost believe she had
a man’s penis—preferably Barto’s huge, hard, rough-fucking prick, although
another man’s would do—buried in her cunt, screwing her with mechanical force!


She masturbated herself into a frenzy with the soap,
which squirmed in her grip, sliding wetly in and of her vagina.


Her breathing grew shallow, and she plunged a finger
inside her pussy next to the soap, spreading her labia wide with two other
fingers of the same hand. All the while, she kept expertly pushing the soap in
and out her cunt by applying pressure on its other blunt end with her thigh.
She put her free hand to good use, pinching and stroking and rubbing and
teasing her clit, as she fucked herself manually under the shower. At this
rate, she’d have the cleanest cunt in town!


“Fuck me, fuck me … finger me … frig me, oh please,” the
sexy brunette woman begged her imaginary lover. “Frig me! I’m coming! Yes, I’m
coming!” she announced, brazenly, her voice echoing from the tiled walls of the
shower stall. In her sudden rush of lewd, exhibitionistic fervor, she hoped
that her husband could hear her. She wished he was right there in the bathroom
with her, watching her abuse herself to the point of orgasm! Let him know what
he was missing!


“Coming,” she repeated, in a husky whisper. “I’m still
coming … and it feels so fucking good!”


Her fingers, holding the slippery bar of soap inside
her twat, were abruptly gripped and held tight by an unusually strong
contraction of her vaginal muscles. It was an orgasmic aftershock! She gasped,
her whole body heaving in a final convulsion of lewd pleasure, and she forced
her trembling fingers to push the soap deeper inside her cunt and rotate it
around—to probe with it in and out of her orgasming pussy—to prolong and
intensify the lurid sensations that were devastating her vaginal depths.


It was like screwing herself with a vibrator, only
better, she decided. She came again, and it was even more intense this time,
the climax leaving her breathless and exhausted. She was wide-eyed, shuddering,
her wet hair flying about her face and shoulders, her skin flushed and breaking
out in gooseflesh under the shower spray.


She could imagine what she looked like as she made
herself climax like that—an insane woman, sex mad, squatting to open up her
frothing cunt as far as possible, her fingers glistening with soap lather as
they went on sliding the bar of soap back and forth inside the groove of her
spasming vulva. She was shameless, obscene, physically glutted. But she was
satisfied! That agonizing ache in her loins was stilled at last. She could get
on with her life.


She eased the soap out of her cunt, rinsed it off
under the spray, and deposited it on its tray. Then she turned off the shower
and reached for a towel.


Her hands still shook a little as she dried herself.
That had been some come!


She pulled on her robe, wrapped another, dry towel around
her head, and went into the living room. Barto was in the living room, getting
ready to go to work. She joined him just in time to be treated to the sight of
him standing there shirtless. God, he was a beautiful man! 


Szonja was twenty-eight, and Barto was twenty-three,
five years younger. Some of their friends liked to tease the couple about the
difference in their ages. They called Szonja a cougar, and referred to Barto as
her boy toy. In each case, it was a gross exaggeration, so no one took the mockery
seriously.


Szonja looked at her husband, who was pulling on a
blue-and-red plaid shirt—a Christmas gift from her, she remembered. She smiled.
He might be a young man, but he was all man. He was fully mature where
it counted—not just mentally, but physically and sexually. His favorite leisure
time activity was fucking his wife, but pumping iron at the gym came in a close
second. Bulgingly muscular, Barto looked the part of the stud he was. Truth in
advertising!


He returned his wife’s glance, and her smile. “Don’t you
look sexy.”


“Do I?” Szonja asked, as she began to rub her hair dry
with the towel.


“Yeah. There’s a sort of glow about you, on your
skin.”


“Oh, that’s just because I ran the water a little
hotter than usual,” his wife said, blithely and evasively. “It got really
steamy … and it felt really good.” 


“It must have. You look nice and relaxed.”


“I am.” She didn’t elaborate. She and Barto kept very
few secrets from each other. Still, a woman didn’t have to tell her husband
everything!


“I’ve envious. I wish I could stay home tonight. Oh
well, I’ve got to get going. I’m off to the wonderful world of triple X rated
adult entertainment.”


“Don’t enjoy yourself too much.”


“I’ll try not to. I’ll try to stay awake, is more like
it. Don’t wait up for me.”


“I won’t. But if you should happen to be feeling
energetic when you get home—feel free to wake me up.”


He laughed. “Be careful what you wish for.”


“Remind me to put bar soap on the shopping list. We’re
running low. And I want to make sure we get the same kind of big, fat bars—not
those little, dainty ones. I like the big ones. They last longer.”


Her husband laughed. “Are you sure we’re talking about
soap?”


She gave him a sly, suggestive look. “Not
necessarily.”


“How about a goodbye kiss? A nice big wet one?”


“Any time, lover.”


But Barto, true to form, took advantage of her
willingness. He helped himself to a lot more than just as kiss. As their lips
met, he slipped his wife his tongue. Szonja was already moaning with pleasure
as a result of the tongue-probing when his big, warm hand pushed her robe open
in front and his palm cupped itself around the firm swell of one of her
breasts. Barto stroked the nipple with his thumb, until Szonja couldn’t be
certain which was stiffest—her husband’s tongue inside her mouth, his prick
tucked away down one leg of his jeans, the nipple he was toying with, or her
clit. And then the horny bastard put his other hand down between her legs and
he began to rub the lips of her pussy, gently fingering the moist gap tucked
away between the folds of hypersensitive pink flesh!


“Oh, God, Barto!” she gasped, against his mouth.


“Um,” he murmured appreciatively, as he reluctantly
broke the kiss. “It looks good … it smells good … and it sure as hell feels
good! Keep all of that warm for me until I get home—okay, babe?”


“You bet.” Szonja felt almost light-headed after Barto
finally stepped away from her. Her robe gaped open in front, but she didn’t
bother to close it. Let him get a good look at what would be here at home
waiting for him!


He was looking at it, all right, and a lewd grin
spread itself over his handsome face. 


“Can I bring you anything?” he asked. “You know, from
the convenience store? It’s open all night, and I’ll pass it on my way home.”


“No thanks, baby. Well, on second thought,” she added,
only half-facetiously. “Maybe you can stop somewhere and find yourself a new
boyfriend. Bring him home with you so we can both enjoy him.”


Barto laughed. “I may just do that.”


They had a perfect marriage. They understood each
other.











Chapter Fifteen: His Not Quite So Much More Responsible
Brother


 


“Adolar Mezey,” Istvan sputtered, incredulously.


“Yeah. What about him?” Bob asked, defiantly.


“I still can’t believe you’re associating with him.”


“Why shouldn’t I?”


“Because, baby bro, he’s a man with a disgusting
reputation.”


“He’s always been nice to me.”


“Huh! I can just imagine why. I can just imagine why
he’s interested in you—what he wants from you. A dumb young muscle-head like
you … you’re just fresh meat, fresh beef, to a predatory older gay guy like
him. He probably can’t wait to get his mouth on you.”


“Now you’re the one who’s being disgusting,” Bob said,
primly. He failed to mention to his judgmental older brother that Adolar Mezey
had already put his mouth on him, and that the two men’s relationship had
progressed beyond that, to numerous other physical intimacies. “And, for your
information, Adolar’s bisexual, not gay.”


“Same goddamn difference. Christ,” Istvan muttered.
“Just being in that guy’s company … it’s as much as a man’s reputation is
worth! And as for his wife—!”


“What about Adolar’s wife?”


“She’s as bad as he is. She’s nothing but a fag hag. A
queer-loving slut!”


Bob winced. “You’re much too judgmental.”


“I’m right. You’ll see. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


“Yeah, you’re just dying to be able to say ‘I told you
so,’ aren’t you?” Bob asked his brother, sourly. “God, you’re self-righteous!”


“And you,” Istvan retorted. “You’re playing with fire!
So don’t come whining to me, boy, when you get burned!”


Istvan disliked quarreling with his kid brother.
They’d always gotten along together well. Up until now, when Bob was showing
this independent, rebellious, reckless streak, which Istvan found extremely
upsetting.


Well, I suppose I can’t live the kid’s
life for him, he told himself, with resignation. He’s
going to have to make his own mistakes, and learn from them.


Meanwhile, Istvan was a lusty young man, who had his
own life to live. And his own secrets, to which Bob wasn’t privy.


It was a Friday night in Budapest, and Istvan was
doing what any respectable young college student ought to be doing at the start
of his weekend. He was out on the town, trying to get laid.


He’d tried his luck in a popular downtown bar, where
he’d managed to hook up on previous occasions. It was a mixed bar, patronized
by both gays and straights, and it attracted the younger crowd—local college
students, such as Istvan himself, and young urban professionals. 


He had two beers, and he struck up conversations with
a few people. None of these chats seemed to be headed in a direction that might
end up between the sheets. Istvan entertained the possibility of ordering a
third beer from the amiable bartender, but then he thought better of it. He was
trying to cut down on his alcohol consumption, which could potentially
jeopardize his development of his physique. He had an enviably flat, hard
stomach, with hard-earned abdominal muscles, and he had no intention of
exchanging that sexy look for a beer gut. And the thought of standing around in
a bar all night, nursing a bottle of water or a soft drink, didn’t appeal to
him. He’d be better off if he quit while he was still ahead.


Well, the weekend was still young. He could try his
luck again on Saturday night. “Panic hour,” just before the bars closed on
Saturday night—or more accurately, early on Sunday morning—was always a good
time for cruising. Provided the guy doing the cruising, and being cruised, had
enough common sense not to get too sloshed first. And provided he wasn’t too
particular about whom he went home with!


Istvan was still young enough, and still sexually
inexperienced enough, to feel some lingering ambivalence and guilt about his
own sexuality. He’d been to bed with both women and men. He’d enjoyed both. But
Hungary could be a homophobic country, although the residents of Budapest
tended to be more sophisticated and tolerant than dwellers in the provinces. Istvan’s
dislike and distrust of Adolar Mezey—whom he’d never met, but who had a certain
unsavory reputation—was fueled by his own misgivings about his strong
attraction to other men. And specifically, to other muscle men. Istvan like
them big and butch. He told himself, sometimes, that he wasn’t really gay. If
he was, then he’d be attracted to effeminate guys, twinks, surely? Having an
appreciation of other men’s masculine bodies—that was perfectly normal, wasn’t
it?


As for his baby brother, Bob—that little muscle bitch
had better not be screwing around with gay men! Istvan’s attitude toward his
sibling’s possible sex life was a classic example of “Do what I say, don’t do
what I do.” Istvan was cheerfully and unapologetically hypocritical.


And, this evening, he was desperately horny.


Too bad that man whore Mezey isn’t here in
this bar, drinking, Istvan thought, humorously. He’d
probably be happy to pick me up! I’m not so bad-looking … and from I hear, that
guy isn’t too choosey. Damn! I still can’t believe that my own kid brother has
some sort of a thing for that man! Just a typical young muscle pup’s crush on a
well-known pro bodybuilder, I’m sure. It had better not go any further than
that. That dirty sex pig Mezey had better keep his hands off my bro!


Istvan left the bar, feeling almost grateful to escape
from its crowded, noisy interior and get back out in the fresh air. It was a
warm, clear early summer night, with a star-studded sky overhead. Only a few
wisps of clouds here and there obscured the calm beauty of the celestial
display.


Istvan hadn’t been able to find a safe-looking parking
spot that was closer than a few blocks away. He walked slowly, passing a couple
of other bars, and also many storefronts, most of which were locked up for the
night. This was a commercial district, and not a particularly upscale one, on
the whole. It even had an adult video store—a “dirty bookstore,” as Istvan
couldn’t help thinking of it—which looked seedy enough on the outside. Istvan
had never actually set foot in the place. It was one of the few businesses on
the block without a liquor license that still seemed to be open at this time of
night. The smut store had the rather absurd, pretentious name A Vörös
Bársony Szex Szalon [The Red Velvet Sex Salon], which suggested its
owners were suffering from delusions of grandeur.


He stopped halfway down the block from the video store
to look at a display of stereo equipment in an electronic store’s window. It
was overpriced junk, he concluded. Istvan wasn’t even aware that a man had come
up beside him on the sidewalk until the man spoke.


“Hey, kid. You got a light, son?”


Startled, Istvan jumped slightly in response. He
wondered why he was feeling so restless, so twitchy, tonight. This combination
of horniness and frustration was really getting to him!


He examined the man who’d approached him, coldly,
suspiciously. He was about forty, Istvan estimated, and not bad looking. He was
well dressed, in expensive “casual” clothes. But he had a shifty, nervous look
about him. Maybe that was the inevitable by-product of accosting a stranger on
a deserted street at night, even for something as innocent as a light. He
smiled hopefully but a little too brightly at Istvan. His eyes darted
restlessly back and forth, looking first at Istvan’s face, then to either side.
It was as though he was afraid to hold the muscular young college boy’s gaze
for more than a few seconds at a time. Or he was afraid the two of them were
being observed by some third party.


Istvan thought, for a moment, that the man’s glance
darted down to his well-packed crotch, and that it even lingered there. But he
told himself that he was probably imagining things.


“Sorry,” Istvan finally said, breaking the awkward
silence. “I don’t smoke.” He was careful to keep his voice polite but distant,
in order to discourage further conversation.


But this dude wasn’t easily discouraged.


“I didn’t think so,” he said.


It struck Istvan as an odd remark. If the man thought Istvan
didn’t smoke, then why the fuck had he asked him for a light? He didn’t seem to
be surprised or disappointed—and he didn’t move away from Istvan, either.


“You look kind of athletic,” the man commented.
“You’re smart not to smoke. I know smoking’s bad for me. I keep trying to quit.
But …I do a lot of things that are bad for me.” There was now an
insinuating tone in his voice.


Istvan turned away from him, to discourage him. In the
reflection of the stereo shop’s plate-glass display window, he saw the man
staring at him—quite openly and boldly, now. In fact, now that Istvan’s back
was turned, the guy had a look on his face that was downright lustful!


Christ, he’s a cocksucker! Istvan
thought. He’s cruising me! Trying to pick me up! He felt a weird
mixture of revulsion and excitement. This son of a bitch wants to … I don’t
know, he wants me to go someplace with him … so he can blow me!


Stunned by this revelation, Istvan simply stood there,
staring into the window. A hookup in a bar was one thing. That was almost
respectable, in a way. A street pickup, on the other hand, struck Istvan as
quite sordid.


After a moment, the man spoke up again.


“There’s not much going on tonight, is there?” His
voice was now low-pitched and intimate. “Not much in the way of action, I
mean.”


Istvan shrugged. “I guess not. Excuse me—” He started
to walk away—but the guy followed him.


“Were you in the bookstore?” the man asked. “You know,
the dirty bookstore? I didn’t see you in there.”


“No.” Istvan continued to walk away, with the guy
right in step beside him. Istvan’s heart pounded in his chest. His prick
pulsated in his snug-fitting jeans, threatening to burst through the crotch
seam.


“I went in there to buy another DVD,” his admirer told
Istvan, heatedly. “You should’ve seen the one I bought there and took home last
week. I never saw anything like it. It’s a bisexual video, two guys and a girl.
One of those ones that’s made in America, you know, imported here? The two guys
are big, muscular redneck types, with tattoos, and the girl is a slut with big
tits. She looks like a stripper. The three of them do everything. She
sucks their cocks. They lick her pussy. One of them screws her while she sucks
the other guy’s dick, and then they switch. Then they take turns fucking her.
She gets so turned on she tells one of them to fuck her in the ass while his
buddy fucks her cunt. Then the two guys suck each other’s cocks, and one of them
fucks the other up the butt while he’s fucking her. I couldn’t
believe how hot it was. When I watched it with my wife, she got so turned on
she let me put it in her rear end.”  


Istvan turned his head and shot the man a hard, tough
look that he assumed would finally scare him off.


“Yeah? So what? So you fucked your wife up the ass.
Who cares? Who gives a fuck?”


The man seemed startled by Istvan’s retorts for a
moment, but he quickly recovered his composure. And Istvan had made the mistake
of pausing on the sidewalk while he spoke, instead of hurrying on.


“I’m trying to talk my wife into getting into a
three-way scene like that, with me and some other guy,” the married man
confided. “I bet if she sees a couple more of these videos, she’ll be willing
to give it a try. I bet she’d like to have a good-looking young stud like you
fuck her … and I know it’d turn her on to see me playing around with
another guy! Do you think you could get into that sort of a three-way scene,
buddy? If so—”


“No,” Istvan said curtly, interrupting him. “I’m not
interested in that kind of sick shit!”


“No? What’s the matter? Don’t you like sex? I can’t
believe that. Not a good-looking young stud like you. I bet you have girls
chasing after you all the time. Probably guys, too.” The married man ran his
tongue quickly over his lips. “You got a girlfriend who takes care of you?
Maybe even a boyfriend? Are you going to get laid tonight? Are you going to go
home and get sucked off?”


Istvan just stared at the man. He couldn’t believe a
guy who was almost old enough to be his father was standing there saying such
things to him!


“Do you like to get sucked? Sure you do. And I’m real
good at it. I swear to God I am! I love to suck cock! Listen … I’ve got my car
parked right down there, in that alley. You want to go back there with me so I
can give you a blow job?”


Istvan couldn’t reply. His throat felt dry and
parched, and his breath was catching in his throat, while he gaped
incredulously at this stranger who was propositioning him so brazenly, so recklessly.
A desperate lust for Istvan’s body and cock was written all the man’s face,
just as it was audible in his low, hoarse, pleading tone of voice.


“You do like to have your cock sucked, don’t
you?” the man demanded bluntly, eagerly, pressing his advantage. “Sure you do!
I’ll do it for you, kid. I’ll suck you dry! You’ll love it. I’ve been told I’ve
got the best mouth in town. That movie got me so hot I’m just dying to have a
big dick in my mouth. So what do you say, stud? Are you going to get me suck
you off? Are you going to let me have your cum?”


He took a step closer to Istvan, almost touching his
crotch with one shaking, outstretched hand.


“I’ll make it worth your while, stud,” he promised,
his breath hot and moist against Istvan’s face. “I’ll pay you. How about that?
Will you let me blow you if I slip you some cash? Ten thousand forints.” [Translator’s
note: approximately thirty-four US dollars.] “Isn’t it worth ten thousand
forints to you to let me blow you? I’ll do a real good, hot job on you, I swear
to God! Come on, what do you say? Don’t you want to make yourself some fast,
easy money—and get your rocks off at the same time? Sure you do. Jesus—a big,
pumped up young muscle stud, like you—you must have your balls filled just
about to busting with cum! I’ll suck it right out of you, I swear. I’ll suck
you dry!”


“You’re disgusting,” Istvan spat. “Get the hell away
from me, before I beat the shit out of you.”


“Oh, yeah,” the man moaned, ecstatically. “You can
slap me around, all you want. You can beat me, hurt me. As long as you let me
suck your dick and swallow your cum! Please! Oh, please let me blow you,
you rough young brute!”


Increasingly wild, reckless thoughts flashed through
Istvan’s mind.


Porn … that Mezey dude, whom Bob was so stuck on, was
a porn performer, who supposedly had sex in his videos with both men and women.
And he was also reputed to be a so-called “escort,” a fancy term for a male
prostitute. Getting sucked off in exchange for money … the idea was revolting,
and yet, perversely, Istvan also found it strangely exciting. And he’d come out
this evening looking for sex, hadn’t he? And his persistent admirer, who was
revealing himself to be quite the submissive masochist, wasn’t exactly
repulsive.


“All right,” Istvan muttered. “You can suck on my
dick, if you really want it so bad. But I want that money.”


As though in a daze, Istvan allowed the guy to lead
him down the street, around a corner, and into a narrow dark alley, where his
car was parked. It was a late-model sedan, recently washed and waxed. The
leather upholstery looked and smelled almost new when the man unlocked the doors,
and Istvan opened the door on the passenger side. Istvan slid into the
passenger seat, breathing hard.


He wasn’t prepared for what happened next. He’d
assumed that they’d make small talk for at least a minute or two, before
getting down to the sordid business at hand. But the other man had Istvan’s
jeans unbuttoned at the waistband and his fly yanked down all the way, even
before Istvan had a chance to close the car door on his side! 


Istvan gasped and squirmed in the seat when the guy
who’d picked him up reached deftly between his widespread legs and touched his
turgid cock flesh, cupping his balls and the heavy shaft of his erect dick in
his sweaty palm, and giving the genitals a covetous squeeze.


“God, it’s so big, so beautiful! So hard!” he moaned.


His head dropped instantly. His warm wet lips wrapped
themselves greedily around the thick penis he had clasped in his hand. He took
all of it into his mouth. His fingers groped at the hairy sac of testicles
beneath the cock as he sucked it, working the nuts gently and slowly up to his
mouth and pulling them, too, inside his lips.


His tongue seemed to spring into action the instant it
tasted Istvan’s balls. He licked at them furiously, pushing them from side to
side in his mouth, washing them with his spit, juggling them up and down with
his remarkably strong, agile tongue.


In just a few minutes, Istvan’s prick had swollen so
hard that the guy was choking on its bulk, and he had to let the young man’s
balls slip from his mouth to make room. He sucked on the turgid dick for a few
moments longer, but then he pulled his mouth up, smacking his lips and drooling
saliva over the head of Istvan’s throbbing penis.


“Why’d you stop?” Istvan asked. “You brought me here
to suck my cock, didn’t you? So suck it, goddamn you! Get back down
there and suck my cock!”


“Wait a minute.” His pickup leaned over farther and
opened the glove compartment. He pulled out a small flashlight and switched it
on. The bright beam of light glared down on Istvan’s exposed and
saliva-slickened genitals.


“What the hell’s that for?” Istvan demanded.


“Hold it in your hand. Aim it at your dick. Shine it
down there while I suck you. I want to see your dick going in and out of my
mouth while I blow you. I’d turn on the overhead light, but I don’t want to risk
it. Somebody might walk past on the street and see it from there.”


Istvan shook his head in disbelief, but he did as the
man asked. He aimed the light low, shielding it with his other hand so it
couldn’t be seen from the street, but creating a pool of light on his crotch which
was bright enough to throw the blow job into shocking, lurid relief when he
looked down and watched the man grab his dick again, holding it at the base
with his encircling thumb and forefinger.


The man’s tongue slid out of his mouth with a slow,
lascivious dexterity, and it licked Istvan’s glistening cockhead. It then
rubbed its way wetly up and down the shaft, until the young man’s prick was
painfully hard and throbbing with a frantic need to be sucked.


“Quit fucking around. Suck it!” Istvan grunted,
impatiently.


He didn’t wait for compliance. He pushed down on the
man’s head and his meat slipped easily into the guy’s open mouth. Istvan closed
his eyes and leaned his head back against the car seat, exulting in the erotic
thrills shooting like fireworks through his flesh. The cocksucker’s lips and
tongue moved on his fuck tool in steady, slippery strokes.


Istvan gasped with delight as that hot tongue worked
on him, licking and teasing every inch of his cock, pulling it deep into the
man’s throat. It would stay down there for a moment, but then it would slip
back out part of the way, until the man held just the head between his lips. He’d
lash at the glans mercilessly with the flat of his tongue, digging the tip of
that limber piece of flesh directly into the groove of Istvan’s semen-dribbling
piss slit.


Istvan had no way of knowing whether the bastard’s
boast was true—whether or not he was in fact the best cocksucker in town. But,
as the guy sucked him, Istvan wasn’t inclined to be skeptical. He was more than
willing to give the dude the benefit of the doubt!


He felt the horny cocksucker’s hands moving between
his legs again, cupping his balls and juggling them as he sucked. His fingers
tickled their way through the dense patch of hair at the base of Istvan’s
prick, and then they moved upward, pinching the boy’s belly as though to test
the firmness of his abdominal muscles. Next the restless hands slid up under Istvan’s
sweatshirt to squeeze and pinch the huge nipples which crowned his solidly
muscled pecs. And, all the while, the man’s tongue stroked the throbbing flesh
inside his mouth, like a metronome ticking away to count down the seconds until
Istvan shot!  


“Yeah,” Istvan groaned, dropping the flashlight and
clamping his hands behind the guy’s head and forcing him lower down, driving
nearly all of his painfully hardened penis into the man’s mouth and throat.
“Suck it. Suck it!”


He felt the hot sperm gathering force inside him, his
loins tensing, his scrotum swelling, as each wet caress of the man’s mouth
brought him that much closer to an ejaculation. The feeling of being sucked so
well, so enthusiastically, was so good that he wanted to prolong it for as long
as possible, to enjoy it to the fullest possible extent. But that was
impossible, under the circumstances. His cocksucker was just too good!


The man’s tongue was licking Istvan too intensely,
tickling his cockshaft just below the flare of its head, where it was
especially sensitive, coaxing his dick to give up its rich, thick fuck juice. Istvan
had to come, he had to come hard—and he had to come now!


His butt lifted itself from the car seat and at the
same time he pressed the guy’s head all the way down into his crotch, ramming
every potent inch of his rampant prick deep into the cocksucker’s throat.


“Oh, Christ!” Istvan cried, holding the man’s head
down on his meat. “Fuck! I’m coming! Suck my goddamn cum down your throat, you
cocksucker, since you want it so bad. Take it, I’m coming! Coming!”


His cock burst hard inside the guy’s mouth. He felt
the first hot wad of his jism shoot free, followed by another wad, then
another. The more Istvan came, though, the more thick sperm the head of his
rapidly pulsating prick unloaded, the more the older man seemed to enjoy it and
to want it. His tongue worked even faster, licking the self-beslimed cockhead
in his mouth. His throat worked, too, swallowing the thick creamy fluid which Istvan
was giving him in such abundance.


Even after all of Istvan’s semen had been shot, the
man’s mouth stayed down on him, his tongue continuing to lick the softening
penis—trying to coax still more jism from it. Finally, though, Istvan forced
him to raise his head from his lap and relinquish his cock.


The man moaned with pleasure. He reached for Istvan’s
head and tried to kiss him, but the boy pushed him roughly way and yanked open
the car door on his side.


“I have to go,” Istvan muttered. He got out of the car
and quickly pulled his jeans up and fastened them.


“Wait,” the man gasped. “You forgot your money.”
Sprawled across the seat, he reached one arm toward Istvan and pushed some
bills into his hand. Istvan had forgotten all about being paid for the rental
of his cock. He took the money automatically and, blushing, walked away,
rapidly, toward the safety of the street. 


Before he shoved the money into his pocket, he glanced
down at it. In the light from a street lamp, he saw that he’d been given three crisp
new banknotes, a twenty-thousand and a ten-thousand—the latter no doubt
a tip for services well rendered, probably because of the unexpectedly large
load he’d blasted down the cocksucker’s greedy throat.


Shit! Istvan thought. Now
I’m a male whore, too—just as bad as that Adolar Mezey!


A thought occurred to him.


I wonder whether Mezey’s done that to
Bob—sucked his dick? Oh, my God! My kid brother and that nasty bodybuilder dude,
having sex with each other! And, even worse … does Bob suck Mezey’s prick?











Chapter Sixteen: The Fourth One’s Half Price


 


Istvan felt inexplicably guilty about having taken
money in exchange for sex. He didn’t know why he should feel bad. After all, it
wasn’t as though he’d taken advantage of the man, or ripped him off. And Istvan
flattered himself that the guy had received full value for his money.


Still, Istvan didn’t want to be a cheap hustler.


And, just as inexplicably, he still felt horny! It was
though that furtive blow job in the alley had only made him ready for more. He
could still feel those wet, slippery lips caressing the bloated shaft of his
cock … he could feel the man’s snakelike tongue rubbing wetly up and down the
length of his prick and milking it of its juice. His dick pulsed strongly and
demandingly inside his jeans at the erotic memory, and Istvan knew that he’d easily
be able to climax again before the night was over, should the opportunity
arise.


Well, he could always jack off at home, in the comfort
of his bed, before he went to sleep.


But the night was still young. Istvan decided to spend
the thirty thousand forints he’d earned with his dick as quickly as possible—to
blow it, so to speak! He immediately had an inspiration. He hadn’t forgotten
about that porno bookstore. Hell, that married man who’d sucked him off
couldn’t stop talking about the place, and about the videos he’d bought and was
planning to buy there! Istvan decided that, since he’d already gone this far,
he might as well take another bold step toward enlarging his range of sexual
experience.


He decided that a couple of adult DVDs were just what
he needed. He could take them home and jerk himself off to exhaustion over the
lurid images. It would be only a substitute for real sex, but it would be
better than nothing. Eagerly, he retraced his steps and headed back toward the
adult video store, The Red Velvet Sex Salon.


The storefront’s windows were discreetly boarded up on
their insides, so no one passing by on the sidewalk could actually see into the
store. But there was a row of flashing red light bulbs above the door, with a
large sign warning Adults Only! You must be twenty-one and able to prove it!


Istvan hesitated for a moment, but then he pushed open
the door and went in. He had a pleasant surprise. He’d expected the interior to
be ugly, dimly lit, dusty, and grimy. And red velvet, or any other kind of
plush opulence, was conspicuous by its absence. But in fact the space was
brightly lit to the point of garishness, and the glare from the ceiling’s
fluorescent light fixtures revealed that the store had a Spartan, no-frills
look about it, but it was scrupulously clean.


As he had anticipated, there were rows upon rows of
racks containing magazines and paperback books, long tables strewn with stacks
of more of the same, racks and bins filled with empty DVD cases, and glass
cases displaying all sorts of dildos, restraints, and other sex toys. In the
back of the space, a doorway led to the peepshow booths, with another pair of
signs advising You must purchase tokens before entering the back room
and Absolutely no sex activity allowed on these premises.


Istvan was so engrossed by the spectacle of so much
raw sex material on open display that he didn’t notice the clerk on duty behind
the counter until the guy spoke, startling him.


“I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to see some ID,” the
clerk said, in an apologetic tone of voice.


“Huh? Oh, sure.” Istvan went over to the counter and
showed the other young man his driver’s license.


“Thanks. Just turned twenty-one, did you?”


“Yeah. Last month.”


“Congratulations. No offense, but you look younger.
And we have to be careful in here. We can get into big trouble if we allow
anybody underage to come through the door, let alone sell them anything.”


“I understand.”


Istvan returned the clerk’s smile. He had assumed that
the cash register in an adult bookstore would be manned by a sleazy-looking
older man, if not by some sort of outright degenerate who probably spent a lot
of his time while on duty jacking off over the merchandise. But the young man
who had addressed him so politely couldn’t have been more than two or three
years older than Istvan himself. And, far from being a dirty old man, the guy
was undeniably clean, at least in the literal sense of being well-scrubbed.


He was, Istvan saw, a fellow weightlifter and
bodybuilder, a tall, well-built dude, broad-shouldered, deep in the chest. He
had on tight faded jeans with a small tear developing in one leg, through which
his bare knee could be glimpsed as he sat on his stool. Istvan found the
display of leg flesh oddly provocative. The clerk also wore training shoes
without socks, so that his ankles were bare as well, and a blue-and-red plaid
shirt, unbuttoned part of the way down the front to expose a gold neck chain
and a tanned, muscular, and very hairy chest. The sleeves of the shirt were
rolled up to the elbows, baring large, strong-looking hands, thick wrists, and
muscular forearms.


His face was broad and pleasant, with full lips and a
straight nose, and he had thick black hair, close cropped but curly, and black
eyes which Istvan found sexy enough to be slightly disturbing. Istvan had
admittedly just let a man suck him off. But that didn’t mean he was getting
into the habit of checking out other guys and deciding whether or not he found
them attractive!


During their conversation, the clerk had set aside the
book he’d been reading. Istvan stole a quick look at the title. Somewhat to his
disappointment, it was a crime novel, the latest in a series by a popular
author. Istvan had expected to see something luridly pornographic.


“Are you looking for anything in particular?” the
clerk now asked him. When Istvan didn’t answer him right away, he smiled at Istvan
again, warmly and reassuringly. He no doubt recognized a video store virgin when
he saw one, and he realized how nervous Istvan was at having set foot inside
this den of iniquity in the first place. “We’ve got some new hardcore magazines
in stock. And I just finished putting out all of the new DVDs that our
distributor sent us today.”


“Ah … I’d just like to look around,” Istvan said,
stalling for time. But in his very next breath he contradicted himself.
“Somebody told me you carry bisexual videos?”


“Sure. Lots of them. The bi section is right over
there, to your left.” The clerk was as casual about it as a gas station
attendant directing a motorist to the pump with the type of fuel he preferred.
But as Istvan turned and headed for the DVD rack he’d indicated, the clerk
watched him walk away, admiring Istvan’s butt. He spread his muscular legs to
ease a sudden pressure exerted by his hardening cock against the denim fabric
of his pants as he leaned back on his stool and gave his embarrassed new
customer the once-over, liking what he saw.


“Give a yell if you need anything,” he invited Istvan.
“If I can steer you toward anything in particular. My name’s Barto, by the
way.”


“Thanks. I will. Oh—I’m Istvan.”


“Nice to meet you, Istvan.”


The man who’d sucked Istvan off hadn’t just ingested
his semen. He’d planted a seed of his own, so to speak, inside Istvan’s head.
Istvan now had the topic of bisexuality on his brain. He was definitely
bi-curious!


Istvan soon found himself staring at one explicit DVD
box cover photo after another. Two women with one man … two men with one woman
… foursomes … group sex … the combinations seemed endless!


Istvan forced himself to get over his shyness. “Ah,
Barto?”


“Yeah?”


“Do you have anything with that guy named Adolar Mezey
in it?”


Barto grinned. He got off his stool and came over to
join Istvan in the aisle. “Oh, do we ever! His stuff has been flying off the
shelves, ever since he won that title recently. We can hardly keep it in stock!
Just had a new supply delivered the other day. Everybody wants to see Mr.
Hungary sucking a cock and taking it up his ass, and fucking another big muscle
dude. And screwing women, too. The guy’s versatile, I have to say for him! Over
here. You’re in luck. Mezey’s selling so well that, as you see there on the
sign, we’re offering a special deal on his videos. Buy three and you can get a
fourth one at half price.”


Istvan examined the titles on the spines of the DVD
cases, while Barto cheerfully rambled on.


“One night, a man came in here, all excited,” the
clerk said. “He told me, ‘I just saw that muscle fuck Adolar Mezey guest pose at
a physique contest. Give me one of every video of his that you’ve got! I
can’t wait to get home and start jerking off over him.’ I’ve had customers who
aren’t shy about telling me what they want—hell, I’ve even had customers come
on to me!—but that guy was exceptionally candid. Maybe too much so, in
fact! He probably had himself a marathon masturbation session.”


Which is sort of what I have in mind, for
myself! Istvan thought. When he saw a title which seemed
promising, he pulled the case out and studied the lurid nude photos of the
performers on its front and back. Naked, pumped up, erect, and smiling, Mezey
posed with other massively muscled and well-endowed bodybuilders, and with
voluptuous women, on the covers of the bisexual videos. Istvan had no difficulty
selecting two promising titles, A Biszexuális Edzés Haver [His
Bisexual Workout Buddy], and Ö Izmos Szerelmeseinek [Her Muscled
Lovers].


Then Istvan decided that his third purchase, and his
fourth, the half price one, should be all-male productions. Narrowing his
choice down to two videos in which, judging by the cover images, Mezey had
especially bulgingly muscular costars, Istvan settled on Meztelen Izom
Férfiak [Naked Muscle Men], and Nem Nő Megengedett!  Adolar
Mezey—Más Forró Izom Férfiak! [No Women Allowed! Adolar Mezey—With Other
Hot Muscle Men!]


“Oh, good choices!” Barto complimented him. “Will that
be all?”


“Guess so,” Istvan mumbled. Should be enough,
he thought. To give me a “gay” good time!


The two men returned to the checkout counter. In order
to prevent shoplifting, the actual DVDs were kept in transparent plastic
sleeves, stashed away in boxes and bins behind the counter. Barto found the
ones which Istvan had selected, and he put them in their corresponding cases.
“Anything else?” Barto asked, again. “Condoms, lubricants, poppers, magazines,
toys—?”


“Ah, no thanks. Just the videos.”


“They make me ask all the customers that,” Barto said,
with his characteristic easy laugh. “My boss drilled that into me when he
trained me. But we do have this very nice, high tech lube. It’s silicone based.
Doesn’t dry out, the way water-based lubricants do. Feels great, when you’re
fucking, or when you’re just stroking yourself, too,” Barto assured Istvan,
with an unabashed frankness. “Might be good to have handy, while you’re
enjoying your videos,” he added, slyly.


“You’re quite a salesman,” Istvan declared. “Do you
get paid on commission?”


“No, strictly by the hour, so I’ve got no axe to
grind,” Barto said, cheerfully. “But I do like the customers to leave here
happy. That’s good business practice, it encourages them to return. I like guys
to feel comfortable, when they come here. While I’m making my sales pitches …
we have these bottles of liquid poppers, too. A couple of them might turn out
to be useful, to enhance the viewing experience.”


Istvan had to laugh. “All right. You’ve worn down my
resistance, dude, and I’m sold. Give me a tube of the lube, and two of those
bottles. Then I need to get out of here and go home, before all of my money
flies out of my wallet.”


“Money spent on pleasure is always money well spent,”
Barto suggested.


“Do you like working here?” Istvan asked, as Barto
rang up his purchases.


Barto shrugged. “I don’t dislike it. It’s only a
second job, to bring home some extra money. The hours suck,” he said, bluntly.
“They like guys who can work the graveyard shift. And it can get kind of
boring, as you can imagine, when business is slow and no customers come in.
That’s when I get a lot of reading done, as you see. But it’s not hard work.
Some of the customers can be a little strange, but I know how to handle them.
And most of them are nice. All kinds of people are into porn. There’s nothing
wrong with that. Hey, since you’re a new customer, here are some free samples.
Rubbers and little packets of different kinds of lube. And this herbal capsule
that’s supposed to give you a bigger, harder erection. I wouldn’t take it on a
bet, myself, but they give us the samples to hand out.”


“Thanks. You’ve been a big help, Barto.”


“Admit it. You were kind of nervous when you first
came in here, weren’t you?”


“Was it that obvious?”


“It was painfully obvious. But now you’re okay,
aren’t you?”


“Yes, I guess I am.”


“You know, if you’re really interested in the bisexual
scene—there are lots of other people who are interested in it, too.”


“Yeah?”


“For sure.”


“I wish I could talk to some of them.”


“You can talk to me.”


“Are you—?”


“Oh, absolutely. I’m into it, big time.”


“But you’re married, aren’t you?” Istvan asked,
glancing at Barto’s wedding ring.


“Lots of bisexual men—and women—are married. And we
don’t necessarily keep our being bi a secret from our spouses. Of course my
wife knows I like men,” Barto added, anticipating Istvan’s question. “She
approves. It turns her on.”


“That’s interesting.” Istvan thought about his
cocksucker, and his presumably quite open-minded wife.


“Here, let me give you my phone number.” Barto wrote
it on the back of one of the store’s business cards, and he put it in the bag
along with Istvan’s DVDs, freebies, and receipt. “Give me a call sometime. We
can go have coffee or something, and talk about it. And of course you can drop
in here, any time I’m working, and we can shoot the breeze. There are nights
when it’s slow, and I could use the company!”


“Thanks, Barto.”


“You’re welcome. This was an easy sale,” Barto joked.
“I do get the kind of customer who spends hours in here, looking at everything,
but never buys anything. That can drive me crazy. And don’t even get me started
on the guys who spend hours hanging out in the back room, feeding tokens into
the machines in the peep booths, hoping to hook up with somebody.”


“Do they ever—ah—come on to you? I think you told me
they do.”


Barto grinned. “I did say that. And they do. All the
time.”


“And do you ever—?”


“Let them get past the flirting stage? Not as a rule.
I don’t think it’s a good idea to mix business and pleasure. But hey, I’m only
human. I might make an exception if a really good-looking guy happened to walk
in some night. You know, a guy like you. But then, I’ve got a weakness
for muscle men. What guy in his right mind doesn’t? I like them big and hard
and pumped up—and potent. Shit,” Barto declared, gleefully. “Now I sound as
though I’m writing the blurbs for those goddamn muscle fuck videos of Mezey’s!”


Istvan could feel himself starting to blush again. Barto
was only teasing him—or was he? 


They exchanged goodnights. Istvan left the store. As
he headed for his car, he felt oddly warm, despite the slight chill in the
night air. He wasn’t invulnerable to Barto’s flattery. Istvan liked the guy—and
he hoped that Barto’s interest in him was more than casual and professional.











Chapter Seventeen: No Women Allowed


 


Several days had passed. It was late in the afternoon,
and Barto was doing what any respectable young married man ought to be doing
when he got out of work. Instead of going straight home to his wife, he had a
rendezvous at a downtown coffee shop. He was meeting another young man there,
and he hoped that the two of them would end up in bed together. There was
nothing furtive about this appointment on his part. Barto had made it with his
wife’s knowledge and approval. She seemed almost as eager for him to keep his
date and get laid as he was!


Barto had told Szonja about his encounter with Istvan
at the video store. As he wryly put it, it had been the high point of a long,
slow night.


“Tell me more about this kid,” his wife asked. “What’s
he like?”


“Very good-looking. Almost pretty. You know,
delicate-looking? He’s got just a hint of peach fuzz on his upper lip—you can
hardly call it a real mustache. And a hint of a goatee between his lower lip
and his chin. You know, what they call a ‘dick target.’ But don’t worry. He’s
also got a nice build. He’s obviously been hitting the weights, he’s nicely
pumped up. A hottie, in short! Although he’s kind of shy. But shy in a sweet
way, not in that ‘I’m a dumbass who doesn’t know what to do with my dick’ way
that can be a pain in the ass. I bet he’s pretty hot in the sack.”


“You sound quite taken with him, Barto.”


“Well, I’m not blind. And I had plenty of time to
check him out, while he was browsing through the porn, and the two of us were
talking.”


“You don’t think he’s still a virgin, do you?”


“Um, I didn’t get quite that vibe from him. He seems
like a typical college student. You know, living away from home for the very
first time … experimenting … doing a lot of things for the very first
time. And enjoying every minute of it!”


“So you gave him your phone number. Why didn’t you ask
him for his?”


Barto leered at her. “Listen, baby, I liked the looks
of this kid, but I’m no cradle robber. I’m not going to chase after him. Let
him be the one who makes the first move, if he’s interested. And I think he is.
I have a feeling he’ll give me a call.”


“You seem awfully sure of yourself.”


“I’d be willing to bet money on it. He had that
look on his face when he left the store with his stash of Adolar Mezey porn. I
could tell he was hooked.” 


“You smug bastard, you!”


“And those DVDs that he took home with him—they’re
bound to put all sorts of ideas into his head. That dude Mezey—Mr. Homo
Hungary—he’s quite inspirational. The motherfucker is just about the patron
saint of all us bisexual guys!”


Subsequently, Barto wished he’d made Szonja take that
bet. Barto had been delighted when Istvan phoned him, one evening at the start
of the next work week.


“Maybe you don’t remember me—” Istvan had begun to
say, after he’d identified himself.


“I remember you very well,” Barto assured him. “You
came into the store on Friday night. You bought four of Adolar Mezey’s DVDs—two
of them bi titles, the other two all-guy productions. You went for the ‘buy
three, get the fourth one half price’ deal. I talked you into purchasing a few
extras, which I hope you liked.”


“Oh, I liked them just fine. I must say, you’ve got a
good memory.”


“It’s all part of the customer service we try to
provide. The important thing is, did you enjoy the videos?” 


“They were fantastic!” Istvan blurted out. “I mean …
shit! I couldn’t believe a bunch of huge muscle dudes would actually do
things like that to each other! I haven’t been able to stop watching them, and
jerking off over them, ever since I brought them home.”


“Well, that’s sort of the point, isn’t it? But I’m
glad you like them.”


“The reason I’m calling you is … ah … you did
tell me if I had any questions about this whole bisexual scene … ?”


As Istvan fumbled for words, Barto quickly came to his
rescue. “I think I told you we could get together, for coffee or something, and
talk about it—face to face. Would you like to do that?”


“Yeah.” Istvan sounded relieved. “Very much. Please.”


“When’s a good day and time for you?”


They compared schedules. They agreed to meet at the
coffee shop the following afternoon, when Barto got out of work and Istvan was
finished with his last class for the day.


Barto promptly told Szonja about the phone call and
his date with Istvan—and he wasn’t above gloating a little.


“Do you think he’s the kind of guy who fucks on the
first date?” she asked her husband.


“He will be, if I have anything to say about it.”


“God, you really are a smug bastard. Just my
luck—I have to have a husband who thinks he’s God’s gift to other men, and whom
twinks find irresistible.”


“Oh, trust me, this Istvan is no twink. He may be
young, but he’s all man.”


Barto and Istvan met at the coffee shop, and they sat
across from each other at one of the establishment’s small tables, sipping
their brews. They made small talk—discussing sports, their respective family
backgrounds, that sort of thing—before moving on to more interesting topics of
mutual interest. Barto took out his wallet and showed Istvan a photo of Szonja.


“Oh, my God, Barto,” Istvan exclaimed. “Your wife is
gorgeous! She looks like a supermodel.”


“She may look like a supermodel, but she fucks
like a porn actress,” Barto boasted. “She really likes sex. Sometimes one guy
just isn’t enough to keep her satisfied.”


“And apparently, from what you told me the other
night, she’s not enough to keep you satisfied,” Istvan said.
“Otherwise, you wouldn’t be interested in other men, would you?”


“I guess not.”


“Do you and Szonja really do the kind of stuff they do
in those bi videos? You know—for example, you and another guy, and your wife,
all three of you in bed together, getting it on in all sorts of combinations?”


“We do that every chance we get. How do you feel about
that, buddy?”


“The idea turns me on, in theory. And God knows
watching those videos sure as hell turned me on, in actuality! That Mezey—he
doesn’t seem to discriminate, not at all. Sucking a guy’s cock, being sucked by
another man, fucking a dude, taking a guy’s dick up his ass—rimming, and being
rimming—all that sexy body and muscle worship shit! He does it all, and he sure
seems to like it, a lot. And then he sucks the woman’s pussy, and he bangs
her—not just in her cunt, but in her ass! I couldn’t believe it, when I saw
Mezey screwing a broad in her ass, while his buddy fucked her pussy—and then
the two guys switched! Christ, that was hot! The man’s a sex fiend. But I guess
I’m still kind of confused,” Istvan admitted.


“About what?”


“Well, to be honest with you—about what I am. You
know. Whether I’m straight, or gay, or bi.”


“You’re just a kid,” the worldly sophisticate Barto,
who was all of two years Istvan’s senior, told him in a reassuring, paternal
tone of voice. “It may be too soon for you to decide which you are. And there’s
no law that says you have to pick one, you know, to the exclusion of the other
two. You could even be pansexual.”


“What’s that?”


“That’s when everything and everything
turns you on. In other words, you’re a real pervert. Like some of the
guys who hang out in the back room of the store.” The two young men shared a
good laugh over that. “But seriously,” Barto went on. “You’re not a virgin, are
you?”


“No. I’ve had sex with girls … and I’ve had sex with
guys.”


“And with two girls in bed with you at the same time,
or two guys, or one of each—a girl and a guy?”


“No. Nothing like that. I’ve never been in any kind of
a group sex scene. Strictly one on one, so far. Nothing like that all that
wild, hot shit you see in those videos you sell!”


“Okay. Now we’re getting somewhere. Which do you
prefer, women or men?”


“I don’t know. I like them both.”


“There’s always the Desert Island Test.” Barto went on
to explain what that was, before Istvan could ask. “If you were stranded on a
desert island with one other person, a complete stranger who was willing to
have sex with you on demand, would you want that person to be a man, or a
woman?”


“Wow, that’s a tough choice. I guess it really
wouldn’t matter to me. It would depend on this stranger’s personality. But
we’re not talking about personalities, are we? We’re talking about sex.”


“Right. And if you don’t have a clear preference,
maybe you’re one of those guys who is truly bisexual. Who can go either way.”


“Maybe. But in your case, you’re married, so you must
prefer women.”


“Yes and no. Again, it depends on the situation. When
I give myself the Desert Island Test, it’s a no-brainer. If I could choose the
person ahead of time, then of course I’d want to be with Szonja. I really do
love her. We’re not just husband and wife, we’re best friends. But that would
be cheating. Your companion on the desert island is supposed to be a stranger.
And in that case, I’d have to pick a guy. For one thing, I can’t imagine being
stuck in most women’s company, Szonja maybe excepted, twenty-four hours a day,
seven days a week. That would drive me crazy. The nagging—! Uh, don’t ask me
about that, dude! You’re better off not knowing. A guy is easier to live
with. And sex with a guy can be as rough and messy as you like, you know? You
don’t have to look your best for him. And afterward, you don’t have to listen
to any of that ‘you still respect me, don’t you?’ crap. Plus—a dude would be
more useful, on this imaginary island of ours, for all the survival stuff.
Building a shelter, hunting and fishing, and so on. If that sounds sexist, I
apologize.”


“Oh, there’s no need for you to do that,” Istvan
assured him. “I understand where you’re coming from. And your wife is really
okay with you being bi?”


“She’s completely okay with it.”


“Doesn’t she ever get jealous?”


“Not as long as I’m only having sex with her, and with
other guys. A lot of women are like that. They don’t feel threatened by another
guy. It might be different if their husband, or boyfriend, was screwing around
with another woman. And it works both ways. I’m never jealous when Szonja has a
good time with one of the men I bring home. It’s just sex, really—recreational
sex. My wife encourages me to fuck around with these other guys. As long
as I bring them home and share them with her. I like to see another man fucking
her. She likes to see another man fucking me. It gets really hot, though, when
all three of us mix it up together.”


“These guys you pick up—are they all bisexual, too?”


“They don’t all necessarily label themselves as bi,
although some do, of course. Sometimes they’re men who consider themselves
basically straight, or gay, but who are willing to experiment. I don’t see much
point in sticking labels on people. I’m more interested in what turns somebody
on at a given moment. How I can help them get off, and how I can have some fun,
myself, in the process.”


Istvan turned out to be rather bolder than Barto had
given him credit for. He finished his coffee. And then, as though the caffeine
had bolstered his courage, Istvan looked Barto right in the eye and asked him,
“Would you be interested in having some fun with me?”


Barto matched Istvan’s directness with his own. “You
bet.”


“Could I really get into a threesome with you and your
wife?” 


“Sure.”


“When?”


“Whoa, not so fast, buddy! Let’s take it one step at a
time. No offense, but Szonja and I have sort of a procedure in place. When I
meet a new guy, I like to fool around with him myself first, one on one—to see
if we’re compatible. Then I take him home to meet my wife. Think of it as an
audition, or a casting couch. If Szonja’s the one who happens to meet the guy,
she may screw him right away, with my blessing—but usually she’ll introduce him
to me first, to make sure we hit it off.”


“Are you ready to find out if you and I will hit it
off? Do you want to go to my place and fuck around?” Istvan asked.


Barto grinned at him. “I thought you’d never ask! Do
you have what we’ll need? You know, rubbers, and lube? If not, I always keep a
supply in my car.”


Istvan tried not to lush, and failed. “I’ve got them.
Don’t worry, Barto. I understand about safe sex.”


“Good. I believe in two guys playing with each other
as hard as they want—as long as they play safe.”


The two men left the coffee shop and got into their
cars, and Barto followed Istvan to his place. The college student lived in a
modest studio apartment.


“You’re going to have to excuse the mess,” Istvan
said, as he let Barto into the apartment. “I wasn’t really expecting to have
company. I mean, I was sort of hoping something would happen between the two of
us, sooner or later, but—”


“Oh, don’t apologize,” Barto told him. “This is fine.
It looks quite comfortable.” He glanced at Istvan’s unmade bed. On the
nightstand beside it was the incriminating evidence left the last time Istvan
had entertained a sex partner—a strip of condoms and a bottle of lubricant.
Speculating whether the partner in question had been male or female, Barto
suppressed a smirk. “That bed looks particularly comfortable. I can’t wait to
try it out.”


Istvan smiled at the married man. Now that he was
alone with Barto behind closed doors, he was feeling a little nervous again,
unsure of himself. “Be my guest,” he said. “Make yourself right at home.”


Barto grinned at him. “If you want me to feel at home,
then you’re going to have to let me get naked. And you’re going to have to get
naked, too!”


“All right.”


Quickly, the two men stripped.


Barto stepped close to Istvan and embraced him.


“I’m glad you invited me over here,” Barto whispered,
as he crushed Istvan against his chest. “I’m glad you like me, Istvan. I’m glad
you want me. I’m glad you want us to fuck!”


Istvan trembled in the other man’s embrace for a
moment, almost as though he was frightened. It was a different kind of a tremor
than that of lust, but it was certainly not any sign of reluctance on his part.
No, it was the recognition within him of impending emotional fulfillment. He
wanted to have sex with Barto. His feelings for the other guy went beyond the
merely physical, though. Istvan anticipated pleasure … but he also hoped for
something much more complicated.


He had lusted for Barto ever since the night they’d
met in the bookstore. He knew that, now that he and the other man were going to
get intimate together, it would be more than just sex. 


At any rate, the tremor passed in an instant. Barto
held Istvan against his chest, and the young stud’s mouth slid up to his. Their
lips met, moved slightly together, and then ground together quite firmly and
demandingly. Istvan tasted sweet and natural as Barto’s tongue roamed across
his lips, found them parting to admit the probing tip of his tongue, and met it
with his own tongue, the two tongues lashing together inside the oral chamber
and then, together, coiling lasciviously back into Barto’s own open mouth.


Istvan’s tongue played in fluttery motions over the
roof of Barto’s palate, darting, dancing, leaving behind tiny pinpricks of heat
as it passed on. The pinpricks flared up in a dozen different spots and then
merged together, joining in a sheet of warmth that spread rapidly to shoot
flames through his veins and nerves.


Barto’s entire body tingled as though from a mild
electrical shock, and the sensation pulsed even stronger when it hit his loins.
A similar process was setting Istvan’s ever-volatile flesh on fire!


They embraced and kissed in a tumult of mutual
physical need, Istvan’s warm, wet tongue pushing itself deep into Barto’s
willingly opened and responsive mouth. As they kissed, sucking hard on each
other’s tongues, rubbing their naked bodies together, Istvan jabbed his hard
cock in between the other man’s parted thighs, so that Barto’s balls rubbed
against the upper part of the shaft.


Barto responded at once by clamping down with his
strong thigh muscles, using his legs to hold Istvan’s prickshaft tightly in
place between them, pressed against his groin. His lips still nuzzled
passionately against Istvan’s. Slowly and provocatively, he began to make
fucking motions with his hips, squirming against the other guy, so that Istvan’s
cock plunged back and forth between his thighs, and the snub nose of the penis
stuck out on the opposite side and appeared just below Barto’s buttocks.


“You’re going to fuck me, aren’t you, buddy?” Barto
gasped. He tightened his thighs even more around Istvan’s rigid dick and humped
backward, pulling the thick length of stiff prick along with him.


“Fuck you, hell! I’m going to come, instead, if you
keep this up,” Istvan warned. “Give me a chance to get it in you!” But, too
aroused by the sexy young married stud, Istvan treated himself to a few more
rough dry humps between Barto’s legs, before he forced himself to stop humping
him like that. “I’m going to come unless you give me a chance to cool down,” he
said again, panting against the side of his new fuck buddy’s neck and sticking
his tongue out to lick his slightly salty flesh.


“Yeah, well, don’t do that. Not yet. Don’t come yet! I
have other plans for your load.”


Barto could feel the urgent throbbing of the college boy’s
cock between his thighs, and he writhed away from him. Without pressing their
bodies together, he leaned over and kissed Istvan again, planting his mouth
firmly against Istvan’s warm lips.


Their kiss was extremely exciting, lasting for several
minutes, before Istvan let out another warning moan and reluctantly broke away
from Barto’s demanding mouth and tongue.


They smiled at each other. Then Barto gently pushed Istvan
down on the bed.


“I’m going to suck you for a little while, buddy,” he
declared. “Let me know if you feel like you’re going to shoot.”


Whorishly, Barto licked his lips, wetting them with
his tongue, before he descended between Istvan’s thighs. He blew his breath
forcefully against Istvan’s nuts, and the warm breeze tickled and inflamed the
testicles, which tensed visibly in reaction.


Istvan’s cock was rock hard, sticking straight up from
his groin toward the ceiling, and it was pulsating with barely contained
potency.


Excitedly, Istvan watched as Barto’s mouth surrounded
the head of his prick and slid down around the bulk of the shaft. He saw his
big cockhead and all of his thick shaft disappear into that mouth, and then go
down the other guy’s throat. Istvan moaned. Barto was already sucking him with
great skill, the full length of Istvan’s stiff penis going in and out of his
demanding mouth like a piston pumping away inside its tight-fitting, lubricated
sleeve.


“Jesus!” Istvan whimpered. “Take it easy, man, or I’ll
come. You’re a great cocksucker, but you’re almost too good! I can’t
stand it, you’re making my dick feel so good. If you want to get fucked, you’d
better back off.”


Barto pulled his mouth away from the big cock and sat
up a bit to look down and admire it. It stood up rigid and throbbing, covered
with his slippery spit, glistening dark pink in the dim light.


“So you like the way I suck, huh?” he asked, grinning.


“You’re fantastic. The best cocksucker I’ve had go
down on me in ages, I swear to God.” (In the distracting heat of passion,
Istvan had already forgotten all about the anonymous cocksucker who’d gone down
on him in his parked car, and who had paid Istvan for the privilege. He’d been
good, in all fairness; but the truth was, Barto was even better. The younger
married man’s mouth, which was working on Istvan at the moment, was incredible
skilled, and Istvan was reaping the full benefit of his extraordinary oral
technique.)


“Thanks,” Barto replied. “If you fuck me now, do you
think you’ll come too fast?”


“I don’t know. I guess it depends on how hot that
butch ass of yours is going to feel around my cock.”


“I’ve been told it’s plenty hot,” Barto boasted. “But
I suppose there’s only one way for you to find out. I want to sit on it, stud.”


He got up on his knees and straddled Istvan’s waist.
He quickly opened a condom packet and put the rubber on Istvan’s cock. A swipe
of lube, and they were ready. Barto grinned down at Istvan, bent over to kiss
him on the mouth, and then he took Istvan’s hands and guided them to his hips.


“Put your hands on my butt,” Barto mumbled, between
hot, tonguing kisses, indicating not only with words but with gestures that he
wanted Istvan to grab hold of his buttocks. “Yank my buns apart so you can
shove that big prick of yours right up between them! Oh, dude, I’ve got a
hungry hole back there, and it needs to be filled and fed!”


While the two men kissed, Barto tried, blindly, to
find the tip of Istvan’s cock with his asshole. He felt the college student’s
hands holding his butt cheeks wide open—and then, suddenly, he felt the lightly
lubricated head of Istvan’s cock first jabbing, and then pressing against his
sphincter muscle.


“Fuck me, Istvan,” he grunted, with fierce, selfish
desire. “Get your big dick up my ass and fuck the shit out of me with it!”


He pushed down as he spoke, and Istvan’s dickhead
began to push its way inside his puckered anal entrance. Barto winced with pain
when Istvan thrust up from the bed and the gigantic head of his fuck tool
abruptly penetrated Barto’s asshole, exerting a considerable friction upon its
lining of tender flesh.


Once he was inside, though, Istvan paused so that Barto
could get used to the size of his prick as it stretched his sphincter wide
open. Barto recklessly lowered himself the rest of the way onto the other guy’s
crotch, impaling himself fully upon the stud’s joystick and grunting at the
deep, thorough penetration that resulted.


Istvan’s long steely shaft was sliding up into him
like a rifle barrel, throbbing away, inflexibly hard, hot and potent. It opened
up Barto’s asshole, inch by inch.


Barto let out a moan of pure delight. He had another
man’s cock in his ass! For the first time in over a week. It felt so good that
he wondered why he’d gone for so long without treating himself to this
pleasure. Oh, sure, he and Szonja indulged in anal play together. Barto loved
it when his wife inserted a long, thick dildo into his ass and used it to ream
him out. But no artificial phallus could really compare to an oversized
erection of flesh and blood. When a man wanted to be fucked, he needed another
man to do the job!


“Fuck me, man!” Barto whimpered. “Jesus Christ
crucified! It’s in me. Filling me up! And it’s so fucking big. I can’t believe
how good this feels. I knew you were hung big, but I never thought it would
feel this huge! Oh, hell! Go ahead, do it! Fuck me! All the way, man, get that
big hard prick of yours all the way up in there and fuck! Come on, buddy! Ream
out my asshole with that motherfucking piece of meat!”


Istvan humped upward until he felt his ramrod touch
bottom, high up inside his new sex partner’s rectum. Then he eased his hips
down again and let a few inches of his prickshaft slip back out of that hot,
tight ass.


“Are you going to come?” Barto asked him.


“Eventually. But not yet, man. Not yet! Not until I’ve
had a chance to fuck the hell out of that hot butt of yours!”


“Good,” Barto moaned. “I want to ride you. Pound my
hole!” He shuddered and twisted from side to side on top of Istvan, squeezing
his anal muscles tightly in order to milk his dick. “I want to get fucked, man.
And I can tell you’ve got just the right tool to do the job!”


Istvan humped upward again, and drove his rigid prong
high up into the fuckee’s guts—which spasmed violently all around its
considerable bulk.


The younger man was experiencing what he had always
thought was the hottest, most satisfying thing two men could do
together—namely, his prick planted inside the other guy’s body, reaming him out,
making his hot asshole clench and convulse around his thick shaft. The pleasure
of fucking a handsome, butch number like Barto, whose asshole felt unusually
tight and responsive, was driving Istvan wild with desire.


He looked at Barto’s torso, admiring his muscles, then
he looked down at Barto’s crotch, and he saw Barto’s neglected prick sticking
straight out toward him. Istvan bent forward, struggling to see if he could
possibly get at least the head inside his mouth and suck Barto off while he
screwed him. But he wasn’t quite that limber, and the cockhead remained
tantalizingly just beyond his oral reach. He saw the fuck cream starting to
dribble out of the slit in the head of the married man’s meat, though, and he
burned with the desire to taste it, if only indirectly. He reached out, rubbed
his fingertips over Barto’s glans to collect the seeping pre-cum, and he
transferred it to his own mouth.


“Oh, you taste good,” he reported.


“And you feel good, inside me.”


Istvan reached out, gripped the long shaft of the cock
that pointed at him, and began skinning the swollen meat, pulling the foreskin
back and forth to massage the glans, alternately baring and recovering
it—masturbating Barto in time to his own thrusts deep inside the man’s ass. He
felt Barto shudder at his touch and he let his fist pump up and down around the
cock with increasing speed. Meanwhile, he fucked Barto’s butt in the same
furious rhythm!


“Watch it, buddy, or I’m the one who’s going to come
too fast—and all over you,” Barto blurted out. “That fist action of yours is
driving me out of my mind. I may pop!”


“Go ahead. Shoot off if you want to, man. Spray it on
me,” Istvan urged, still pumping his own prick up and down inside Barto’s shit
chute with fierce energy, while he jerked the married stud off. “Come,
buddy—come for me—let me see it fly out, shoot your hot load all over me!
Please!”


“You want a cum bath?”


“Yeah! Wet me down with your fucking jism, let me feel
it on my body. Oh, Jesus, stud—come, will you?”


“Just as soon as you’re ready to explode inside my
ass, stud,” Barto retorted, groaning with desperate pleasure. “Let’s see if we
can time it just right, and get our rocks off at the same time. That would be
really hot!”


“Okay,” Istvan agreed, breathlessly. “It’s going to
have to happen soon, though. Real soon! I can’t hold my wad in much longer. I’m
getting ready to blast off inside your butt. Are you just about there, too?” 


“Yeah. Hell, yeah!” Barto cried. “Jack that son of a
bitching prick of mine. Work it harder! Faster! Hurt me! Make me come, man!
Bring me off with your fist! Squeeze that fucking cum right out of me! Oh,
God!”


He was quite unconsciously fucking forward and
backward, and up and down—he was riding Istvan’s prickshaft, literally screwing
himself upon that impaling fuckpole. At the same time, Barto pushed his own
cock in and out of Istvan’s fist to fuck his hand in the same rhythm. And, all
the while, Istvan drove his steely, punishing erection in and out of Barto’s
anus. It was just too much! Barto had to come!


“Now! Now!” he shouted. “I’m there! I’m coming,
man!”


A tremendous thrill of sexual response raced through
his body. His thick sperm rushed through the core of his cockshaft and blasted
free, smacking—hot and wet—against Istvan’s hairy chest and dribbling down
across his abdominal muscles, flowing lower to where his crotch was still
hammering away at Barto’s spread buns with such forceful, rutting thrusts.


Barto had to gasp with excitement as he shot, as he
saw Istvan’s sweaty pectoral muscles suddenly whitewashed with the pearly slime
of his semen. He clenched his sphincter and his anal muscles with all his
strength, and he gripped Istvan’s cock so hard that the boy was helpless to
move it back and forth within the anal channel! Grunting, Istvan shot his load
immediately, delivering a full charge of fuck fluid deep into his new fuck
buddy’s asshole. Throbbing its way through its ejaculation, his dick remained
trapped inside that voracious anal abyss.


“Take it! Take my cum! Milk me dry!” Istvan demanded.


Barto responded with further tight, gripping pressure
from his ass, which seemed like a mouth clutching hungrily at the cock still
jammed inside it. For that matter, Istvan’s fist was still clasped around the
shaft of Barto’s own fuck tool—stroking it, tugging at it, squeezing the rest
of Barto’s jism free so that its slippery wetness sprayed down upon his torso
like a fine white rain.


The two men continued to shoot their loads at each
other for several more ecstatic seconds—Barto’s sperm splashing wetly against
his fucker’s torso and dripping down between his legs, and Istvan’s hot jism
escaping from his prick only to remain trapped inside the condom, deep within
the chafed, heated innards of Barto’s ass.


They relaxed on the bed, recovering their breath after
the intensity of their shared ejaculations. Barto leaned over and kissed Istvan
on the mouth.


And then Barto said something which, given the
circumstances, might have seemed strange. After all, he was sitting on Istvan’s
cock, which was still stiff and still stuck up his ass. Istvan had just fucked
him. Both men had just shot off their semen together. They’d joined their
bodies in a homosexual act, and they’d both enjoyed every minute of it.


Istvan recalled the title of one of the porn videos. No
Women Allowed! He couldn’t argue with that. He’d just been given vivid
proof that two men could satisfy each other, sexually.


But Barto had other ideas.


“I can’t wait for you to meet my wife,” Barto
told his new fuck buddy.











Chapter Eighteen: A Victory Celebration


 


The Eötvös Loránd University
soccer team was going to travel by train from Budapest eastward, to the city of
Debrecen—a trip which took just over three hours—to play the University of
Debrecen’s team. Instead of catching a train back late at night, the athletes
from Budapest would wait until morning. They’d stay at an inexpensive hotel.


“This’ll be our chance,” Urban told Bob.


“What, to beat the Debrecen guys?” Bob asked, naïvely.


“Well, yeah, that too, I hope. But also—to have a
threesome with me and Coach.”


“Too risky.”


“Not necessarily.”


The players had already been informed of the sleeping
arrangements in Debrecen. All of the hotel’s rooms were doubles, with two twin
beds. Coach Kozma would have a room all to himself. The others would double up.
Bob and Urban had already requested to share a room, which wasn’t a problem.


“Let me guess,” Bob said. “The idea is, Coach sneaks
into our room, or we sneak into his. What if one of the other guys notices?”


“For one thing, there needn’t be any ‘sneaking’—not on
our part, anyway. After the game, there’ll be our usual curfew, and bed checks.
You know damn well that later, some of the guys will sneak into other
rooms, to party, or they’ll even try to sneak out of the hotel, to go
barhopping. That always happens during these away games. We’ll go to Coach’s
room. And if anybody sees us, and questions us about it later—nothing could be
simpler. Our story is, Coach called us on the room’s phone and asked us to come
see him. Because he took some notes during the game, about what either went wrong
or could be improved next time, and he wanted to run through them with us while
it was still fresh in his mind. And he’ll stick to the same story.”


“Pretty slick,” Bob had to admit.


“Furthermore, if some of the guys manage to smuggle
booze into their room—and you know they’ll try!—and they get caught,
then they’ll be the ones who’ll have some explaining to do, not us. If
they don’t get caught—then they’ll soon be so wasted they won’t be in any shape
to pay attention to our comings and goings.”


“Have it all planned out, don’t you?”


“Yeah. All that’s missing is for you to agree to it.
What?” Urban demanded, when Bob hesitated. “You like Coach, and he likes you.
You want to fool around with him, don’t you?”


“Yeah—I do.”


“No surprise there. The only thing that’s surprising
is that it’s taken this long to set it up.”


“I’ve been so busy with Adolar—and Vanessza—as you, of
all people, know,” Bob reminded Urban.


His buddy grinned, lewdly. “Yeah! The bi stuff is
great, but this’ll be a guys-only get-together. A change of pace for you.”


“I’m almost looking forward to it,” Bob admitted. “Men
are less demanding than women. And they understand that sometimes your penis
just needs to take a break, before it can go again.”


“That’s why it’s a good idea to have a backup dick or
two on hand,” Urban remarked. “In fact, while we’re at it, maybe we should make
it a foursome. I’ve already run that possibility by Coach, and he said sure, if
we can swing it.”


“Jesus, there’s just no satisfying you, is there?” an
exasperated Bob said. “And who’s this fourth guy going to be? Have you been
screwing around with one of the guys on the team behind my back?”


Urban smirked. “Jealous, are you?”


“Don’t flatter yourself. Just answer the question.”


“It’s a guy who lives in Debrecen. His name’s Daniel.
We’ve been chatting on the Internet.”


“I see. Good-looking?”


“Yeah.”


“Nice body?”


“You bet.”


“Athletic?”


“That, too. As a matter of fact … he plays on the
University of Debrecen’s soccer team.”


“What?” Bob exploded. “You’ve been consorting with the
enemy?”


“Uh, since when are we at war with Debrecen? What’s
this ‘consorting’ crap? And for ‘the enemy’—whatever happened to good
sportsmanship? I want to play against his team, and I want to beat their asses.
But, win or lose, I also intend to fuck him. The one thing’s got nothing to do
with the other. Except … an idea’s occurred to me. They ought to rewrite the
rules so that the guys on the losing team have to be the sex slaves of the
winners. That’d be a lot more incentive than just winning a cup.”


“Maybe. Except that a team with a preponderance of
bottoms on it would be tempted to throw the game, so they could get their
opponents’ dicks.”


“You’ve got a point there, Bob.”


“I’m impressed. From what you told me, Coach was
reluctant to fool around with one student. Now he’s willing to play with
three of us.”


“He’s taught us to be better athletes. I’ve
taught him to be a better gay man,” Urban quipped. “Well—a happier one,
anyway!”


Bob winced. “You truly have no shame.”


“Just trying to be more like you, buddy. My next step
will be to date a married porn star.”


Bob couldn’t come up with an effective retort to that,
because what Urban said was literally true.


The Budapest team won the game. The Debrecen players
were good sports, and good losers. They may not have been happy about losing,
but they tried not to show it. There was a nice display of camaraderie when the
two teams interacted after the game.


But the Debrecen coach was as strict a disciplinarian
as Kolos Kozma ostensibly. He finally whisked his players off to the team bus.
It would drop off the students who lived on campus at their dorms, and then it
would make the rounds of the city, depositing the students who lived off-campus
at their various homes.


Kolos, in turn, ushered his players back to their
hotel.


During and after the game, Bob had had his opportunity
to get a good look at Daniel, who was quite a hunk. Kolos, Urban, and Daniel,
of course, all showed no signs that they were planning a foursome, and Bob
imitated their example, playing straight, as though the thought of desiring
another male had never entered his head.


“All right, men, to bed,” Kolos commanded, upon their
arrival at the hotel. “I’ll be coming around doing bed checks soon. I don’t
want any of you guys to leave your rooms until morning.”


Kind of hypocritical of you, Coach,
Bob couldn’t help thinking. Because I’m sure you’d be damn disappointed if
Urban and I stayed in our room, instead of coming to yours!


“Now what?” he asked Urban, when they were in their
room.


Urban checked his wristwatch. “We wait. Shouldn’t be
long.”


And, about twenty minutes later, there was a light tap
on the door. It was Daniel.


He and Bob shook hands, rather formally, for two young
men who were planning to participate in a homosexual debauch.


“Good game,” Daniel remarked.


“Yeah. How’d you get here?” Bob asked.


“I still live at home with my parents. After the bus
dropped me off, I went right into the house. Told my Mom and Dad I was tired,
so I was going right to bed. Luckily, my room’s on the ground floor. I climbed
out the window and walked to the bus stop on the corner. Came right here. Now
all I have to worry about is getting back in the morning. But my parents will
expect me to sleep late, so they’re not likely to look into my room. And even
if they do, and I’m missing—then when I do get home, I’ll pull the ‘I got up
early and went for a walk’ thing. See, I’ve changed my clothes.”


Bob shook his head. “You’re quite devious.”


“Yeah, it’s funny, how the prospect of getting laid
can either sharpen your wits—or do the exact opposite, and let your dick take
over, doing your thinking for you, and getting you into trouble.” Daniel turned
to Urban. “Ready to pay a visit to that hot boyfriend of yours?”


“Yeah, we should be okay by now. His room’s right down
the hall.”


Kolos was waiting for them. He too shook Daniel’s
hand.


“It was a close match, but I’m afraid we won,” the
coach gloated. “Good isn’t always good enough—” Kolos was in a suspiciously
ebullient mood.


“Coach, you’re been drinking!” a scandalized Urban exclaimed.


“You bet I have,” the older man said. “I downed a few,
in the bar downstairs.”


“After all the lectures you’ve given us, about the
evils of boozing.”


“So I’m a hypocrite. Sue me! In fact … you men should
join me. But you shouldn’t be seen drinking in the bar. And I didn’t want to
bring any booze with me on the train, because I was afraid somebody would
notice it in my gear. But there’s a liquor store near here. I’ll make a run
there, while you guys get comfortable. Wait for me, I won’t be long.”


“We could just call room service,” Urban pointed out.


“We could, but … I wouldn’t begrudge the
bellboy his tip. Hell, if he’s cute, we could invite him to join the party! But
alcohol is always marked up sky-high in a hotel. No, I’ll make the liquor run.”


“Many one of us should go, instead of you,” Bob
suggested.


“No, I’ll be fine. You’re supposed to be in your room,
remember. In bed. Asleep.” Kolos let out an inane little giggle, which sounded incongruous
coming from such a macho and ordinarily reserved man.


Kolos left on his errand—in a boisterous frame of mind,
to put it mildly.


“Well, he’s in a good mood,” Daniel commented.


“And it’ll only improve, once we get going,” Urban
predicted. “He’s loosened up quite a bit—at least off the job, in
private!—since he and I started screwing around together.”


“I see he’s already got the lube and the towels put
out beside the bed,” Daniel said. “Party time! While we’re waiting, we might as
well strip down. Damn, I’ve been looking forward to this,” he added, as he and
the other two soccer players began to undress. “To meeting you in person at
last, Daniel. And meeting you and Kolos, too, Bob. Fuck! Look at you two guys.
What a pair of goddamn stud bodies!”


“You’re embarrassing me,” Bob protested. “You’ve got a
nice build, too.”


“Well, you’re not embarrassing me,” the irrepressible
Urban said. “I like it when a dude gets off on my muscles.”


All three of them were now naked, and already
displaying the preliminary signs of developing erections, Stepping forward,
Urban kissed the Debrecen boy, who showed no hint of shyness whatsoever when
their lips touched.


“Yeah, that’s hot to watch,” Bob declared. “But I want
some of that, too.”


He too gave Daniel a deep, open-mouthed kiss, and then
he turned to Urban.  


Bob took Urban in his arms and gave him a tender,
comradely kiss on the mouth. Daniel embraced Bob from behind and played with
his nipples, at the same time nuzzling his lips against Bob’s shoulder muscle
and licking his smooth skin. Bob had exceptionally responsive nipples, which
stood out from his big pecs like miniature traffic cones. Picking up on this
immediately, Urban and Daniel worked on his chest together, each man sucking on
a tit while they used their hands on Bob’s huge, very hard cock, fondling his
balls, as well.


Um, two hot guys, not just one, Bob
gloated. Either of them would be great by himself, but together,
they’re fantastic! This is perfect. This is fucking hot! And Coach’ll be
back here in a minute, and that’ll make three guys for me to fool around with.
Yeah, this is definitely the way to unwind and celebrate after a game! I
wouldn’t mind losing, if I had this waiting for me!


Daniel made it clear that he wanted to suck Bob, so
the soccer player from Budapest lay back on one of the two beds in the room,
spread his legs, and allowed the guy from the rival team to work on him.


“Why don’t you straddle my chest and fuck my face,
Urban?” Bob invited his buddy. “Let me suck you while he sucks me.”


Urban was never a guy to refuse such an invitation.
The smacking and suctioning sounds of wet mouths working on stiff dicks filled
the air in the hotel room.


After a few minutes of this intense oral play, Bob
wanted to make love to Daniel.


“You’re just about the hottest jock I’ve seen in a
long time,” Bob told him. “I just want to eat you up. A tongue bath, stud. I
think I’ll start off by giving you a tongue bath—! Yeah, I’m—!”


Hoarse with lust, Bob broke off before completing his
sentence; but his body language soon proved to be more eloquent than words.


Bob attacked Daniel with his lips and tongue. The other
college boy’s sturdy well-developed physique, and his flawless skin, pale and
smooth, seemed to incite Bob to a frenzy. He licked Daniel’s armpits, sucked on
his balls, and rimmed his ass. Then, kneeling on the bed, Bob grabbed Daniel’s
ankles and lifted his legs up high. He used his mouth on each of Daniel’s feet
in turn, kissing the soles, taking the toes inside his mouth and sucking on them,
and swabbing his tongue into the spaces between the toes.


“I’ve wanted to do this ever since I first saw you out
there on the field,” Bob mumbled, between licks and sucks and swabs. “I wanted
to rip your uniform right off you, and do you right there, in front of the
crowd!”


Urban laughed. “That would have given new meaning to
‘And the Budapest team scores,’ wouldn’t it?”


Daniel squealed and squirmed, and muttered barely
audible, inarticulate protests. 


“I think he’s ticklish,” Urban suggested.


“Um, he tastes so good,” Bob moaned. “I want to suck
his cock—I want to suck both your cocks, guys.”


Urging Daniel and Urban to lie side by side, Bob went
down on each of them in turn, moving his mouth rapidly back and forth between
the two penises, as though he wanted to compare them. With the two cocks at his
disposal, he was in gay jock heaven.


At last, gasping for breath, he raised his head.


“I need a break,” he admitted. “I’m too fucking turned
on. If I’m not careful, I’m going to shoot my wad. And I don’t want to come
yet. I want this to last.”


“And Coach will be pissed, if we don’t save our cum
for him,” Urban warned.


“How come you guys always call him Coach?” Daniel
asked.


“Force of habit,” Urban said. “And respect, I guess.
Even in bed, when we’re getting awfully goddamn intimate, I still call him
Coach. I think he likes it.”


They lay there on the bed, caressing one another, in a
way which was more comradely than overtly sexual, trying to put their desire on
hold.


After a few minutes, though, the presence of three
lusty young male libidos made restraint difficult. Fueled by their innate
potency, all three men were ready to proceed.


“Okay, I’ve gotten my second wind,” Bob said.


“Your dick hasn’t gone down at all—not for a moment,”
Urban observed.


“It’s always had a mind of its own,” Bob retorted.
“You’re hard, too. And so is Daniel.”


“We’re all hard, we’re all hot, and we’re all loaded
with cum,” Urban declared, happily. “So what the hell are we going to do about
it, guys?”


Bob found the tube of lubricant which Kolos had set
out on the table between the beds. “I’m ready for some anal. Go ahead and fuck
me, Urban,” Bob suggested. “Help yourself to my hole, buddy.”


“Man, that’s one offer you’ll never have to make to me
twice,” Urban said.


Urban greased himself up. Then Bob spread his legs,
and with Daniel observing them, intently, Urban penetrated the other muscle
stud, quickly and thoroughly. While Urban humped away, treating his fuck buddy
to a good, hard anal pounding, Daniel greased his palm with the lube and used
his fist on Bob’s prick, jerking it, and leaning over his torso to suck on his
nipples again.


“For such a big guy, with all those muscles, you’ve
got such a nice, tight ass,” Urban gasped, as he labored between Bob’s
buttocks, quickly establishing a fast, relentless pumping rhythm. “It’s like a
little boy’s!”


“But it’s not a little boy’s. It’s a grown man’s hole.
Use it, dude,” Bob invited him.


“Fuck his ass,” Daniel urged Urban. “Christ, this is
hot to watch! Give him a deep, hard fuck,” Daniel instructed Urban.


“Yes, sir. Good idea,” Urban told the guy from
Debrecen. “You’d make a good sex coach!”


“Fuck that muscle ass,” Daniel said. “Aw, shit! It
looks like Bob has a nice tight, hot man pussy tucked in there between his
glutes!”—a declaration which forced Urban to suppress a fit of the giggles.


“You’re going to be in a position to find out for
yourself before we’re done here, Daniel. I want both of you men up my ass.
First you, Urban—then you, Daniel, later on,” Bob gasped. “I want you to screw
me, too.”


“It’ll be my pleasure, big guy. It’s a date!” Daniel
promised.


“Oh, you have such a big cock, Urban,” Bob moaned,
happily. “Come on, fucker. Give me what you know I want. Don’t hold back. Fuck
me. Fuck me hard, fuck me rough. I can take it. Show our friend Daniel, here,
how we Budapest men fuck!”


Bob could take it, all right. But, inevitably, Urban’s
use of his body had its effect on him. He got too excited to postpone his
ejaculation any longer.


“Can’t help it. I’m going to come, guys,” Bob
announced. And immediately he began to do so, his cock drenching his torso,
white streaks of cum against the sex-flushed sweaty flesh. “Don’t stop, Urban,”
he groaned, his dick still spurting. “Keep fucking me until you come, man. Let
me feel your hot spunk filling me, until it feels like you’re giving me a
goddamn cum enema!”


Inspired, as always, by the other bodybuilder’s hot
ass and lewd talk, Urban shot, too, his semen spurting forth so copiously that
it felt as though he was thrusting his cock back and forth inside a warm,
slippery bath of gel. After Urban pulled out of Bob, Daniel straddled Bob so
that his cock stuck out over Bob’s face.


“Lick my balls,” Daniel begged, pressing his testicles
against Bob’s mouth. “Lick and suck them!”


Bob kissed the scrotal sac which Daniel was offering
him, before he swabbed it with his busy tongue. After a moment, he opened his
lips in a wide yawn. Taking both of the testicles inside his mouth, he suckled
on them, passionately. Daniel whimpered, in helpless delight.


Panting for breath, Urban watched the tea bagging
which Daniel was giving Bob.


Then, having taken a moment to recover from his
orgasm, Urban reached out and played with both of the other men’s bodies,
fondling their butts, stroking their cocks. Bob abandoned Daniel’s balls, in
order to rim him again.


Daniel went wild when Bob tongued his ass. He shouted
out a steady stream of obscenities. “I’m going to come!” he warned, suddenly, sounding
almost hysterical, while Bob licked and sucked and tongue-fucked his ass. “I’m
going to come, right now!” But to guarantee that he was indeed going to
come without undue delay, he began to masturbate.


Bob eased his tongue out of Daniel’s ass. He stared up
at the other athlete, at the stiff prick which Daniel was fisting so violently,
only inches above his face.


“That’s right. Jack off, Daniel,” Bob urged, reaching
up with both hands to tease Daniel’s stiff tits. “Let me see you beat that hot
dick. Make it shoot. And when you do shoot, don’t be selfish, buddy. Let me have
it—all of it! Spray your fucking jism all over my face! I want to see that big
dick shoot off, and I want to feel your load dripping down my face.”


Daniel groaned, in a way which seemed to convey
frustration.


“Need some help?” Urban asked, solicitously. He
provided it, in the form of a finger inserted through Daniel’s clenching
sphincter muscle and thrust up into his boyishly tight ass.


That seemed to do the trick!


“Ah!” Daniel yelped. “Ah! I’m coming! Going to shoot—!”


With his fist pumping away on his cock, and Urban
fingering his ass, Daniel gave Bob what he wanted, and the bodybuilder from
Budapest groaned in ecstasy when the outpouring of semen rained down upon him
and soiled his nose and cheeks and chin. Some of the cum even flew inside his
open, panting mouth, and he swallowed it, greedily.


Urban was aware that there was a certain protocol to a
threesome, or a foursome.


As the instigator and organizer of this event,
accordingly, he continued to devote himself to the task of satisfying his two
fellow athletes’ needs.


During the rest of the play session, Urban proved
himself to be a thoughtful, considerate, and accommodating host—which, in this
case, meant that he was first and foremost a remarkably and indefatigable
inventive sex partner. He encouraged his guests to get into a variety of
positions with him, and he showed them any number of new ways to get their
rocks off. At one point, he fucked Daniel, while Daniel sucked Bob’s cock and
Bob once again took both of Daniel’s balls inside his own mouth—an act which
Bob especially enjoyed. 


Then Daniel was given an opportunity to fuck Bob. With
the muscle man from Budapest lying on the bed on his belly, Daniel mounted him,
and pummeled his ass. It was always especially exciting for Daniel to be
screwing such a powerfully muscled, macho fellow jock, and Bob was an
exceptionally attractive specimen of the type. Daniel used Bob’s ass without
mercy or letup, which was exactly what Bob wanted.


Watching the sexy stud fuck his buddy, Urban got
excited, all over again. He stroked his own dick back into erection.


“As soon as you come in his ass, Daniel, I’m going to
take your place,” Urban proposed. “I’m going to fuck him some more. Get him
nice and warmed up for me. Get his ass stretched open, for my cock. Is that
okay with you, Bob? You want to be fucked some more?”


“Hell, yeah,” the insatiable bodybuilder gasped. “I
want to be fucked! And fucked, and fucked, and fucked! All night long,
you horny bastards. All night long!”


“If our dicks give out,” Urban promised, “I can always
get on my phone and see who else is interested in some action. Some of the
other guys on our team must be just as horny as we are. We can recruit a few of
them, to join us and keep that hole of yours satisfied.”


“Bring them on, buddy,” Bob demanded. “Bring them on!”


However, as things turned out, it wasn’t necessary for
the horny trio to resort to this strategy. Backup was already on the way.


The three soccer players had gotten so carried away
that they’d forgotten all about Kolos.


Laden with two large shopping bags weighed down with
bottles, he staggered back to the hotel and to his room—to find it in disorder,
with the trio’s discarded clothes strewn about, and the three naked young
athletes still going at one another on one of the beds.


“Well, guys, I was going to apologize for being
gone for so long, and leaving you here on your own” Kolos said. “But obviously
you’ve been keeping yourselves busy during my absence!”


“A fresh cock,” Bob gloated. “Just what we need! Come
here, Coach. Take off your clothes. Fuck me!”


“I’ll do my best,” Kolos promised, as he moved toward
the crowded bed.


“Where’ve you been, Coach?” Urban asked.


“I ran into your coach downstairs, Daniel,”
Kolos explained. “He told me he came to congratulate me again, and to ask me to
have a drink with him. I thought it’d be impolite to refuse, and I couldn’t
think of a good excuse. Hell, I could hardly tell him, ‘No, thanks, I’ve got
three of the players—and one of them just happens to one of yours—waiting
upstairs, for me to fuck!’ So we went to a bar down the street and had a few.
Then, after he said goodnight and left, I was finally able to walk to the
liquor store and load up. I bought champagne. Always appropriate when you’re
celebrating—or just socializing. I’m good and drunk, now, so you men need to
catch up with me. Take a breather, and have some of this bubbly.”











Chapter Nineteen: Well Coached


 


Kolos popped the corks of four of the champagne
bottles, so that each man could have his own bottle and drink directly from it,
disdaining to use the hotel’s plastic drinking glasses.


The three young soccer players did their best to catch
up with the inebriated coach, guzzling the fizzy sparkling wine with reckless
abandon, so that it was soon necessary to open four more bottles.


“You haven’t had sex with Bob yet, Coach,” Urban
pointed out. “Go ahead. Do him, while Daniel and I have some fun with each
other—and watch you in action.”


“Great idea,” Kolos declared. “Come on, Bob. I’ll give
you a massage.”


Daniel and Urban went to the bed which hadn’t been
used yet, sitting on it and observing, while Kolos fetched a bottle of massage
oil from his overnight bag.


Kolos shed his clothes, and then, nude, he urged Bob
to stretch out on the other bed, the one which had already seen such thorough
use. Then he anointed Bob’s body with oil, rubbing it into every muscle of his
legs and thighs, every crevice of his back and buttocks. 


“Oh, that really feels good, Coach,” Bob said. “You’re
good at that.”


“I ought to be. I get a lot of practice. Giving
rubdowns to you guys.”


“You must go through hell, Coach, wanting to do more
with us than just rub us,” Urban suggested.


“You bet your ass I do,” Kolos groaned, while he
continued to work on Bob. “And you’re the one who finally pushed me over the
edge, Urban.”


“Regrets?” Urban inquired, slyly.


“None at the moment,” the coach retorted. “I may feel
differently about it after I’ve sobered up. But for now—! I’m enjoying myself.
Okay, Bob, your front’s done. Roll over.”


Bob flipped over onto his back and Kolos began the
massage again with his toes, up his muscular, shapely calves and along his
muscular thighs, rubbing the oil tenderly up his hard, flat belly and resilient
broad chest. Then with Bob’s body properly anointed, Kolos slid his mouth into
place around the soccer player’s penis and he began massaging him in a
different and far more exciting way.


“Yeah, suck him, Coach,” Urban urged.


“Fucking hell,” an admiring Daniel commented. “Looks
like Kolos really knows how to deep-throat! He’s swallowing that whole thing.”


“He’s a great cocksucker,” Urban said.


Bob groaned. “He sure is! Oh, Coach—your mouth on my
cock! It’s getting me so hot. You’re driving me crazy.”


When the blow job had come to its inevitable
conclusion and Kolos had swallowed a mouthful of the young bodybuilder’s sperm,
Bob pushed Kolos down on the bed and he repeated what Kolos had done, treating
the coach to a skillful, enthusiastic display of fellatio. But when Bob had
succeeded in bringing the older man close to climaxing, Kolos held Bob’s head
in his hands, gently restraining him, and he gasped, “Let’s try something
different, stud. Here, lie down again.”


Bob lay on his belly on the bed. Kolos massaged his
erotically overwhelming buttocks again, rubbing in more of the slippery oil.
Slyly, he slipped an oily fingertip inside Bob’s sphincter ring, and he began
to finger-fuck his tight little asshole, stretching it, coaxing it wider open,
encouraging it to relax and accept the penetration.  When, after much patient
manipulation, Bob was able to relax his anal defenses completely and sigh with
pleasure, Kolos proceeded to the actual phallic penetration.


He put on a rubber. He didn’t bother with any
additional lube. He hoisted himself onto the mattress atop Bob, placing one
knee between his thighs, and he massaged the brawny youth’s broad, smooth back while
he pulled the knee back and lowered himself onto Bob until his chest crushed
into his back, and his thighs pressed against the outsides of Bob’s thighs.


Kolos lay that way for a moment, brushing himself
lightly against the other man, and then he pushed forward slowly.  


Inch by inch, his bloated cock sank inside the young
soccer stud’s asshole, which stretched to receive its bulk. For many long,
increasingly delirious moments Kolos proceeded thus, giving his dick to Bob an
inch at a time, until he seemed to cross a threshold and Bob reared back up at
him, pushing his hips and buttocks up as far as they would go.


“Fuck me, Coach!” he gasped. “Oh, God, man, you’re in
me all the way! I can feel your big, hard dick sliding right up my ass! Fuck
me—fuck me, fuck me! Christ! I never thought it would feel this good!
Shit—if I’d known it was going to be this hot, I’d have put the make on you and
let you screw me long ago!”


“Hey, I saw him first,” Urban teased Bob. “But it’s
okay—I’m always willing to share.”


Kolos grunted. “You like having your coach’s dick up
your tight muscle ass, do you, boy?”


“Hell, yes! Yes, sir!”


Kolos wrapped his arms tightly around his new sex
partner’s chest, thrilling at the touch of his smooth skin and the pin-pricks
of his hard, hot nipples. Then he began to move back slowly, and when their two
bodies were nearly disengaged again, he plunged down into Bob’s rectum yet more
deeply, with undeniable lust, but also with patience and with tenderness.


Bob lay there fairly passive at the beginning, but
after about five minutes—neither he nor Kolos was concerned at all about watching
the clock!—he started to join in the erotic pelvic rhythms, squirming his hips
away from his fucker’s and crushing his buttocks into the hard, flexed tops of
his thighs. Kolos’s head was pressed into his neck, sucking at the sweaty,
salty-tasting flesh, and Bob turned his face slightly to that side.


Kolos took his lips from Bob’s neck and poised them
over his lips. But before they kissed, Kolos opened his alcohol-glazed eyes
wide, looked at him for a moment, and then Bob’s long-lashed eyelids fluttered wide
open, too, and the two men exchanged a triumphant, joyous gaze of total, mutual
desire and satisfaction.


Lost in the moment, Kolos furiously resumed kissing
the other guy.


Their mouths locked in another hot kiss and they once
again joined their bodies, their perspiration-anointed limbs slithering and
pounding to the rhythms of their blood streams, moving together toward
orgasm—which suddenly poured through both men’s straining, spasming bodies like
a pure, clear, blinding light.


Meanwhile, though, Urban and Daniel hadn’t been idle.
It was undeniably arousing to watch Kolos and Bob making love to each other.
But it was even more exciting to mimic some of the things they saw the other
two guys doing!


Urban downed a mouthful of the champagne, as usual
swigging it straight from the bottle, and this seemed to have an instantaneous,
aphrodisiac effect on him. He waited impatiently while Daniel, too, drank from
the bottle, which Urban handed him. Then Urban attacked the other guy.


“I want you,” he blurted out.


“Do you? Well, you can have me, then,” Daniel invited
him.


Urban’s excitement, riding the crest of a wave which
had been building up toward its shoreline for some time, was now all but
uncontrollable, and he began to pant and groan, leaning toward Daniel’s ear to
kiss it and then to move across his face to his mouth. They kissed, fiercely,
almost brutally, for no more than a few seconds and then, looking and sounding
desperate with erotic impatience, Daniel pushed Urban away—but he kept his grip
on the turgid, throbbing shaft of Urban’s cock, which filled his fist like the
shaft of a baseball bat.


“Give me your fucking dick, man!” Daniel gasped,
red-faced, sweating. “Let me have it!”


But he already had it. In fact, he was using both
hands to manipulate it now—grasping and stroking the thick, inflexible shaft
from base to tip with one fist, while the fingertips of his other hand hefted
and tickled the hairy sac that contained Urban’s big balls.


Scarcely able to believe his good fortune at having
hooked up with such a hot new fuck buddy via the Internet, Urban lay there on
the soft, yielding mattress of the hotel’s bed and he let his bedmate play with
him. Daniel had a typical athlete’s strong grip, and the muscles in his biceps
tensed and flexed while he deftly pumped the other young stud toward orgasm.


Urban was almost afraid to speak, to say anything that
might destroy the intensely sexual mood. But finally, when he felt his hot
sperm rising to a boil within the core of his penis, he stammered, “I—oh,
dude!—I’m going to come!”


But Daniel was full of surprises on this memorable evening.
Instead of releasing Urban’s prick and pulling away from him in order to avoid
being spattered by Urban’s semen, as Urban had assumed he might, Daniel only
groaned and squirmed in even closer to Urban’s body, while he masturbated him
even more furiously.


“Do it,” he grunted. “Come! Come! Shoot your fucking
shit all over me, Urban. And jerk mine, too. Please! Jerk mine while I do
yours!”


Daniel’s cock was standing straight up from his groin,
an eight-inch cylinder of flushed, rigid masculinity. His piss slit was gaping
wide open, a clear drop of fuck fluid already visible as it oozed sluggishly
out of the tiny aperture.


He cried out in pure pleasure when he felt Urban’s
warm, sweaty hand suddenly enclose his prickshaft, stroking it every bit as
passionately as his own fist was caressing Urban’s meat.


They pumped each other’s tools until—breathless with
excitement—they both exploded, virtually at the same moment, their overexcited
cocks spitting out hot wet jets of jism that rained down upon both young men’s hard-muscled
torsos.


“Christ!” Daniel yelled. Then, again, “Christ!”
Without pausing to catch his breath, without taking his hand off Urban’s cock
or slackening his stroke in the slightest, he writhed up against his new friend,
crushing their semen-soaked chests tightly together, and he kissed Urban
wildly, his mouth suctioning against Urban’s mouth with bruising force, his
tongue eagerly probing the interior of the other youth’s mouth.


Urban returned the kiss passionately.  


Their fists continued to work, squeezing and fondling
each other’s pricks, until both guys were spent and their genitals had no more
virile cream to yield—at least for the time being.


Urban was ecstatic. The only disappointing thing about
the whole experience was that, as soon as they’d both moaned and shook their
way through their ejaculations, Daniel broke their kiss and pushed Urban away
from him again, with a breathless, slightly embarrassed laugh.


“Jesus, I was horny,” he laughed. “I’d better go wash
up, man. We sure made a mess, didn’t we? Look at us … both covered in sweat and
cum.”


“Yeah,” Urban gasped, out of breath.


On the other bed, Bob and Kolos lay clasped in each
other’s arms, looking fucked out—at least for the time being. Daniel and Urban
went into the hotel room’s bathroom together.


“So you and Bob are workout partners—and fuck buddies,
huh?” Daniel inquired, while he and Urban washed up.


“Yeah, but I’m damn hot for Coach Kozma, too. I’m his
boy, his bitch. I’ll do anything he asks. We both like a little sexual variety
now and then, that’s all.”


“I like a lot of variety, man. Let’s keep
going. I know I’m ready, and you sure look like you are, too. Let’s do some
more fucking and sucking!” Daniel’s freshly scrubbed cock was hard and hot,
sticking straight out from his crotch like a flagpole set in the side of a
building.


They went back into the room. 


Kolos lay there on the bed beside Bob, with his eyes
closed. The coach was motionless except for the steady rise and fall of his big
chest as he breathed—and snored, loudly, with a blissful look on his face.


“I’m afraid Coach is sleeping it off,” Bob whispered.


Urban chuckled, softly. “Probably the best thing for
him, the poor guy. If the booze wasn’t too much for him, then the sex probably
was. Come on, Bob. You and Daniel fool around with each other. I’ll watch.”


Urban drank more champagne, while Bob rose, careful
not to disturb the sleeping Kolos, and made his way to the other bed.


Bob stretched out and lay back on the mattress, and a
moment later, he groaned with pleasure when Daniel put his big, warm, hand on
his cock, squeezing it at its most sensitive spot, just under the outward flare
of the head. Bob made himself comfortable, closed his eyes, lifted his ass, and
spread his legs out in front of him, relaxing and luxuriating in the pleasure
of having the other guy’s hand massaging his cock and balls.


Urban sucked down a little more champagne, but then he
decided he didn’t want to be just a voyeur, after all. Putting down the bottle,
he  went to the other side of the bed and he began caressing Bob’s thickly
muscled thighs—then, leaving one hand on Bob’s thigh, he put his other hand on his
buddy’s chest, rubbing and squeezing his pecs persistently.


Bob was getting turned on very fast, especially when Urban’s
palm slid over his stiffening nipples. His cock pointed straight up in the air toward
the hotel room’s ceiling while he surrendered himself completely to the other
two young men’s advances, exulting in this new round of foreplay, enjoying the
feeling of having his crotch groped, his thigh muscle rubbed, and his nipples
teased, all at the same time.


Daniel’s hand left Bob’s penis, slipped down under his
tightening balls, and he began fingering Bob’s tingling asshole. He pressed the
blunt tip of his middle finger hard against Bob’s scrotum, and then he rubbed
it back and forth, massaging the entire hairy perineum muscle from the base of Bob’s
balls to his asshole.


Bob opened and closed his asshole, pulling and pushing
on his sphincter muscles. And, as Daniel rubbed his hot finger closer and
closer to the puckered hole, Bob increased the lewd pulsations of his anal
opening.


“Like to have your asshole played with, huh, dude?”
Daniel whispered.


“Yeah … I love ass play, man … don’t be shy, don’t go
easy on me. Finger my freaking butthole for me!” Bob urged the other soccer
player.


“Nice tight muscle ass,” Daniel declared. “Looks and
feels like the kind of a manhole that needs a lot of attention.”


He went on teasing Bob’s hypersensitive pucker. Finally,
just at one of the moments when Bob was relaxing his hole, instead of flexing
and tightening it, Daniel dug his finger into it. Bob pulled in his asshole in
an instinctive response and he could feel Daniel’s thick finger being drawn up
into his hole. The sensation of being penetrated anally like that was wildly
exciting, as though he was actually sucking the finger right into his horny
asshole with the muscles he used to shit with!


“Oh, that’s a really hot hole you’ve got there, big
guy,” Daniel whispered. “Do you like to have it played with like this?”


“Love it,” Bob gasped.


“Take my word for it, Daniel,” Urban said, rather
cynically. “That’s one hell of a hungry hole! Don’t be afraid to give it to Bob
rough. He likes it that way. He learned it from that muscle whore boyfriend of
his, Adolar Mezey.”


“Yeah, I remember you telling about that … how Bob’s
become Mr. Hungary’s boy toy … and the porn dude’s wife’s boy toy, too. Oh,
Bob, you sly bastard!” Daniel exclaimed.


“Let’s leave Adolar out of this,” Bob pleaded.


“He’s embarrassed,” Urban explained, facetiously, for
Daniel’s benefit. “Because he can’t make up his mind whether he’s gay, bi, or
what.”


“Fuck you, Urban,” Bob growled.


“By my guest, buddy. Any time. Right now, if that’s
what you want. But it looks like you’re the one who’s about to get his
ass pounded. Judging by the way your asshole is sucking on Daniel’s finger.”


“Yeah, this is a really sweet, responsive ass,” Daniel
breathed. “Hard to resist! Bob’s got a nice cock, too—! Just the kind I like
to—!”


Groaning with lust, interrupting himself, Daniel bent
over, put his lips on the mushroom head of Bob’s huge and grossly swollen erection,
and he began sucking and licking at the tip of it, keeping his finger working
in and out of Bob’s hotly pulsating asshole all the while. Urban, by this time,
was kissing Bob’s pecs and licking at his swollen nipples, sending the other
young bodybuilder into a wild frenzy of erotic desire.


On the other bed nearby, Kolos slumbered and snored
on, in blissful oblivion, unaware of how the three younger men were amusing
themselves.


Shit! Bob gloated. What
a pair of hot studs! What a good idea this goddamn sex party was. I should’ve
known that Urban would come up with one hell of a hot guy, living here in
Debrecen. Two freaking, motherfucking, muscle jocks. Both of them working on
me—getting me so fucking hot! So hot I can’t stand it, so hot that I think I’m
about to blow my wad! Again! Shit, how many times have I already come, tonight?


But, as far as Bob’s two sex partners were concerned,
the threesome had only got started.


Next, Daniel got on top of Bob, flopped his gigantic uncut
dick onto his chest, and spread his firm, bulgingly muscular thighs, placing
one on either side of him. 


Bob could look down the length of his own torso and
see Brian’s big, bloated cock staring him right in the face, the crinkled and
lightly haired skin of his balls resting heavily on his pecs, and he could feel
Daniel’s sweaty ass crack pressing tightly against the flesh of his belly.


Bob squirmed his body slightly back and forth on the
bed, he gripped Daniel’s solidly-muscled buttocks in his hands, and he yanked
the hard, hemispherical ass cheeks wide apart in order to force Daniel’s ass
crack to open even wider—because Bob desperately wanted to feel the moist flesh
of the guy’s hot sweat-moistened manhole pressing wetly against his own naked
belly.


Daniel got the message, and he obligingly ground his
bare ass harder down on Bob’s, and then he put his own hands back on top of the
Budapest dude’s. He helped Bob spread his ass cheeks, and then he ground his
butt down tight. Bob could now feel the wiry hairs of Daniel’s anal crack
crushed against him, and then he could feel the perspiring wetness of Daniel’s
anal opening grinding itself hard against him.


Daniel’s cock was growing bigger all the time as he
sat, spread-thighed, on Bob’s muscular chest. Bob could see the gigantic length
of that inflexible whang thumping up and down between his pecs with each urgent
throb. He saw a thick drop of pearly jism ooze from the glossy piss slit in the
tip of the cock and drip sluggishly down to his chest.


“Want to suck it?” Daniel whispered, urgently.


“Hell, yeah! Fuck my face with that goddamn thing!” Bob
demanded.


Suddenly, he couldn’t resist his wild desire to taste
that cock for a moment longer! His hungry mouth filled to overflowing with
saliva, and he lunged at Daniel’s prick, sucking it madly into his mouth.


The other guy’s tool was so big and hard that it more
than filled Bob’s mouth, but he went after it hungrily, enclosing it from its
wet tip right down to its thick base in the suctioning flesh of his mouth.


“Ah, Jesus, man!” Daniel shouted. “Suck my big fat
dick, you dirty cocksucker! Yeah, you know you want to. I can tell you like it.
Go all the way down on me. Oh, God damn you! God damn you, suck!”


Daniel’s cock was in fact so fat that Bob could
hardly roll it around inside his mouth—and when he took its entire length in,
he could feel the thick head of that turgid cock pressing heavily against the
back of his throat. He rubbed his tongue frantically over as much of the pulsating,
veiny flesh as it could reach to coax the hot sperm out of it while he sucked
it.


Daniel responded by thrusting his huge fuck tool
incessantly into Bob’s willing mouth, fucking his oral cavity with the mindless
need of a sex-starved maniac. He rammed his rod brutally into Bob’s mouth
without any concern for Bob’s possible discomfort, his huge ball sac swinging
heavily and impacting against Bob’s saliva-dripping chin on each thrust.


But his cocksucker loved it—every inch of it, as his
mouth was raped by that oversized prick!


While Bob was avidly sucking on Daniel’s hot, burning male
member, Urban pushed his hand down between Bob’s legs and took over the job of
playing with his butt. The deceptively boyish-looking and innocent-looking blond
bodybuilder began finger-fucking his buddy’s asshole, quite roughly. Bob
grunted with delight around the meat filling his mouth when he felt Urban’s
finger slide deep inside him and probe his hot manhole, poking around within
his spasming anal chasm.


Bob spread his thighs wider and relaxed his ass cheeks
so that Urban could get deeper into him, as far as his third knuckle. All the
while, Bob kept his mouth working harder and faster on Daniel’s throbbing cock,
pulling at it with his tongue and even with his teeth in his cocksucking
frenzy. Daniel didn’t seem to mind the rough blow job. He thrust even more
fiercely into Bob, forcing his tremulously agitated cockhead deep into the
bodybuilder’s open, waiting throat, fucking it exactly as he’d fuck another
man’s greased asshole—deeply, urgently, with no letup.


“Take it, you pretty muscle boy!” Daniel demanded,
grabbing a handful of Carter’s disheveled and sweat-soaked hair to keep his
head in place, with Bob’s mouth pressed firmly against his wiry-haired groin.
“Keep your mouth all the way down on that cock of mine!”


 Yeah! Big goddamn stud dick in my
mouth, filling it, filling my throat, fucking it, choking me! Bob
thought, exulting in the other two young men’s use of his all too willingly
surrendered body. Whore … I’m a whore, a dirty cock-loving whore! And I’m
not the least bit ashamed of it. I love it … I fucking love it!


Bob’s own dick, painfully swollen, with a drop of
sperm seeping from the burning, distended slit in its tip, felt on the verge of
ejaculation, even though nobody was touching it at the moment. His asshole
throbbed hotly around the finger buried in its depths, reaming it out. Fucking
my ass, you hot bastard! Bob wanted to yell. Oh, Christ, you sexy son of
a bitch, you’re fucking my ass with your finger while I’m sucking your stud hookup’s
big cock!


Then Bob felt the first spasm of orgasm pulse through
the stiff core of Daniel’s cock—it was as though an invisible fist had suddenly
grasped the shaft and squeezed it, forcing the cum out like toothpaste being
squeezed from a tube!


Bob heard Daniel moan and curse—“Oh, motherfucking
hell, I’m coming, you hot cocksucking prickteaser! Damn you!”—and, a second
later, Daniel’s huge cock blasted its full charge of sperm deep into Bob’s
throat. “Take it, you pumped-up muscle bitch—frigging gym slut—swallow it—all
of it, every drop—ah!”


Daniel spurted again and again, helplessly, filling Bob’s
thirsty mouth with his unusually thick jism until Bob couldn’t swallow it
rapidly enough and he had to let some of it overflow and escape from the sides
of his slurping mouth.


Daniel grabbed Bob’s strong, quivering thighs to
steady him while he unloaded, his big body shaking on Bob’s chest, and Bob felt
Daniel’s legs trembling and jerking, harder and harder with each spurt that Daniel’s
prick fed him.


Finally, his orgasmic spasms ebbing away, Daniel
slowly and reluctantly withdrew his dripping cockshaft from Bob’s slurping mouth,
letting several globs of thick white cream drip down onto Bob’s sweaty chest.


Daniel dismounted from Bob, who now saw Urban standing
beside the bed with his back to him, with his beautiful ass facing him, almost
like a little boy’s butt—small, round, and with perfectly shaped cheeks.


Urban was jerking off with one hand and fingering his
own asshole with the other, as roughly, as deeply, as he’d been toying with Bob’s
asshole during the blow job—and the lurid sight of his hot-bodied blond fuck
buddy playing with himself with both hands like that drove Bob, who hadn’t come
yet during this most recent round of frantic homosexual activity, absolutely
insane with lust!


Bob jumped off the bed, grabbed Urban, threw him down
on the bed on his stomach, and, taking time only long enough to put a condom on
his cock, he quickly mounted him. Urban’s fair-skinned, smooth body felt like
satin under him, and he loved the way Urban’s ass yielded its curving butch
sexiness to his eagerly probing cock.


“He’s a good fuck, isn’t he?” Daniel gloated. “Go on,
buddy. Use his ass. He loves it.”


Urban turned his head on the pillow so that Bob could
look down into his face. Urban opened his mouth, moaned “Fuck me! Oh, fuck me
with that big, hard cock!” and then he extended his tongue in lascivious
invitation, dripping saliva onto the pillowcase.


Bob pressed his own open mouth down roughly and
hungrily, and sucked at the blond bodybuilder’s sensuous lips. He sucked
greedily at Urban’s tongue, then he exerted more pressure and he drew the other
guy’s whole wet, slippery tongue deep into his own oral cavity, which tasted
strongly of Daniel’s thick, salty sperm. Obviously recognizing the flavor of
his new lover’s jism in Bob’s mouth, Urban moaned and kissed him harder,
breathlessly.


While he kissed Urban, Bob pressed his dick firmly
against his asshole, feeling that tender, sensitive aperture surrender eagerly
to the pressure of his tool. He pushed the solid tip of his prick roughly
against Urban’s balls and he felt the hot-assed young blond muscle stud wince
slightly at the pain. 


Urban broke their kiss to complain, “Easy! Take it
easy, man!”


“Aw, who the hell do you think you’re kidding, dude?”
Bob taunted his friend. “You’ve had my dick up your ass lots of times. Open up!
Open that hole, and take my cock!”


Then Bob slapped his cock and hips hard against the
cheeks of Urban’s ass, his dickhead hitting into Urban’s ass crack like a fist
impacting on solid flesh. “Go ahead and fuck him hard, big man,” Daniel urged Bob,
moving closer to the other two naked men. “Take my word for it. That Urban’s no
blushing virgin. He loves a big cock shoved up his hot ass!”


As he spoke, the stud from Debrecen put his chest down
on the bed between Bob’s legs and he began fingering the Budapest bodybuilder’s
asshole again.  


Daniel ran his fingertip quickly up and down Bob’s
sweaty butt crack, pressing the flat of his hand against Bob’s swollen balls
and wide-open ass cheeks while Bob, in turn, continued to penetrate his Urban,
his squirming, wildly excited fuck buddy. Then Daniel put his face into Bob’s
hairy butt-cheek valley and he began licking his cleft. He ran his wet, agile
tongue heavily up and down Bob’s spread buttocks, licking and sucking at Bob’s
sphincter.


He spat gobs of warm, slippery saliva into Bob’s crack
to wet it even more thoroughly, and then he went on licking and sucking. Bob
could hear Daniel slurping away against his asshole, and, even more
arousing, he could feel the warm spit being spread over his pucker by
that sensuous tongue. He groaned and raised his hot rear end so that Daniel
could get in even closer, shoving his butt into the other guy’s face.


“Dude—that’s right—go ahead,” Bob gasped. “Eat out my
goddamn ass!”


Grunting with bestial excitement, Daniel finally
jammed his stiffened tongue inside Bob’s dripping hole, spreading the pucker
roughly with his fingertips. He pulled back the delicate flesh around Bob’s
hole, exposing the sleek pink lining just inside the rim, and then he shoved
his tongue inside as far as he could force it.


When Bob felt Daniel’s tongue enter his open asshole,
he thought that a live, wriggling, wet eel had forced its way up inside his
rectum—and when Daniel started to lick his asshole with fast, deep swipes of
his extended tongue, he fantasized for a moment that Daniel was giving him an
enema with his tongue!


What a wild fantasy! But no, it’s so
intense, it’s almost real! Bob thought to himself, while his
anal membranes convulsed fiercely around the stabbing piece of wet, limber
flesh which Daniel was driving in and out of his anal pucker, as though he were
encouraging Bob to use his cock to fuck Urban’s asshole in the same rhythm.


Underneath Bob’s heavy, sweating body, Urban’s ass was
humping from side to side and up and down against Bob’s hard cock, begging for
it to be fully inserted up his butt. Bob’s strong, meaty thighs were outside Urban’s
own large legs, pinning him to the bed, and Bob now clamped his thighs
together, the pressure inserting his dick tightly into the crease of the
blond’s ass.


When Urban felt his ass cheeks being compressed around
the shaft of Bob’s cock, he twisted his mouth up toward the hard-breathing bodybuilder’s
saliva-dripping tongue again and began licking and sucking for all he was
worth. During this process, Bob’s latex-sheathed cock slipped out of the other
young muscle pup’s ass.


“Oh, God. Have mercy, buddy. Don’t stop. Put it back
in me. Screw me, oh, screw me!” Urban gasped between frantic kisses, his breath
hot and moist against Bob’s face. “Don’t tease me any longer, Bob—I’ve just got
to have your prick up my ass!”


Bob could feel the head of his cock getting wet and
slick with dribbled jism, and he knew that he was beginning to ooze fuck juice
in the rubber as Urban’s shamelessly offered asshole excited him almost to the
point of orgasm.


He lifted his thighs, placed them between Urban’s
thighs—forcing the well-built blond guy to spread his legs and buns even
wider—and he pressed the head of his massive, overexcited cock up tighter
against that enticing asshole. Urban responded like the lusty young male whore
he was, by lifting his ass so that his hot asshole was poised against the head
of Bob’s cock. Bob could feel the tip of his dick kissing Urban’s hole, the
puckered flesh of which—relaxed to make the insertion easier for him—smoldered
hotly against Bob’s throbbing organ. Bob reared back slightly so that he could
grasp his fuck tool around its base to steady it, and then he pressed the tip
of it directly into Urban’s anal opening.


Urban spread his thighs even wider apart and humped up
his butt higher, eager to have Bob’s thick stud cock penetrate and soothe his
burning asshole. He began begging Bob to “Fuck me, fuck me!” although his
lust-strained voice was soon reduced to a mere guttural rasp under the weight
of Bob’s heavy, pounding, sweaty body.


Bob then began to reinsert his cock, slowly at first
to make sure it would gain entrance at the proper angle. He was just as horny
as Urban was at that point, just as eager to unite their bodies, to pound his
prick in and out of that butch ass until it exploded in a hot shower of
too-long pent-up cum.


Once he felt the head slip safely inside, he forced
the rest of it in, inch by inch, until his entire stiff length of manhood was
plunged deep into Urban’s impossibly tight, hot young muscle stud ass. The
blond groaned and shuddered under him when the insertion was completed. His
breath caught in his throat, and then it was expelled from his lips with a
choked cry of “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”


“My dick isn’t going anywhere now,” Bob promised. “I’m
going to ream out your hole!”


“Do it! Oh, do it! Fuck me,” Urban begged.


“Yeah, fuck him,” Daniel urged, between swipes with
his tongue against Bob’s ass.


Abandoning himself to his lust, Bob began working his
dick back and forth, feeling the tight, spasmodically aroused membranes lining
the inside of Urban’s long, narrow anal tube constrict against the cylindrical
bulk of his erection.


 Urban was lost in anal ecstasy under him, writhing
and moaning, shouting obscenities, rivulets of sex-sweat running down his
handsome, lust-contorted face. Bob thrust his penis harder and harder, deep
into the guy’s wildly humping ass, with each stroke!


All the while, Daniel was rimming Bob’s ass from
behind, desperately licking his entire crack, trying to keep his hot tongue
plunged inside the asshole itself despite Bob’s frantic humping motions against
his sweat-shiny and red-flushed face.


“You pretty blond muscle fuck,” Bob taunted his buddy.
“You pass-around bottom! Coach’s pet … Coach’s whore!”


Urban didn’t object. Bob hadn’t said anything which
wasn’t true!


“Tell us something we don’t already know, Bob,” Urban
suggested. “For example—which tastes sweeter, pussy boy? Mezey’s asshole, or
his wife’s cunt?”


“You mouthy, smart-assed prick!” Bob raged. “I’m going
to fuck you so hard, I’ll hurt you with my cock! That’ll teach you!”


“Do it, dude, if you’re man enough. Which I doubt. All
I feel right now is a feeble little tickling in there, like when the doctor
gives me a prostate exam.”


“Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!” Bob yelled.


“Fucker!” Urban shouted, right back at him. “Come on,
dude, do your worst!”


Daniel tried to be the voice of reason. He interrupted
his sucking of Bob’s ass long enough to gasp out, “Now, guys—play nice!” Then
he resumed his hungry tongue-fucking of Bob’s spasming hole.


When Daniel felt Bob’s buttocks tense and go rigid, he
no doubt knew Bob was about to unload his cock into Urban’s butt—so Daniel
crushed his face hard against Bob’s slippery-wet crack and kissed his ass, his
lips compressed against the bodybuilder’s sphincter muscle with a leech-like
suction, his tongue rammed as deep into Bob’s hot hole as it could possibly
reach.


That did it! As Bob started coming inside Urban’s ass,
he knew that Daniel could feel the thick, hard perineum muscle between his legs
tense and throb, helping to pump that sperm into his gym buddy’s asshole, and
that Daniel could also feel Bob’s own butch asshole pulsating strongly against
his tongue with each spurt of his jism.


As though it were dissolving into a jet of white-hot
flame spat out from the tip of a welding torch, Bob’s cock seared deeply into Urban’s
anal flesh, blasting a thick load, contained by the condom, into the
fair-skinned stud’s shudderingly responsive rectum.


Bob’s taut belly and the fronts of his thighs banged
down against Urban’s firm ass cheeks again and again, and with each slap his
dick lost another fiery spurt of cum deep in the blond’s guts.


Bob emptied his balls completely, feeling his gushing
jism lubricating the shaft of his prick inside the rubber encasing it while he
went on fucking the other guy, his spurting tool sliding back and forth inside
the other warm sweaty body long after it had been drained of its semen.


Daniel, too, continued to suck Bob’s ass for him while
the bodybuilder from Budapest lay on top of Urban’s back, relaxing, his cock
still hard, still jammed tightly up his buddy’s ass—spent, but refusing to go
soft at first.


Finally, though, Bob gently pushed Daniel away, he rolled
off of Urban, and the three men smiled at each other while they grabbed the
hotel’s towels and slowly wiped themselves off.


Urban and Daniel both kissed Bob on the mouth and
slapped him on the ass. 


“Should we wake up Coach?” Urban whispered.


“No,” Bob replied. “Might as well let him sleep. And
we’d better be getting back to our own room. Hey, here’s an idea, Daniel. You
stay here. You can sleep in the other bed. And, in the morning, when Coach
wakes up—probably hungover, and with a big piss hard-on—then you can take care
of him.”


“Good idea,” Daniel agreed.


“Just make sure you get home before your parents guess
what you’ve been up to,” Urban cautioned.


Daniel grinned. “No problem. I’ll call down to the front
desk, and tell them to give me a wakeup call. That way, I can rouse Kolos from
his stupor, screw him, and still have time to shower and catch a bus back home.
It’ll all work out perfectly. God, I’m glad I met you two studs! What a great
time this has been!”


Urban and Bob agreed. After embracing and kissing
Daniel, they threw on their clothes, and they retreated down the hallway, to
the discreet safety of their own room, to recuperate from the energetic,
exhausting sex party in their own beds.


Bob felt too drained by the night’s activities, by the
remarkably intense and prolonged sex he’d just enjoyed, to shower again. He
could always do that in the morning. So he just undressed and collapsed on his
bed, naked, not even bothering to cover himself, ready to fall asleep.


Inexplicably, he experienced a sudden awareness of
guilt.


Damn, I just cheated on Adolar—again! I’m
such a whore. Couldn’t help myself, though. Those three guys were just too hot,
and the sex was too damn good. I don’t regret it, not really. And what the
fuck? Adolar doesn’t have to know anything about it. I told him I was going out
of town, with my team, for a game. Perfectly true, as far as it went. He
needn’t know what else went on once we got here. What goes on in Debrecen,
stays in Debrecen!


Then Bob caught himself.


Huh? How can I “cheat” on Adolar, when
we’re not in a real relationship, and we decided from the start that we’re both
perfectly free to screw around with other guys? To say nothing of other women. And
the dude’s married, after all. He’d never leave Vanessza. Not for me. Not for
any man.


Frigging muscle stud! He knows damn well I
can’t resist him … that I’ll do anything he wants. Even fuck his wife … which I
have to admit is kind of enjoyable. Aw, shit, I’m so confused!


I’ve got nothing to feel guilty about. Adolar
doesn’t own me. I’m not answerable to him.


Still—I feel kind of bad, for some reason.
Why?


Well, what’s done is done. Can’t be
undone!


I must be too tired, too fucked out, to
think clearly. I’d better get some sleep.


In the morning, Bob asshole felt slightly sore from
the prolonged rimming which Daniel’s talented tongue had given it. But Bob
consoled himself with the reflection that it was probably nothing compared to
what Urban was feeling this morning, after the reaming Bob had given him! 


When the soccer players trooped downstairs to the
hotel’s dining room for breakfast, before catching their train back to
Budapest, Daniel was conspicuous by his absence. No doubt he’d gotten home
safely, with his parents not suspecting a thing—a fact which Urban confirmed
later, when he talked to Daniel during the train ride.


For his part, Kolos certainly possessed an enviable
resilience. He presided over the breakfast, looking as fresh and unfatigued as
though he’d done nothing more strenuous the night before after the game than
get ready for bed, and sleep—chastely alone.


“Parts of last night are a bit of a blur, to me,” he
whispered to Bob at the station, as the team got ready to board the train. “I,
uh, didn’t do anything I ought to be embarrassed or ashamed about, did I?”


“No, Coach,” Bob assured him. “You were just fine. We
had a good time, all four of us. We can always count on you to coach us well,
you know.”


“Thanks, Bob. That’s good to hear.”


“Ah—when you woke up this morning, with Daniel in the
bed beside you—?” Bob inquired, hesitantly.


Kolos had a nostalgic look on his handsome face. “Oh,
yes. We had a nice little ‘coaching session,’ just the two of us, before we
showered, and we had to get dressed, so he could go on his way, and I could
come down and join you guys for breakfast. Daniel’s a fine athlete. Just like
you and Urban. I’m very proud of you all. And very grateful to you, too.”


 











Chapter Twenty: An Amateur
Porn Shoot


 


It wasn’t a Friday night in Budapest. No, it was a Saturday
evening in the Hungarian capitol city. Barto wasn’t working at the adult video
store tonight, and he and Szonja were doing what any respectable young married
couple ought to be doing at home together. They had invited a man over for
dinner, and now that dinner was over, they both had every intention of seducing
him.


Not that Istvan seemed to be requiring much in the way
of seduction. He was obviously more than willing. The moment he’d rung the
doorbell of the couple’s apartment, and Barto had let him in and introduced him
to Szonja, the alluring and seductive Szonja had embraced and kissed Istvan as
though the two of them were old friends—or rather, as though they were old
lovers. Her kiss had a fervor in it that could be considered inappropriate
behavior for a married woman who was meeting a man for the very first time. But
neither Szonja nor Barto had much use for propriety. Neither, for that matter,
did Istvan. The moment the young college stud saw Barto’s beautiful, sexy wife,
he seemed bedazzled by her.


Now, the three of them were sitting in the living
room, enjoying a round of stiff after-dinner drinks. Szonja had encouraged Istvan
to sit on the sofa between her and Barto, so that Barto could “casually” drape
an arm around Istvan’s shoulders, in approved buddy-buddy fashion, and Szonja
could rest one of her hands just as “casually” on Istvan’s knee, and give it a
squeeze. Istvan didn’t protest, or try to pull away from either of them. He was
enjoying himself.


As they drank, they talked. Not entirely by coincidence,
the subject of bisexual-themed porn videos came up. Istvan, encouraged by his
hosts, rambled on a bit, about how much he’d enjoyed seeing Adolar Mezey in
action.


It was ironic. Only a short while ago, Istvan had
despised the notorious Mr. Hungary, even holding him up to ridicule, and
thoroughly disapproving of his brother’s friendship with him. Now, though,
Istvan’s attitude had altered dramatically. He envied Bob, and he was tempted
to ask his kid brother to introduce him to Adolar!


“You can make your own, you know,” Barto said.


“Your own what?” Istvan asked.


“Your own porn videos. Homemade amateur porn. Szonja
and I have started to do that, with the video camera she gave me for my
birthday. It’s a blast.”


“No kidding?” Istvan was intrigued. “Are these videos
only for your own, private consumption?”


“So far,” Szonja admitted.


“That’s too bad. I’d like to see one of them,” Istvan
said.


“We’d be glad to show you one. Although you mustn’t
expect to see the kind of production values that a porn star like Mezey gets,
to make him and his playmates look good. But,” Barto added, with a laugh, “take
my word for it. It’s a hell of a lot more fun to make one than it is to
just sit back and watch one!” He smiled at Istvan. “How’d you like to
star in our next one?”


“Me?” Istvan was all wide-eyed innocence and modesty.


“Yeah, you. You and Szonja. I can film you two doing
it together. Why not? You’re not shy, are you, Istvan?”


“No, I’m not shy. If anything, I guess I’m a bit of an
exhibitionist!”


“Well, you’re in good company,” Szonja assured him.
“So are Barto and I! We love to show off … I love to perform with another man,
while Barto watches. It’s even more exciting when Barto uses the camera, and he
records the fun so we can view it later, as often as we want.”


The three of them talked about it some more. But, by
the time Barto brought out his video camera to show it to Istvan, the latter
had already made up his mind. He was willing to do it. He was going to appear
in an amateur adult video!


Szonja and Barto had already prepared their bedroom in
anticipation of entertaining their guest in there. The bed was freshly made and
turned down. Condoms, lube, and a stack of towels were set out on the
nightstand beside the bed. Now that they’d committed themselves to filming, all
they had to do was make the lighting in the bedroom considerably stronger and
more uniform. They did this by turning on the ceiling light fixture, and
bringing in a photographer’s lamp on a tripod, which Barto aimed so that it
threw a pool of bright light directly on the bed. He had a second tripod, upon
which he could mount the video camera, if he chose.


“Welcome to the studio,” he joked. “The home of
zero-budget porn productions!”


In the bedroom, Istvan studied the setup as he began
to strip. He was a polite guest, who folded each article of his clothing after
he removed it, and he deposited his things neatly on top of one of the chests
of drawers. When he was standing there completely nude, both Barto and Szonja
savored the sight of his muscular body and large cock. His penis was already
stirring, abandoning its flaccid state and beginning to arc up and away from
his groin in semi-erection.


Barto busied himself getting the camera ready.


It was only then that Istvan began to have second
thoughts.


“Hey,” he said. “There isn’t any chance my grandmother
is ever going to see this video, is there? She’d kill me!”


Both Szonja and Barto burst out laughing.


“I think I can guarantee that she’ll miss your film
debut,” Barto promised. “But if your grandmother ever decides she needs any
porn, bring her to the store and introduce her to me. I’ll give her a special
senior citizen discount.”


Istvan smiled at Szonja. Then, with a movement so
smooth, so swift that she didn’t have time to think of resisting, he took her
in his arms and kissed her hard on the mouth. Her lips remained closed tightly
for an instant, but then they opened and her hands went up to him, pulling him
nearer, harder against her. Her tongue met his inside their joined mouths.


She molded herself against his firm chest as his hands
slid down her sides, resting on the curves of her hips. Breaking away from him,
she stood there staring at him, gasping for breath, her mouth still savoring
the taste of his kiss.


“Don’t waste it,” Barto urged. “Save it for the
shoot!”


Szonja excused herself, and she went into the large
walk-in closet next to the bedroom. She had the space set up as a dressing
room. She wanted to change into something more alluring for the camera. She
undressed, not looking at herself in the mirror at first, because she was
almost ashamed of her raw sexual need, which she was sure must be blatantly
apparent on her face. She slipped into a pair of her prettiest black silk
panties, added sheer black stockings held up by a garter belt, and completed
the outfit by encasing her torso in what the lingerie boutique she’d bought it
from described as a “cupless underbust corset,” black satin trimmed with hot
pink lace. The underwiring built into the tight-fitting corset-like garment
pushed her bare breasts upward and outward, making her look like a high-class
whore—which, of course, was the look she was striving for. Now she did look at
herself in the mirror as she fixed her makeup and brushed her hair.


She returned to the bedroom. Istvan was lying on the
bed naked. He had the sheet drawn up to his waist, and his hair, his broad
shoulders and deep chest, and his well-developed arms all contrasted vividly
against the pale bed linens. His erection served as a tent pole, lifting the
sheet from his groin. Staring at him lustfully, for a moment Szonja couldn’t
move or speak!


But Istvan was gazing just as incredulously, as
worshipfully, at her. “You look beautiful,” he breathed.


“Yes, doesn’t she?” Barto agreed. He was already
holding up the video camera, ready to record.


“Thank you,” Szonja said. “How should we begin, Barto?”


“Why don’t you just go over to the bed, but slowly.
You and Istvan maintain eye contact. Keep it kind of provocative and smoldering
at first. Tease each other. Let a little suspense build. And then, Szonja, you
finally join him on the bed … and the two of you do whatever comes naturally.
Whatever you like.”


Barto looked and sounded so serious that Szonja
couldn’t help teasing him a little, by making a joke. “But what’s my
character’s motivation, Mr. Director?”


“Your ‘motivation’ is your cunt and Istvan’s cock,”
her husband retorted. “It’s what happens when they get together. What else do
you need?”


“Not a damn thing! I’m ready when you are, honey.” 


“And are you ready, Istvan?” Barto asked. “You sure
look as though you are!”


“I was born ready, buddy,” Istvan boasted.


“I’ll be recording sound as well as video, so don’t be
afraid to talk dirty,” Barto reminded Istvan. “And if you stumble over your
words or make a movement you think is awkward, don’t sweat it. Just keep going,
unless I say ‘cut.’ This is cinéma vérité, remember. We want to keep it
real—and raw.”


“But romantic,” Szonja insisted.


“Whatever,” her husband said. “The important thing is
that we all have a good time. Okay—ready, set—and action!”


Szonja followed the suggestions Barto had made. She
played the role of the seductress to perfection, posing for Istvan, flaunting
herself in front of him, provoking him. Moving like a stripper on stage, she
wriggled out of her panties and tossed them aside, but she left her garter belt
on. Her pussy and her ass were now fully exposed, and she wasn’t shy about
showing them off.


But then, to Barto’s delight, Istvan, like Szonja,
proved to be quite adept at improvisation. Without taking his eyes away from Szonja
for so much as a second, he sat up on the bed, and, with a dramatic gesture, he
swept the sheet away from his lower body, exposing himself. Szonja gave the
camera a great “reaction shot” as she stared at Istvan’s boner.


Istvan reached down and began to play with himself.
Now he was the one who was doing the teasing. He masturbated for Szonja’s
benefit—and for the camera’s—and then he slid out of the bed and walked toward
her. Naked, he was muscular but not excessively blocky, with no hips to speak
of and a flat, hard stomach—and, to Szonja’s delight, massive genitals, every
bit as big as her husband’s. He had a beautiful round, hard, man’s ass. That
was what she liked in a man—his cock and his butt. She liked the way Istvan was
built. She also liked the fact that he obviously admired and wanted her, too.


She was going to screw another one of her husband’s
boyfriends, a lewd act which always held a perverse appeal for her. She could
feel her pussy already getting moist, self-lubricating itself in wanton,
impatient anticipation.


Slowly, Istvan rested his hands on her bare shoulders
and he looked at every part of her body, making her feel hot and giddy with
pride in her looks. One hand slid down and gently caressed her breasts, and she
closed her eyes and quivered at the warm rush of pleasure his touch on her
nipples gave her. Then his hand grasped hers and he led her to the bed. Barto
followed the couple, observing the action through his viewfinder. He was in
constant motion, moving in to get tight close-ups, or backing away in order to
capture a wider view of the two bodies on the bed. 


Szonja and Istvan were aware of the camera’s presence,
but they were soon lost in each other, to the extent that they almost forgot Barto
was there in the bedroom with them, filming them. Their first tender,
exploratory kisses and touches were only a short prelude to the symphonic storm
of urgent abandon their bodies soon demanded—and took—from each other.


She went weak with desire as his fingers blazed a
trail for his tongue to follow over her breasts, her stomach, her vaginal
lips—every inch of her smooth, soft, heated flesh.


Her mouth open, her breath hot, she urged him on with
the sharp, stinging pressure of her fingernails on his muscular back, on his
grinding buttocks … with the involuntary arching of her body in spasm after
spasm of ecstasy. Her cunt strained for the warm, throbbing hardness of his
cock!


“Are you ready?” Istvan asked, hoarsely.


“Yes, oh yes—fuck me,” came her desperate reply. “Fuck
me now, Istvan. Fuck me right now!”


He paused only to put a condom on his cock, followed
by a quick application of lubricant.


There was no gentle, gradual entry, or anything like a
slow rhythm building in a crescendo. No, their flesh met in a wild, selfish
mutual demand for immediate fulfillment!


He couldn’t hold back and wait, patiently, for her
excitement to match his, even had he wanted to. His body shook in violent
quakes of pleasure as he fucked her—and then, unexpectedly, fiercely,
triumphantly—so did hers!


And, as she came with a man who wasn’t her husband
inside her, the thrill of adultery made Szonja lose all self-control. She cast
off all conscious, rational thought. She moaned, “Fuck me again, baby. Oh, Istvan,
fuck me again!”


Istvan did.


“Spread your legs and let me get at that beautiful
cunt of yours,” he commanded her quietly, his voice taut and vibrating with raw
desire.


Szonja, too, had rarely felt so uninhibitedly sexual
before, despite all her experience with men. Barto had chosen well. This boy
was special. He was that seeming contradiction, a sensitive stud. She wanted to
fuck him all night long if she could—to do it over and over again, until they
both collapsed from sheer exhaustion.


Istvan was kneeling on the rumpled bedclothes, between
the thighs she had unthinkingly spread wide for him. He grasped her calves and
hoisted her trim legs, which still trembled from orgasmic response, up over his
shoulders. She felt his soft hair brushing over her thighs. And then that sweet
little babyish mustache and goatee of his, which made him look so young and
vulnerable, tickled the flap of flesh that protected her agitated clit. Then,
finally, she felt his tongue, hot and wet, exploring her groin, lapping up the
vaginal fluids that were seeping out of her slit.


Some men were better at cunnilingus than others, Szonja
had learned over the years. Barto, for example, was great at it. But now she
quickly discovered that Istvan was every bit as skilled! And the groans and
grunts of pleasure which he made as he ate her pussy told her that he liked the
taste of her leaking love fluids!


They seemed to be acting on him, in fact, like some
powerful aphrodisiac. He was masturbating while he licked her cunt and clit,
and she couldn’t believe that a guy could be so horny so soon after having
fucked her. But Istvan was—and he proved it by quickly, deftly replacing his
tongue with his hard cock, which was still sheathed in the condom.


This time, though, he entered her gently, gauging his
movements and her degree of response to them, careful not to be more forceful
than her body could comfortably accommodate. His huge, thick cock slid deep
into her vagina with astonishing ease, although the sudden, all-pervasive
feeling of fullness and expansion it gave her once again took her breath away.


But once she was used to the feel of him in her, she
encouraged him with words and gestures to fuck her as energetically as he had
the first time.


Now, though, he lasted much longer inside her, and
time stood still for them both while her cunt reveled in its possession of his
prick for long, lustful minutes on end.


Barto stood beside the bed, aiming the camera inexorably
at his wife and his boyfriend. The tiny red light on the camera, indicating
that it was recording, resembled a mechanical eye, staring fixedly at the lewd
activity taking place on the bed.


Istvan and Szonja, as though by some mutual, unspoken
agreement, began to pick up their pace. He accelerated first, fucking her with
athletic abandon, wringing squeals of breathless, near-orgasmic delight from
her lips. 


At last her mounting passion matched his and they
humped with wild impetuousness again. His pelvis battered against hers in a
furious fucking rhythm now. His breath came in deep, labored gasps. Sweat
dripped from his forehead and chest as he writhed and pumped and pounded on top
of her willing body.


His hands roamed all over her defenseless body while
he screwed her. His fingers gripped her thighs to keep them parted and to hold
her heaving body down on the mattress beneath his. His impaling prick stabbed
deep into her again and again, each thrust making her feel hotter and more
eager to climax than the last.


He stroked her seething loins, caressed her quivering
belly, slid his fingers up to squeeze her taut breasts and pinch and twist the
large, dark nipples that crowned them, stiff with arousal.


Writhing—moaning—convulsing—she felt his body sink
still lower onto hers. Her cunt gave way, helpless before this phallic
onslaught. She could feel her pussy stretching and straining—in its desperate
efforts to accept all of that huge, hard cock that was drilling ever deeper into
her craving snatch!


“Oh, fuck me, Istvan! Fuck me hard. Make me come!”


“You want it hard? You want it rough, baby? Maybe like
this?”


As he gasped out the questions, his cock went still
deeper into her vagina. Everything around Szonja dissolved into a whirling red
mist. She climaxed as she rarely had before, not even with Barto.


Her husband couldn’t believe what he was seeing
through the camera’s viewfinder. Szonja was surpassing herself. The sight had
already made his cock rock hard inside his pants, and now his neglected
erection throbbed and silently pleaded for relief in a way that was sheer
agony. He fought the urge to set the camera aside, drop his trousers, and
masturbate. Instead, he soldiered on, recording the action for posterity. He
was already looking forward to playing this video back. Watching it together,
he knew, would get both him and Szonja so excited that they’d duplicate the
animalistic fucking which was now taking place between Szonja and Istvan. Barto
was guaranteed one hell of a hot marital bang!


Szonja was still coming when her strong vaginal spasms
gripped Istvan’s cock and massaged it quickly to orgasm, too. He shot inside
the condom, gasping like a dying man. He crushed her lush breasts against his
face with both hands and he slammed his powerful body down onto—and into!—hers,
again and again, fucking her with an incredible speed and thoroughness. He came
… and Szonja came, again. And again. And then yet again!


He shot inside her in quick, sharp spasms, squirting
his jets of warm semen into the reservoir tip of the rubber which had
penetrated so deeply into her cunt. Szonja almost wished he hadn’t worn the
prophylactic. She knew it was a necessary precaution. But in her imagination,
they’d dispensed with it, and she could feel and count each individual spurt of
Istvan’s potent male fluid as it shot into her body. The fantasy was so intense
that it gave her a final, wrenching orgasm, deep and penetrating, seeming to go
on forever. But then it did begin to subside and die out in a succession of
tiny quakes and tremors.


And then she went limp under Istvan, his sweaty body
pressing hers down against the bed and its stained and rumpled sheets. They
both sucked badly needed air into their lungs to cool off and calm down after
their intense fuck. After a long pause, Istvan rolled over on top of her and
kissed her lightly and tenderly on the mouth. Moaning with joy and gratitude,
she kissed him back.


Barto held the shot for a few moments longer before he
called out, “Cut!” Then he finally switched off the video camera and set it
down.


“Was that all right?” Istvan immediately wanted to
know. “I mean, did I do it okay?”


“Okay?” Szonja echoed him, incredulously. “Baby, that
was a hell of lot more than just okay! That was fantastic! Wasn’t it, Barto?
Was it as exciting for you to watch as it was for me?” 


“You guys have no idea how hot that looked through the
viewfinder! Wait’ll you see it. I can run it for you now, if you want.”


“Later,” Szonja said firmly. “Right now, baby, I want
you to put your toy down, take off your clothes, and get your ass on this bed.
I want both of you beautiful men in bed with me at the same time.”


“Yes, ma’am.” Barto stripped. Then he busied himself,
securing the video camera to the tripod, positioning the stand on the floor
near the bed, and adjusting the angle of the camera. Crouching down and looking
through the viewfinder, he confirmed that the camera had a good, unobstructed
view of the bed—and its occupants. Standing up again, Barto turned the camera
back on.


“Action,” he announced, with a smile. “I want to
record this. Let’s make some more porn movie magic!”


Still recovering from the shock of her multiple
orgasms, Szonja turned toward her husband after he joined her and Istvan on the
bed. It was only then that she noticed the awesome erection Barto had developed
while he was filming them!


“Oh, my God!” she exclaimed. “Look at the size of that
thing! I can’t believe it—can you, Istvan?”


Istvan was also impressed by what Szonja was directing
his attention to. “Yeah, that fucking thing is huge.”


“I can’t wait,” Barto said, apologetically. “Watching
you two in action really got me going! I’m going to have to fuck one of you,
right now. You in your pussy, Szonja, baby—or you up the ass, Istvan, buddy.
You two decide. It doesn’t matter to me which!” 


“Oh, lover—give it to me, quick!” Szonja cried.
“I’m still so sexed up. I need your cock in my cunt. I need to feel you in
there, fucking me, and I need it right now. Don’t make me wait. Don’t make me
beg. Fuck me, Barto! Fuck me good and hard!” She remembered that she and Barto
had a guest. “You don’t mind, do you, Istvan? You can have me again, later. Or
you can have Barto. Whatever you want!”


“No, I don’t mind,” Istvan said. “I want to watch. I
want to see what it looks like when Barto fucks you.”


A lewd grin creased Barto’s lustful face. “Then sit
back, buddy, and enjoy the show!”


Barto mounted Szonja immediately, and her body
shuddered with delicious anticipation during the few seconds it took Barto to
swing his muscular body into the proper position and, grasping his hard-on in
his fist, to bend it downward a bit, aiming it like a loaded firearm at the
target of her juiced-up cuntal aperture.


Szonja handed him a condom, which he quickly put on.


“No lube,” she told him. “I don’t need it. I’m still
so wet.”


“Yeah,” her husband said, salaciously, staring down at
her pussy. “You’re good and ready, aren’t you, honey?”


“I’m more than ready. Come on, do it. Get that thing
in me, quick!” 


Her body instinctively arched high off the bed to meet
his when she felt the hard head of his cock rubbing into the slick groove
between her labia, forcing them apart with gentle insistence. She’d thought
that her husband’s erection looked even larger than usual tonight. Now
she had proof that had been no optical illusion. He felt enormous!


“Shove it in me, Barto, you fucker!” she demanded,
thrusting her agile pelvis once more upward, toward his, and literally impaling
her pussy on the full length of his stiff prick. “I want you in me—oh, yes!
Yes! Just like that, lover! Take me just like that!”


A long, voluptuous moan of passion burst from her lips
when his cockhead slipped deep inside her. The lips of her pussy mouth yawned
wide open, then molded themselves firmly around the thick, inflexible invader,
accepting Barto’s bulk easily—and eagerly! She was swallowing his turgid manhood
up into her gaping vaginal maw … she was hungrily devouring his cock!


He thrust again, and the remaining inches of his solid
cockshaft forced their way deep into her.


“Fuck me!” Szonja gasped. She raised her shapely legs
and wrapped them securely around Barto’s narrow waist and hips, the motion
opening her cunt more and making it easy for her to take every inch of the
hard-on that Barto was beginning to push in and out of her pussy in the
fast-fucking rhythms they both loved.


He responded to her wanton need with an erotic flurry
of activity on top of her—and inside her. He fucked her with long, rapid,
breathtaking strokes. His cock pumped in and out of her seething slit like a
pile driver pounding a hole into wet, warm cement. Heat and friction built up steadily
around the point of contact, where her pussy mouth formed a ring of elastic
tension and rubbing friction around the circumference of his prickshaft,
massaging it tightly, keeping him trapped inside her twat.


Barto got even more excited when Istvan, no longer
content to remain a mere voyeur, moved in closer to him and Szonja. Istvan
groped down between the couple’s bodies, cupped Barto’s dangling balls in his
hand, and he squeezed the cum-swollen testicles repeatedly, as though the
pressure of his fingers on them could literally squirt Barto’s hot load up
through his penis and send it shooting into Szonja’s vagina.


Barto twisted his head toward Istvan and kissed him on
the mouth.


Szonja reached out, seized Istvan’s cock, and guided
it to her lips. She sucked it while Barto continued to fuck her. Barto and Istvan
continued to kiss, their open mouths crushed tightly together, their tongues
dueling for supremacy, each tongue darting from one man’s mouth into the other.


Blindly, Istvan groped down, found one of Szonja’s
breasts, and he began to pinch the nipple.


The extra stimulation was almost too much for Szonja
to take. An orgasm surged up from deep inside her vagina, so rapidly, so
unexpectedly, and so powerfully, that it hit her before she could prepare
herself for it.


Her pleasure, this time, was shattering, convulsive …
she began to tremble from head to foot, as though her body’s contortions were
somehow responsible for her orgasm, wrenching it free from the innermost
recesses of her body. Barto, himself nearly ready to explode, fucked her even
harder and faster when he realized she was coming.


His cock slammed in and out of her cuntal canal with
an incredible speed now. He fought to keep up with her, to prolong her climax
and bring about his own before she was finished. He was afraid he’d pass out
from the violence of their exertions, which had bathed both of their bodies in
a hot sweat.


Szonja was beautiful when she came, Barto always
thought, and never more so than now. He could feel her vagina tightening up all
around the hard, tingling core of his potency. She was spilling out her love
oils, wetting and soothing his dick as it rammed into her. Her liquid pleasure
melted into a warm sensuous bath around his prick. He pumped himself into her
with a desperate urgency now, eager to bring himself off before her own crisis
had quite died away.


The ejaculation began deep in his balls, a volatile
rush of hot semen that shot up through his burning penis until the tip of his cock
felt as though it had been blown off by the force of the first, fierce spurt!


He stopped tongue-kissing Istvan, pulling his lips
away from the boy’s, but keeping one arm wrapped around his back, hugging him
close. 


“I’m coming!” Barto shouted.


Szonja pulled her mouth off Istvan’s cock. She stared
up, wild-eyed, at the two men.


“Yes!” she exulted. “God, yes! I can feel it. But
don’t come in my cunt,” Szonja pleaded. “Pull it out and shoot it on me, like
they do in the porn films! We’re making our own porn video. Make sure the
camera gets it, let’s see you give us a cum shot. Your jism, baby. I want see
it … I want to feel it, on me … and let Istvan see it, too!”


Barto pulled his cock out of her cunt just in time—or,
more accurately, the moment he eased his body back in order to withdraw, it
slipped from the wet cavity. He tore the rubber from his dick and flung it
aside. His ejaculation burst from the swollen head of his dick, spurting out
thick and white, gleaming in the bedroom’s bright lighting as it splashed all
over Szonja’s pale body, drenching her breasts in sticky sperm.


“God, Barto! I can feel it—all over me, all over my
tits and my pussy. So much, so warm!” Szonja exclaimed, her eyes wide and
staring from the shock of orgasm. She watched the cum raining down onto her
from the seemingly inexhaustible fountain of her husband’s exploding cock.


She ran one hand over her breasts, rubbing the warm
jism into her skin as though it were the most expensive beauty fluid on the
market. She moaned, reveling in its slimy texture, in its heat … in the
knowledge that she had been responsible for such a mighty eruption on Barto’s
part.


“It’s so hot … oh, it’s absolutely burning hot on my
skin,” she gasped, half-expecting to be scalded by the dribbled flow as Barto,
helplessly, shot the last languid spurts onto her belly. Then, panting like the
fucked-out stud he was, he collapsed next to her on the bed. Szonja used her
fingertips to transfer some of the semen to her clit. “It feels hot on my
pussy, too,” she reported, as she began to finger herself.


“Give me a taste,” Barto urged.


“Me, too,” Istvan said eagerly, echoing him.


She shared the semen with them, offering it on her
fingertips to first one man’s lips, then the other’s. Each of them sucked on
her fingers in turn.


“Tasty,” Istvan declared, and Barto agreed with him.
“But not as tasty as Szonja’s pussy, I bet,” Istvan added, staring down at her
glistening slit. “I’d like to lick that beautiful thing. I’d like to suck it,
and eat it out. How about it, Barto? Do I have your permission to go down on
your wife?”


Barto laughed. “It’s fine with me. But you’re going to
have to ask the lady. She’s the independent type!”


Szonja lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide.
She put her hand down between her thighs and began to rub her clit.


“The ‘lady’ is no lady,” she retorted. “She’s a tramp!
And there’s a reason why she has two holes. Two holes, guys, no waiting! Come
on, Istvan. You can eat my pussy, while Barto licks my ass. And then you can
both fuck me at the same time. One of you in my cunt—the other one in my ass.
And make sure the camera gets it all, so we can play it back later. If there’s
anything wrong with our performance, we’ll just have to do it all over again.
Two beautiful men, two big hard cocks, fucking me at once. This is going to be
heaven! Sheer, fucking heaven on earth!”


Barto and Istvan jostled each other in their haste to
join Szonja on the bed and get into the position to do what she wanted. Both
men prided themselves on being gentlemen. It wouldn’t do to keep a lady
waiting. Or a tramp, for that matter!


“How do you like the bisexual action, so far?” Barto
asked Istvan, breathlessly.


“I like it just fine,” Istvan replied.


Barto smiled. “Any more questions about it?”


“Plenty! But they can wait. Right now … I’m more
interesting in ‘learning by doing,’ as they say!”


 


End
of Volume Two
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