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A trial Of Strength 

Book 26 
 

Chapter 251 – “Healing The Wounds” 
 

Zack and Steve and the whole of the rest of the tribe gazed in awe and trepidation at the 

extraordinary spectacle of the cop and his boy side by side, pounding the asses of the bound 

gypsy boss Randy and his boy after beating them in a savage fight.   

 

Although Doctor Steve claimed he had a plan to bring ultimate peace, “Right now,” Zack said, “I 

guess all we can do is stand back and enjoy the show.” 

 

Enjoy the show?  Questionable.    

 

As the dual fuck by Mark and Jamie increased in ferocity and the handcuffed master and boy 

groaned and writhed beneath them, ‘enjoy’ was not quite the word for what the spectators were 

feeling.  Sure, there were a lot of stiff cocks among the men watching, but the erotic spectacle 

was tempered with the anxiety of how this could escalate.   

 

The irony was that Randy, Bob and Mark had recently acknowledged their love for each other 

and had become a triumvirate of mutual passion.   Now that unity seemed doomed, and 

everyone knew that this had the potential of splitting the tribe into rival factions.  Ben, for 

instance – who as Randy’s young brother was fiercely loyal to him – was already looking 

confused at his friend Brandon who was Jamie’s buddy and had been attacked by Randy’s boy. 

 

Even Mark and Jamie weren’t doing this for pleasure, though on several levels it felt damn 

good.  They not only had the visceral pleasure of driving their cocks into the hot asses of their 

bound captives, but also the satisfaction of avenging Bob, for the attack by Randy, and 

Brandon, sent sprawling by Pablo.   

 

Their main aim here was not pleasure, but the need to show Randy and Pablo, and the 

assembled spectators, that although the two persisted in the belief that they were the boss and 

the boss’s boy, that did not give them the right to run roughshod over the others.   After all, Bob, 

Mark and Zack were of equal status with Randy, and Pablo was just one of the senior boys with 

Darius, Jamie and the twins.    

 

Randy and Pablo needed to learn that they were not all-powerful – they could be beaten in a 

fight, tied up and fucked, as they were now.   Sure, Randy had been following his instincts to 

protect his boy, but he never stopped to consider that his boy might be in the wrong. 
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As the gypsy and his boy suffered, impaled on the pistons driving into them, Steve looked 

anxiously at Zack.  Zack was about to step in when Mark said, “OK, Jamie, they’ve had enough.   

Let’s finish them off.   You ready?”   Jamie nodded eagerly and Mark shouted, “OK, Randy, this 

is for what you did to Bob.”  Jamie yelled at Pablo, “And this is for Brandon.” 

 

To the sound of the victims’ screams, the pile-driving cocks slammed into their writhing bodies 

and they felt semen pouring deep inside them.   The pounding cocks didn’t slow down until they 

were drained of jizz that was now oozing out of the victims’ shattered asses.   

 

At last they pulled their cocks out, Mark stood up and helped Jamie to his feet.   He tossed the 

handcuff keys to Zack and, without a word or another glance, put his arm round Jamie and 

walked him into their apartment.    

 

Zack released the prisoners who stood up unsteadily and quickly wiped the cum from their 

stomachs, embarrassed at having lost their loads while Mark and Jamie fucked them.  Then 

they too walked silently to the house and went up to Pablo’s room. 

 

Steve stood back, watching the remaining spectators carefully to gauge their mood.  He was 

most impressed by Ben, Eddie and Brandon who, although nominally on different sides, were 

hugging each other, with Eddie and Ben on their knees beside Brandon’s wheelchair.  Nothing, 

it seemed, could come between the ‘three amigos’.   “See that, Zack?” Steve said.   “The whole 

house could take a lesson from those kids – especially my brother Randy and his boy.” 

 

Helped by the twins, Bob walked slowly over to them, rubbing his chin.   Steve embraced him, 

then looked carefully into his eyes for signs of concussion.    “You OK, Bob?   Vision clear?  Not 

feeling dizzy?” 

 

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine.   Wasn’t such a hard punch – I’ve taken a lot worse from Randy in my 

time.   This time he didn’t really mean it – an unlucky swing of his fist.” 

 

“Godammit, Bob!”   Zack had a momentary flash of anger.  “You’re always too forgiving of 

Randy.  The man could never control his rage, even after all those anger-management sessions 

with you, Steve.” 

 

“Let’s leave the post-mortem for a bit later, guys,” Steve said.   “Right now the two men and their 

boys are in the right place nursing their bruises and, in Randy’s case, bruised egos.   Like I said, 

I do have a plan but it’ll meet some resistance so let’s let the dust settle for a while, shall we?” 

 

“Steve’s right,” Bob agreed, then turned to the twins.   “Hey, guys, thanks for all your help, but 

what I’d like now is for you to go back to the kitchen and get dinner ready.   At times like this 

routine is real important to restore order and you two are just the guys to calm things down. 

 

“Sure thing, sir,” they said in unison, pleased to be able to contribute their skills in the way they 

knew best …. cooking.    They ran off to the kitchen and Bob gazed after them murmuring, 
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“Thank god for the twins.  OK, guys, I’m going upstairs to clean up but Steve, can you stick 

around for dinner?   I’ve a feeling we’re gonna need all of your professional expertise.” 

 

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Steve grinned.  “OK if I ask Lloyd too?   Don’t wanna leave him 

up there cooking a dinner we’re not gonna eat.” 

 

That was agreed, naturally, then Bob turned to Zack and shook his hand. “Man, here I go again 

thanking you for all your help.  This could have got totally out of hand if you hadn’t taken charge 

the way you did.   I gotta find a way to really thank you.” 

 

“I can think of several ways, big guy, but we’ll leave that for later.  Go get cleaned up and if you 

have any more trouble with his majesty let me know.  I’m about the only guy Randy doesn’t 

wanna tangle with.   He respects me – hell, sometimes I think he’s even a bit scared of me.  And 

there ain’t much that scares that guy.” 

 

And so the group dispersed.   Pete took Brandon next door to Adam’s house, along with Nate, 

Eddie and Ben.   Zack and Darius cleared up the field of battle – handcuffs, ripped clothes, 

boots – then Darius said, “I’m gonna go up and check on Pablo.  He’s my guy after all and he 

must be feeling pretty bad right about now.” 

 

“Sure thing,” Zack agreed.  “I’ll stick around with Steve.  Don’t know about you, doc, but I need a 

drink.” 

 

Before he left, Darius got one closing video shot of the pile of ripped clothes in the now quiet 

garden.  And when he shut off the camera Zack said, “Reckon that’s a wrap, eh kiddo?” 

 

“One for the archives,” Darius grinned. 

 

******************************* 

 

When Darius went upstairs to his and Pablo’s small apartment Randy and Pablo were sitting 

side by side on the bed in silence, sullenly drinking beers.   Randy hardly knew how to react, 

knowing that Pablo had attacked Brandon, a boy Randy loved and admired.  

 

“Oh, sorry, sir,” said Darius, backing out the door. 

 

“No wait.  Come in, kid – it’s your place after all, and I gotta go talk to Bob anyway.”  He stood 

up and left the room with a whispered aside to Darius – “Help him, kid.”    

 

Pablo didn’t make eye contact and stared down at the floor.   Darius’s heart went out to him, 

despite the fact that he had acted so badly to Jamie and Brandon.  He loved Pablo and knew 

him better than almost anyone – they had been boyfriends since Pablo first came to live in the 

house.  So he knew the drubbing the proud ‘boss’s boy’ had taken to his ego and reputation, not 
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to mention his ass.   What made it doubly worse was the fact that his master, the all-powerful 

gypsy, had suffered the same fate beside him, handcuffed together. 

 

Darius wasn’t sure how to begin, but Pablo spared him the trouble by saying gruffly, “You come 

to gloat at the loser?  Guess you wanna fuck me too, like everyone else.   They’re probably 

lined up at the door and I’ll have to pull the train for all of them now that Jamie’s the senior boy 

and his cop owns the place.” 

 

Darius sat down next to him.  “You finished?   Dude, I gotta tell ya, self-pity is a very unattractive 

thing, especially in a stud like you.   Where’s that macho defiance I’ve always loved in my guy?   

And you are my guy, kiddo – always will be no matter what.   You think I’ve come to gloat?    

That bums me out, dude.   I’m your boyfriend, for god’s sake, and boyfriends help each other 

when they’re on a downer.” 

 

“Surprised you still wanna be my boyfriend now Randy’s not the boss anymore and I’m not the 

boss’s boy.”  

 

“Godammit, is that all you can think of?   You think I love you ‘coz of this ‘boss’s boy’ bullshit?    

Wise up, kid.   Randy is still the boss of the tribe no matter what happened, and you’re still his 

boy, so you better start acting like it.   I love you, dude, because of the man you are under that 

tough hide of yours” – he grinned – “that and the most spectacular ass in town.” 

 

Pablo shot to his feet and sneered, “Yeah that’s it, the truth at last – my ass.   That’s all you 

want from me.   While you’re at it why don’t you hang out a sign and sell tickets? …. ‘Roll up, 

guys, come fuck the loser’s ass – the line forms here’.”   His dropped his shorts, turned round 

and patted the globes of his ass.    “Here it is, guys.   Come and get it!”  

 

Darius lost it.   He whirled Pablo around and shoved him hard onto the bed.   “Shut the fuck up, 

dude, and don’t ever talk to me like that.  Let me remind you, pal, you fucked up again – big 

time.   But I’m your friend, your buddy, and I came up here to see what I could do to help.  Not 

much apparently while you’re wallowing in self-pity.  I’m outa here.” 

 

“No!”  Pablo’s voice softened and he suddenly became a little boy. “Please don’t leave, Darius.   

I need you, you’re my best buddy and I’m sorry I said all that.”  He even managed his crooked 

grin as he pulled his legs back and displayed his ass.   “Here, you can fuck me, dude – like you 

always do.”  

 

“That’s better, kid.”   Darius flashed his dazzling smile.   “Now that you’re ready to listen, dude, 

I’ll tell you why I came here.   First, watch this….”    

 

He pulled off his denim sleeveless shirt.   Underneath he had on a black tank top stretched over 

the ebony muscles of his torso.   He was wearing black jeans and work boots and walked round 

the bed, lithe as a panther, with Pablo’s hungry eyes following his every move.   Pablo’s self-

pitying misery was banished as he watched the husky black buck circling him.    
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Darius unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.   When his massive ten-inch black dick 

sprang out Pablo gasped, “Oh fuck…!”   Darius bent down, pulled off his boots and dropped his 

pants.    He put the boots back on and straightened up.   “Jesus,” Pablo said stroking his cock 

hard as he gazed at the muscular black stud wearing nothing but his black tank and work boots.    

 

“You like that?” Darius asked, not waiting for a reply.  “Not the kinda guy you mouth off to, right?    

Now come here.”  He reached down, grabbed Pablo’s wrist and pulled him into a tight bear hug, 

grinding their mouths together in a ferocious kiss.   Pablo wrapped his arms round Darius and 

felt his back muscles rippling under the tank, and the huge horse-dick pressing against his 

stomach.   When he pulled back Pablo gasped, “Are you gonna fuck me, dude?” 

 

Darius threw his head back and laughed.   “Man, you’re a glutton for punishment.   After what 

happened to you out there you still want my big club in your tortured ass.   Nah, I think you’ve 

been fucked enough for one day, kid.   I had something else in mind.  You good and hard down 

here?”  He groped Pablo’s cock.  “Course you are.   OK, stud, get ready.”    

 

Darius got down on all fours on the bed facing the full-length wall mirror at the head of the bed.   

(All the beds in this house had mirrors behind the beds – Randy had made sure of that.) 

 

On hands and knees Darius gazed into the mirror at his own reflection, naked except for the 

black tank over his torso and his boots.   “See that black stallion, man?   Takes a real man to 

ride that.   You up for it?” 

 

Pablo knew what Darius was doing … after his humiliation this was a way for Pablo to reassert 

his manhood.   But that was only a glancing thought.   Mostly he was blown away by the image 

of the young black muscle-stud kneeling doggy-style on the bed in just tank-top and boots, his 

ass thrust up waiting to get ploughed, his cock hanging down so far that it touched the bed.   

 

It was Pablo who usually yielded his flawless ass to Darius’s ten inches, but now, seeing the big 

black buck in a submissive pose fired up all of Pablo’s macho instincts.    A short while ago he 

had been humiliatingly beaten and fucked by Jamie, but now he was back on top.  He dipped 

his fingers in a jar of lube they kept by the bed and greased up his dick.   Then he knelt behind 

Darius and pushed his fingers into his ass. 

 

Darius groaned as he looked at his boyfriend in the mirror.  In full macho mode Pablo growled, 

“Man, it’s gonna be hot fucking a stud like you.  You want my dick in that black ass?” 

 

“Yeah, fuck me man … fuck me hard … I wanna really feel it.” 

 

“You got it, big guy.”   Pablo pressed his cock against Darius’s hole and gazed into the reflection 

of Darius’s rugged face, a younger version of the spectacular Zack …. then drove his rod deep 

into the bowels of his ass.   Darius’s face reared back and he howled, “Yeah, fuck that ass, 

man.   Show me you’re still the boss’s boy.” 
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The boss’s boy!   Those words spurred Pablo on to erase the memory of his earlier defeat and 

he became a fuck machine.  He grabbed Darius’s hips and pulled his ass onto his cock, 

pounding it like a sledgehammer.   He watched Darius’s face wince in pain, his shoulders and 

arms flexing as he braced himself on the bed. 

 

“Man, your ass is so fucking hot …. I’m gonna rip you open, boy.”  Still fucking hard, he reached 

forward, grabbed the back of Darius’s tank and pulled him upright, still on his knees.   Pablo 

pressed his chest against his back, reached round with both hands and squeezed his nipples 

hard through the tank while his own pubic hair slammed against Darius’s ass cheeks. 

 

“Aaagh,” Darius howled as pain shot through his chest and ass.   Pablo stared wildly at the near 

naked leather boy in the mirror.  “Man, you are so fucking hot,” Pablo gasped between thrusts.  

“I wanna see it all.”    

 

He raised his hands from the tits to the top of the tank and yanked it down to the sound of 

ripping cotton as the shirt tore and hung in shreds from his shoulders, exposing the full glory of 

his pecs and six-pack abs, sweat glistening in the black curly hair on his chest.   Pablo was 

driven crazy by the sight of the gorgeous young buck in the mirror, his whole torso flexing, his 

massive black cock bouncing before him as he jerked forward with each blow to his ass. 

 

In long bondage sessions Zack had trained Darius to be tough and withstand pain and now it 

paid off.   He was feeling only exhilaration as he yelled, “Come on, boy … that all you got?   

Pound that ass.   Show me how Randy’s boy fucks.” 

 

“OK, man, you asked for it…”   Pablo pushed him forward so Darius was bracing himself on his 

elbows, his ass sticking up almost vertically.   Pablo stood up and pulled Darius’s hips even 

higher, his ass still impaled on his cock.   Standing with his legs astride, his hands locked on 

Darius’s hips, Pablo now drove his rod downward, falling hard onto the upstretched ass again 

and again with brutal impact. 

 

Now Darius was feeling real pain and instinctively he tried to crawl forward on his elbows toward 

the mirror. With his last reserves of strength he reached forward and slammed his palms against 

the glass.  Painfully he clawed higher and higher up the mirror until he was able to stagger to his 

feet, even though the piston still powered into his ass.  Sweat was pouring down his gleaming 

face, chest and abs and soaking the tangle of black pubic hair at the base of his jerking cock. 

 

“You can’t take much more, boy, and you know it,” Pablo jeered triumphantly.  But in a defiant 

response Darius thrust his ass back hard so the cock sank even deeper.  “So that’s the way you 

wanna play it, eh, stud?   OK, here it comes.”   Pablo held Darius’s hips, pushed his ass forward 

almost off his cock, then rammed it back so his shaft speared Darius’s ass savagely.    
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His hands braced against the mirror, his ass helplessly impaled on his lover’ cock, Darius gave 

a full throated scream  and a long ribbon of white juice streamed from his huge cock and 

slammed against the glass, again and again until cum was streaming down the mirror. 

 

The force of his ejaculation drove Darius off balance, he fell backward onto Pablo and, still 

joined together, they landed on their backs on the bed.   The force of Darius thudding on top of 

him rammed Pablo’s cock ever deeper into his ass and it exploded inside him.   As Pablo 

howled Darius blew the last of his load in a stream of jizz that arced high in the air and splashed 

back down on their heaving bodies.  

 

******************************  

 

As always when Darius and Pablo had great sex … they started to laugh.   They rolled over in 

each other’s arms, kissing through their laughter until finally Darius gasped.   Dude you were 

one hot mother-fucker there.   It was like getting fucked by Zack” – and they both knew there 

was no better praise than that.    

 

When at last they calmed down they lay with their faces close together and Darius said, “Shit, 

kiddo, forget that bullshit earlier in the garden, this was the guy I know and love.  Talk about top 

man…  But seriously dude, you’ve acted real crazy, and that thing you did to Brandon – way 

outa line, a big no-no in this house.  There are a lot of fences to be mended, the whole house is 

pretty fucked up and you can’t just go charging back in, all guns blazing, like you did with me.    

 

“See…” (Darius could get quite professorial sometimes) “…stuff like this you gotta finesse, 

kiddo, stay aloof, rise above it like I do.   Keep your mouth shut ….” 

 

“…. like you do,” Pablo grinned.  “Dude, they don’t call you motor-mouth for nothing.” 

 

“Yeah, well, bad example….” they both sputtered with laughter, then Darius became serious 

again.  “No, I’m telling you, stuff like this could go on and on – fighting, revenge, revenge for the 

revenge – it’s what you call a …” (he made a stab at it) “…a viscous cycle – kinda like the 

Middle East.”  (He had once heard someone say that.) 

 

“The Middle East?” Pablo winced doubtfully, sensing that ‘viscous’ was not right and that Darius 

probably thought the Middle East was Chicago.   Darius was getting way out of his depth here.  

When he all brainy like this he could get carried away and now he groped for a soft landing.   

 

“What I’m saying is, dude, Steve says he has a plan to stop everyone stirring the shit.  Well, 

maybe he didn’t actually use those words – can’t remember – but that’s what he meant.   So 

you gotta listen to him.   He’s the shrink, after all.” 

 

But Pablo had already tuned Darius out and had a faraway, troubled look in his eye.  Darius 

waved his hand in front of Pablo’s face.  “Hello – Earth to Pablo.  Where’d you go, dude?” 
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Pablo shrugged.   “Oh … next door in the master suite.   I’m worried about Randy, facing Bob 

after what he did to him.” 

 

“Ah, don’t sweat it, kid.  If I know anything – and I know a lot – Bob can handle that situation.   

Now there’s a guy who knows a lot too.” 

 

Pablo smiled at him.  “Thanks for everything, Darius.  I know I don’t deserve it after what I did.”  

He stroked Darius’s cock.   “Er …. talking of revenge … you gonna take yours?” 

 

“Naturally,” Darius said grandly.  “OK, kid, show me those hot buns of yours.” 

 

**************************** 

 

The fence-mending process Darius referred to was only in its infancy as Randy well knew, and 

as he hesitated at the door of the master suite he had no idea how to begin.   His fucking anger!   

It had got him in a mess of trouble again and he had done something he promised Bob and 

himself he would never do again – he had slugged him.   He hadn’t meant to but … oh shit. 

 

Usually when he was in trouble he turned to Bob for help, but how could he ask for help from 

the man he had just sent sprawling on the ground?   Feeling very alone he turned the doorknob 

and went in.   He crossed their living room and went hesitantly into the bedroom where Bob was 

at his desk writing.   For a panic-stricken moment Randy thought he was writing a goodbye 

note, but when Bob looked up he was smiling.  However, he wasn’t going to let Randy off the 

hook so easily so he just looked at him – questioningly. 

 

As always in a moment of tension Randy clenched his fists, usually as a prelude to slugging 

someone.   He stammered, “I, er … I … look, man, I ….” 

 

Bob took pity on him.   “Come here, buddy.”   Randy shuffled forward and stood before him like 

a guilty boy.   Bob reached out, took one of his fists and uncurled the clenched fingers, then 

gently did the same with the other fist.   “That’s better,” Bob grinned.   “Now, you were saying?” 

 

Randy actually sank to his knees before him.   “Man, I don’t know what to say.  Except I love 

you, man.   But I don’t know what else to say.” 

 

“I know,” Bob agreed.   “Tricky isn’t it?   All that ritual we used to go through – apologies, 

promises, forgiveness – we’re way beyond that.   But hey, kneeling down won’t cut it.   Get up, 

buddy.”  Bob stood up, put his hands under Randy’s arms and pulled him up to face him.    

 

Only then did Randy see the bruise on Bob’s handsome face and, with a stifled sob he leaned 

forward to kiss it, lick it, then kissed his eyes so tenderly it surprised even Bob.  He pushed 

Randy gently away and gazed into his eyes.   “That felt great, man.  Hey, I know you can do 

caveman … but can you do tender?” 
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Randy managed a grin.   As usual Bob had given him his cue and he ran with it. 

 

Bob was wearing a white shirt, black slacks and loafers.   Randy gave him another soft kiss on 

the lips, then slowly unbuttoned Bob’s shirt.   He pushed it back off his shoulders and moaned 

as he stared at the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs.  The shirt fell back and hung from his 

waist, tucked into his pants.  

 

“Oh man,” Randy breathed, gazing at his gorgeous lover stripped to the waist.  He leaned 

forward and kissed Bob’s neck, then licked his pecs, his nipples and down over his ripped abs.   

He sank to his knees, unzipped Bob’s pants and pulled out his already-hard cock.  He closed 

his mouth over it, pushed forward and swallowed it deep down his throat, burying his face in the 

dark tangle of pubic hair and breathing in the musky essence of his manhood. 

 

Bob looked down at the rugged gypsy on his knees and ran his hands through his long shaggy 

black hair.   “Feels good, man,” Bob sighed as Randy’s mouth rose up and down on his cock.   

Soon Randy drew back, unbuckled Bob’s belt and pulled his pants and shorts down to his 

ankles.   As he got slowly to his feet he ran his hands up over his calves, thighs, hips and his 

lats until they were once again face to face. 

 

“I love you, man,” Randy said.   He put his hands round Bob’s waist, picked him up effortlessly 

and laid him gently on his back on the bed.  He pulled his loafers, his pants and shorts off over 

his feet and gazed down at him lying naked.  “So fucking beautiful,” Randy said.  “Man, I won’t 

insult you by saying I’m sorry.  I’m no good at speeches.  Hell, this is all I know how to do.” 

 

How many times had Bob lay on his back gazing up at the rugged construction boss after work, 

his eyes gleaming with lust in his gypsy face, dark hair falling over his forehead, his square, 

stubbled jaw clenched tight?   How many times had he tensed, waiting for Randy to fall on him 

and pound his ass like a wild stallion?   Not this time though.    

 

Sure, the big guy was still wearing the dirty cargo pants and boots he had put on after the fight, 

and his old faded tank top, filthy after the ass-fuck had pounded him into the ground.  But now 

Bob watched spellbound as the fiery caveman was transformed into gentle lover.   Randy pulled 

off his tank, kicked off his boots and dropped his pants.   He paced naked round the bed 

breathing deeply, never taking his eyes off Bob, his massive cock swinging between his thighs. 

 

He knelt at the foot of the bed and kissed Bob’s feet, ran his tongue up his legs, then licked his 

balls.  Bob gasped as he felt the stubbled chin graze his cock and balls.  Then Randy pushed 

Bob’s legs up and he buried his face in his ass, probing it with his insistent tongue.   When he 

raised his head he pushed Bob’s legs further, leaning on them and doubling them over Bob so 

their faces were inches apart.  Bob gasped as he felt his lover’s cock rubbing against his ass. 

 

Randy’s steel blue eyes bored into Bob’s.   “I wanna make love to you, buddy.   OK with you?” 
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“If you don’t I’ll slug you,” Bob smiled – a mocking jab at what had caused all this.   “You’re a 

wild man, you know that.   But even a wild man can be tamed.  I love you, Randy.” 

 

Randy’s cock was now rock hard and he gently eased it into Bob’s ass, already wet with saliva.  

Slowly it pushed in deeper and deeper until it passed over the inner sphincter and came to rest.  

“That’s where we belong, buddy.   Right there.”   Bob sighed, “Mmmm … do it some more.” 

 

Randy leaned forward and kissed Bob’s eyes, then his mouth, as he pulled his cock slowly 

back, then again penetrated the soft membrane of his ass.   He gazed at Bob’s glorious face as 

it rocked from side to side in ecstasy, then he gently twisted his nipples in his fingers.    

 

“Aah.” Reflexively Bob reached up and did the same to Randy, gazing up at the dark, sinewy 

body rising and falling over him, feeling the infinite pleasure of his cock moving inside him. 

 

The pain and chaos of the day was fast slipping away and Randy growled, “Fuck the world, 

buddy.   Come with me.”   He grabbed Bob’s wrists and pinned them to the bed above his head.   

Their faces were inches apart and they saw themselves reflected in each other’s eyes.   “You’re 

my prisoner now.   Like I’ve put a rope round your neck and pulled you into my world.  There’s 

no-one else there except you and me.   And I’m gonna keep you there forever.” 

 

The magic happened again, as it always did.   They drifted into each other’s eyes, into each 

other’s world, and it became one world – their world where everything else faded into oblivion.  

Randy smiled.   “See how grand it is, buddy?   And it’s real … just you and me forever.   I’m in 

your eyes, in your head….” 

 

“Not to mention my ass,” Bob said. 

 

“Yeah, that too,” Randy grinned, his blue eyes sparkling in his swarthy face.   And now you 

mention it, you wanna feel my juice in your ass?” 

 

“I may be your prisoner in this secret world of yours, but I can make you cum any time I want.” 

 

“Sounds like a challenge.   Show me.”  Randy drove his cock in deep and once again it passed 

over the inner sphincter of Bob’s ass.   Bob’s eyes flashed and he clenched his ass muscles 

tight round Randy’s cock, trapping it inside the furnace of the deepest cavity.   Randy gasped 

with a mix of pain and exquisite pleasure and instinctively tried to pull back, but he was trapped.    

 

“Now who’s the prisoner?” Bob gloated.  “Feel it?   Feel your lover’s ass?   Feel the fire racing 

through your body?   Only one thing you can do.   You gotta shoot, man … in my ass … in your 

lover’s ass … now!” 

 

“Aaaagh….”  The unworldly cry curled round the room as Randy’s cock erupted deep in the 

secret cavern, as if Bob’s whole body was sucking his juice out of him.   He reared back and 

Bob saw the spectacular sight of the rugged gypsy towering over him, his arms thrashing, black 
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hair flying, every muscle of his amazing body flexed as his manhood pumped out of him into the 

fire of Bob’s ass. 

 

Randy gazed wildly at him, lowered his head to just above Bob’s cock which he pounded in his 

fist.   Instantly Bob howled, “Yes …. Yeess!”    His cock blasted a stream of jizz straight up into 

Randy’s open mouth.   He swallowed hard until the torrent of cum finally stopped.   Then he fell 

forward, clamped his mouth over Bob’s and let the warm juice flow between them, sharing the 

bitter-sweet nectar of their timeless love.” 

 

****************************** 

 

Randy and Bob were wrapped in each other’s arms dozing.   At least this part of the drama had 

been put to rest.   Their love might be put to the test – it always had been throughout their 

turbulent relationship – but it was unbreakable, no matter how severe the stress.  It was a force 

greater than outside threats, greater than the men themselves, and they held each other tight in 

the sure knowledge that it would endure.  

 

Suddenly they were woken from their half-sleep by a booming racket outside.  Randy sprang 

out of bed, ran to the window … and burst out laughing.   “You gotta see this, Bob.”  Bob joined 

him and stared down at the twins in the middle of the lawn.   Kevin was holding out a big brass 

gong hanging from a rod and Kyle was energetically wielding a mallet with a rounded, leather-

covered end.      

 

“Yeah,” Bob smiled, “They told me they were going to get a dinner gong.   They were getting 

hoarse from yelling ‘Come and get it!’ whenever a meal was ready.   At least it’s something you 

can’t ignore – look, the boys are already running to the table. Quick shower and we’ll join them.” 

 

The gong had the desired effect and within minutes everyone was seated at the table by the 

pool.   Bob and Randy were the last to put in an appearance and the reaction was inevitable – 

loud cheers and applause.    It was always obvious when the two men had been fucking as 

there was a glow about them – “hot enough to set the brush on fire,’ as Darius said repeatedly. 

 

At least this boisterous greeting broke the ice of what could have been a very chilly gathering 

after everyone had watched the drama that had the potential of sowing lasting discord in the 

tribe.   But there were still reverberations of it in the air and Pablo, with a sullen expression, was 

sitting as far away from Jamie and Mark as possible.   Darius, loyal as ever to this lover, had 

healed his immediate wounds but Pablo was far from forgiven by the tribe.    

 

However, the group usually took its cue from the leaders, Randy and Bob, and if they had 

patched things up, as they obviously had, the signs were good.   So conversation gradually 

returned to its usual pitch, even though there was one question looming on everyone’s mind.   

With the efficiency of the house grapevine they had all heard of “Steve’s Plan” to restore 

harmony and eyes kept glancing at him, waiting for him to reveal it. 
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The tension built and it was, inevitably, Randy who charged in head on.   “OK, doc,” he said to 

his brother, “what’s this great scheme of yours to pour oil on troubled waters?   Careful though, 

bro.   Oil has to be handled right or it bursts into flames.” 

 

But his light-heartedness turned darker as Steve explained, with all eyes riveted on him.   “OK, 

here goes.  The four main players in this latest drama are you Randy, Mark, Pablo and Jamie.   

Everyone else is caught up in the backwash.   In my opinion, what’s needed is a time out, and I 

suggest two separate trips out of town for a night or two – a different trip for each man 

accompanied by a boy so they can sort things out away from the house.” 

 

“That’s it?” Randy asked scornfully.  “That’s the big plan?    Each man getting outta Dodge for a 

couple days with his boy, sort things out?   Shit, that’s a no-brainer, doc.” 

 

“No Randy,” Steve smiled patiently, “you didn’t get that quite right.  I didn’t say with HIS boy.   I 

said a boy.   You take Jamie, Mark takes Pablo.” 

 

There was a stunned silence round the table, broken by Randy who sputtered, “What? …  

What?    You’re kidding, right?   Jesus, I’ve heard you come up with some cockamamie 

schemes but this one bites the big one.  Fuck, I don’t have to sit here and listen to this bullshit.”    

 

He stood up to leave but Bob said calmly and wearily, “Randy …. sit down.”   Randy glared at 

him, at his big brown eyes … and sat back down.”   Pablo too had been about to leave but he 

copied Randy and stayed put.   He knew this crazy idea wouldn’t fly anyway.   But as Steve 

explained more fully he started to make sense. 

 

“See, most confrontations have at their core a lack of communication – I mean the kind of 

communication that comes from spending time together – really getting to know each other.  Of 

course, all four of you could go away together but that would most likely just perpetuate the 

anger and hostility – man against man, boy against boy.   There’s a lot of bad blood here.   

 

“But I’m betting that if each man and the other man’s boy get better acquainted they’ll discover 

stuff about each other that’ll help reduce their suspicions.   Think of it as cross-breeding where 

different purebreds mate and the resulting mixed breed is a lot more resilient.” 

 

“You calling us mutts?!” Randy exploded.  He was about to get up again but Bob glared at him 

wide-eyed and he kept his seat. 

 

“Well I think Steve makes a lot of sense,” Mark said evenly, and Jamie and I would go for it. 

 

“Oh, is that so, asshole?   Well let me tell you, it’ll be a cold day in hell before I lend my boy to a 

fucking cop.   And if you trust me to be alone with your kid you’re a bigger fool than I thought.” 
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“OK,” said Steve calmly.   “That’s good – a lot of food for thought here. I expected your reaction, 

Randy, and I respect your opinion, but maybe when you’ve talked it over with Bob you may see 

things differently.”   Steve shot a knowing look at Bob who mouthed a sardonic ‘thanks buddy’. 

 

As arranged, Lloyd had come to the house to join them for dinner and Steve now turned to him 

and changed the subject entirely, infuriating Randy who felt the wind go out of his sails.  The 

buzz around the table built rapidly and more insistently than before, but Bob looked at Steve 

and smiled.   The doctor knew exactly how to treat his brother and knew that handing the reins 

over to Bob provided the best chance for his plan to succeed. 

 

Which was exactly the case, though it took a long time and all Bob’s skill.   His discussion later 

with Randy in their room began heatedly but Bob slowly brought Randy down to earth like 

landing a jumbo jet gently on a runway.  More sex helped of course, where Randy was putty in 

Bob’s hands, and when they finally fell asleep in each other’s arms Bob smiled to himself.    

 

‘It’s a cliché but a true one,’ he thought.   ‘Love sure does conquer all – even a big gypsy.’ 

 

***************************** 

 

Finally both men were on board with the idea – Mark willingly, Randy grudgingly.   Steve 

suggested that the trip take place right away and they agreed, with Randy growling, “Sure, let’s 

just get the fucking thing over with.” 

 

Bob had one concern that he discussed with Steve – would the boys be safe in what was, after 

all, still an antagonistic atmosphere?    Steve reassured him that Randy or Mark would be crazy 

to mistreat the boys as the eyes of the whole tribe would be on them when they came home.  In 

any case, Steve pointed out, it was in the men’s own interest to prove they could be 

magnanimous, worthy of their leadership positions in the house. 

 

Jamie and Pablo followed their masters’ wishes.  A slight pang of anxiety was overcome by a 

tingling sense of adventure.   If Steve and Bob were all for it they knew they would be safe. 

 

The late afternoon departure was one of the noisiest the house had ever seen, as everyone 

came out to the gate to see them off.   Randy had decided to take Jamie fishing at the quiet lake 

high up in the forest above Los Angeles.   That was familiar turf to him and he figured that if 

things weren’t working out he could always shove off alone in the boat in the middle of the lake. 

 

Bob suggested to Mark that Pablo could do with a clean-up and a bit of sophistication as he 

spent most of his time, like his master, in grubby work clothes with daubs of grease on his face.  

Mark decided to take Pablo to the Ritz-Carlton down the coast in Laguna where he had taken 

Jamie a couple of times.  To set the tone Bob loaned him his sleek black Mercedes for the trip.  
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Randy’s truck was parked next to it, with the rowboat and fishing gear in the back.   The other 

boys crowded round abuzz with excitement, with elaborate farewell hugs as if Jamie and Pablo 

were taking a journey down the Amazon rather than sixty-mile trips from L.A.    

 

There was still a slight tension in the air but it was diminished when Brandon reached up and 

hugged Jamie, then wheeled his way over to Pablo and grinned, holding his arms open.  After a 

moment’s hesitation Pablo knelt down and held him in a long bear hug.  “Thanks buddy,” he 

whispered in his ear.  “I’m sorry for what I said to you – I didn’t mean a word of it”    

 

Then Brandon looked up at Mark and Randy and said, “Please take care of them, sirs.   They’re 

my friends.”  Randy grinned and ruffled Brandon’s hair.   “Well, any friend of yours is a friend of 

mine, kiddo, so don’t worry – we’ll all come back in one piece.”   Bob smiled and nodded to Pete 

whose eyes were gleaming with pride at his boy – Brandon the peacemaker. 

 

After a few quiet words of reassurance to their own boys Randy climbed into the truck with 

Jamie, and Mark and Pablo slid into the Mercedes.   And they were off.   Bob smiled at Steve.   

“You sure about this, doc?”     

 

“Sure I’m sure,” Steve said.  “Just you wait and see.” 

 

***************************** 

 

A short while later the Mercedes swung onto the Golden State Freeway headed south.   No 

words had been exchanged so far between Mark and Pablo and tension hung in the air, along 

with the luxurious scent of soft leather.    Mark was wearing blue jeans and the black ripped tank 

top that always turned Jamie on so much.   He guessed that it would have a similar effect on 

Pablo, and he was right, though Pablo would never had admitted it in a million years.    

 

The boys stole glances at the man beside him, at his hard-as-rocks shoulder muscles and the 

contours of his pecs outlined under the tank.   As the car sped along the freeway, flashes of 

sunlight played over Mark’s chiseled Nordic features.   Pablo’s hand rested lightly on the 

obvious boner in his jeans and Mark smiled to himself. 

 

Suddenly Pablo broke the silence, saying abruptly, “I’m not gonna have sex with you.  No way.” 

 

“Good,” Mark retorted, “‘cause I have no intention of having sex with you.  That’s why I booked a 

room with two king-size beds.   As Steve said, this is just a way of getting to know each other 

better.    But there are a few ground rules.   First of all you will call me sir at all times.   Second, 

no attitude.   Let’s just relax and try to make this as pleasant as possible.” 

 

“Yes, sir,” said Pablo, responding to the stem authoritarian tone in the cop’s voice.  After that 

Mark tried to break the ice by commenting on the driving of others on the freeway, which 

segued into stories from his life on the road as a cop.  It was a monologue at first but Pablo was 
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genuinely interested and slowly began asking questions.  And by the time they pulled into the 

driveway of the Ritz-Carlton just over an hour later the tension had greatly diminished. 

 

As the valet came to the car door Mark pulled on a loose shirt over his tank top.  You have to 

wear a shirt in this place, kiddo,” Mark said.   “You’ll do just fine in that Polo shirt.   More than 

just fine, actually – just watch the heads turn.”    He was right.   As the two of them strode over 

the marble floor of the lobby heads did turn at the sight of the tall Greek-God blond and the 

handsome dark haired young man beside him.  

 

Pablo was impressed by their luxurious bedroom with its expansive view of the ocean from the 

cliff top where the hotel was situated.   Tell the truth he was in awe and a bit uncertain but Mark 

put him at his ease and they took a shower – Pablo first, then Mark, though Pablo noted that the 

shower was way big enough for two.    

 

While Mark showered Pablo got dressed.   The twins had helped him pack clothes suitable for a 

five-star hotel and, as he looked at himself in the mirror in his neat slacks, his white open-neck 

dress shirt and tan jacket, Pablo liked what he saw – a far cry from the grubby young mechanic 

who usually stared back at him.  Then, in the corner of the mirror he caught sight of Mark 

coming from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.    

 

Pretending to admire himself he glanced at the muscular cop as he unwrapped the towel and 

dried off, his muscles rippling in the sunlight streaming through the window, his long cock 

hanging from a mass of blond pubic hair and swinging between his thighs.   He realized that 

watching a man dress was almost as sexy as watching him undress and, when he turned back 

to his own reflection he saw that his tent-pole cock spoiled the line of his smart pants. 

 

By the time they were seated in the opulent dining room and Mark was helping Pablo find his 

way through the menu the last shards of ice had melted and Pablo was really getting into the 

fantasy of rich boy seated with the most handsome man in the room.    

 

The servers, young men and women who looked as if they had been hired for their good looks, 

all flirted with them in the subtle way they had perfected befitting a five-star hotel.   And when 

they turned to Pablo and asked respectfully, “And for you sir…?” he acted as if to the manner 

born.   “See?” Mark grinned.   “You don’t have to be shirtless and swinging your fists for people 

to call you sir, and mean it.” 

 

Pablo laughed and from then on the conversation flowed.   Mark steered it toward cars and 

motor cycles as he knew that auto mechanics was the boy’s passion, and he had even worked 

for a while as a junior mechanic in the Police Department motor pool.    

 

Pablo launched into enthusiastic advice for the care and maintenance of everything from Mark’s 

motorcycle to trucks and the heavy equipment on the construction site.   Mark was seeing a 

whole new side of Pablo – confident, self-assured in his expertise, quite the opposite from the 

insecurity that made him become the chest-thumping ‘senior boy’ who usually faced the world.  
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They drank copious amounts of wine and after-dinner drinks and when at last they got back to 

their room they were feeling quite mellow.   “Hey, check this out,” Mark said, and Pablo followed 

him out onto the balcony.   A full moon gleamed above the horizon, sending a carpet of rippling 

silver across the sea toward them, almost up to their room as it seemed.  “That something, eh, 

kiddo?”   

 

“Yes, sir,” Pablo said.   “Almost feel as if I could slide right down that moonlight and splash in 

the ocean.”  Mark turned and smiled at Pablo’s unexpectedly poetic turn of phrase.  Pablo 

looked round and gasped at the glorious face lit by the silver light, square-jawed, high 

cheekbones, a tangle of blond hair falling over his brow above the smiling blue-gray eyes.   

 

Pablo was about to reach up and touch the face but at that moment Mark said, “Dunno about 

you, man, but I’m bushed – ready to hit the sack.”   They walked back into the room.    “Which 

bed you want, kiddo?   Mind if I take the one next to the window?” 

 

“Sure, fine, sir,” Pablo said, feeling a sense of disappointment that he immediately suppressed.    

He undressed and quickly slid under the sheets to hide the erection that, he now realized, he 

had had all evening.   Surreptitiously he watched Mark get ready for bed. 

 

Mark was gazing out of the window, and he stretched and yawned.   He unbuttoned his shirt 

and pulled it off, his bare torso gleaming in the silver light as he stretched again.   He kicked off 

his loafers, unbuttoned his slacks and took them off, folding them neatly over the back of a 

chair.   Finally he dropped his boxers, stepped out of them and walked toward his bed.  Backlit 

by moonlight Mark’s naked body seemed to shimmer, surrounded by a halo.   Pablo understood 

now why guys often referred to him as a god.  

 

With a deep, satisfied sigh Mark climbed into bed and lay on his back, pulling the sheets up only 

far enough to cover his dick, leaving exposed his pubic hair, narrow waist, ripped abs and the 

slabs of his chest.  He threw his arms above him on the bed, sighed, closed his eyes, and soon 

his breathing became steady. 

 

Coming out of a trance Pablo shook his head and realized he had been gazing at the 

spectacular man, drooling even, and he felt pre-cum oozing out of his cock.   Damn, he thought. 

He turned onto his other side, his jaw clenched, fist pounding his pillow.  Damn, he had to sleep. 

 

But a clenched jaw and tight fists are hardly conducive to sleep and he lay wide awake.   He 

tossed from one position to another but nothing helped and he found himself inevitably on his 

side gazing at the other bed and the magnificent man lying on it, lit by the glow of moonlight. 

Mesmerized he watched him stir, watched him sigh and his muscles ripple until he subsided 

again into sleep. 

 

Suddenly Pablo was transported back to a scene from his earliest childhood, one of those 

memory flashes that rise up unbidden from a long forgotten past.   He was a small child, still 
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living with his parents … and he couldn’t sleep.   He was working too hard at it, trying to 

understand how a person could suddenly lose consciousness just like that.   He couldn’t work it 

out and he was scared that he’d never be able to sleep again.   So he got out of bed, tiptoed 

into his parents’ room and tugged at the bed sheets. 

 

 “Mom,” he had said plaintively, “I can’t sleep.   Can I get in bed with you?”   He remembered 

her smiling, opening the covers, and he crawled in beside her. 

 

Now he was that child again, standing by Mark’s bed, staring down at him.   He tugged at the 

pillow until Mark stirred.   “Sir, I can’t sleep.   Can I get in bed with you?” 

 

Mark half opened his eyes and smiled.   “Sure, kiddo … ‘course you can.”   He held up the 

sheets and Pablo crawled in beside him.  The boy moaned contentedly, a stray animal safe at 

home.  He felt the warm flesh of Mark’s back pressing against him and as he finally drifted 

toward sleep he murmured, “But I’m not gonna have sex with you.  No way.” 

 

“Of course you’re not.   And I told you to call me sir.” 

 

“Sorry, sir,” Pablo smiled and wrapped his arms round him. 

 

#            #            #  

 

 

Chapter 252  – “Randy & Mark Swap Boys” 

 
During the night Pablo came to regret his defiant ‘no sex’ declaration.  Several times he woke 

up and felt Mark’s warm flesh pressing against him.   He opened his eyes and saw Mark’s face 

next to his, his eyes closed in sleep, a half smile on his lips.    In the serenity of sleep, with 

moonlight falling across his face, Mark looked more god-like than ever and Pablo fought against 

the urge to lean over and kiss his lips.    

 

He tried to think of subtle ways to wake Mark so he could seduce him into making love.   Hell, all 

he had to do for Darius and Randy was flash his ass at them and within minutes their cocks 

were inside him.  But like an idiot he had sworn boastfully to Mark that he would definitely not 

have sex with him and Mark had agreed.   Asshole, he called himself and, not for the first time, 

regretted his arrogance.  Seemed like it always made him do dumb stuff where only he suffered. 

 

By this time his boner was raging and he turned over on his stomach to try and smother it and 

make it go way.   Wrong move!   His face lay sideways on the pillow toward Mark and, a few 

minutes later Mark stirred, turned on his side facing Pablo and, in his sleep, threw his arm over 

the boy’s neck as he always did with Jamie.   Pablo gasped as he found his face inches from 

Mark’s damp blond tangle of armpit hair, the musky smell of his sweat filling his nostrils.    
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Worse, Mark had a hard-on in his sleep and his cock was pressed against the side of Pablo’s 

butt.   Pablo froze with the agony of forbidden lust.   He should have closed his eyes but 

couldn’t.   Instead he gazed mesmerized at the beads of sweat trickling from Mark’s armpit hair 

and down his side onto the bed.    Without thinking he pushed out his tongue and caught a few 

drops, sucking them in and tasting the bitter-sweet taste of the cop’s maleness. 

 

The taste, the smell, the touch of this incredible man overwhelmed him.   He held his breath to 

stifle a yell, his body trembled and his cock erupted underneath him, pouring hot jism between 

his stomach and the sheet. 

 

Pablo lay stock-still, his body tense, afraid that Mark would wake.    But Mark merely moaned in 

his sleep and moved even closer to the boy.   Gradually Pablo relaxed, his face now almost 

covered by Mark’s armpit.   As he breathed deeper he was intoxicated by pungent, masculine 

scent of the naked cop.   And that’s how, at long last, he fell asleep. 

 

***************************** 

 

It was the sun streaming through the window that woke Mark and he reached lazily over to 

Pablo’s side of the bed.   But he was gone, leaving only a sticky wet sheet under Mark’s hand.   

He sniffed at his hand and smiled – the unmistakable smell of semen. 

 

Mark heard muted voices at the door, heard it click shut, and Pablo walked up to the bed.   

Wearing only white boxer briefs he was wheeling a breakfast cart that had just been delivered 

by room-service.  He stood to attention by the bed with a napkin folded over his arm and said 

formally, “Room-service, sir.” 

 

“Jeez,” Mark grinned, “is that what the well-dressed waiter is wearing these days?” 

 

“I ordered for us, sir,” Pablo said.  "Eggs and bacon, toast, yoghurt, berries, juice, coffee – the 

works.   Shall I set it up on the balcony, sir?” 

 

“Sure thing.”   Mark leapt out of bed, still naked, and pulled on his boxers.   “I gotta wash my 

hands first.   This one’s all sticky.”  He looked down at the bed.   “What’s that sticky wet patch 

on the sheets, by the way?” 

 

Pablo blushed deeply … no use denying what it was.   “Sorry, sir.   I must’ve had a wet dream.   

Probably dreaming of Randy like I always do.” 

 

“Yeah,” Mark smiled.   “That must be it.   OK, breakfast.” 

 

A few minutes later they were sitting facing each other across the table on the balcony with the 

ocean glittering way below them, deep blue with flecks of gold, stretching far away to the knife-

edge horizon.   Mark stretched and sighed.  “Mmm, pretty near perfect, wouldn’t you say, kid?” 
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The sight of the gorgeous muscle-god flashing his body in the sunlight stirred Pablo’s cock and 

he realized that he couldn’t take another whole day of this.   He had to level with Mark.  He 

cleared his throat and stammered, “Sir, I … I wasn’t totally honest with you just now.   That stuff 

on the sheet … sure, it was my jizz but it wasn’t Randy I was thinking of.   It was you, sir, with 

your body so close to mine, that made me lose my load.” 

 

“That so?” said Mark matter-of-factly.   “Well no harm done.   It’s often happened to other guys 

when they’re with me.” 

 

A bit miffed at being lumped in with ‘other guys’, Pablo blurted out.  “Thing is, sir, I’ve had a 

more or less non-stop boner since the drive down here.” 

 

Mark stifled a smile.  “Even while you were protesting ‘No way am I gonna have sex with you’?” 

 

Pablo blushed again.  “That was just me blowing smoke … crazy talk.” 

 

Mark poured himself some coffee and looked Pablo straight in the eyes.   “Why do you do stuff 

like that, Pablo?   Why do you mouth off like that, why do you challenge the other boys the way 

you do – beat up Jamie and even knock Brandon out of his chair?   I don’t understand.” 

 

Pablo took a mouthful of scrambled eggs to play for time, but even so all he could come up with 

was a lame, “I don’t wanna talk about it, sir.  I don’t even talk about it in therapy with Doc Steve.” 

 

“Well, I can see why you might hold back from Steve.   After all, he is Randy’s brother and, I 

guess, your adoptive uncle.   But I’m cool – you can talk to me.”  Pablo stared into the kind, 

blue-gray eyes and decided that he did want to talk to Mark, explain why he had picked a fight 

with Jamie.  So it all spilled out. 

 

“See, when I was a kid, sir, I was shunted from one foster home to another and ended up 

working for those evil Baxter brothers in that garage in the desert.   I was their prisoner until 

Randy rescued me.   Ever since then he’s been my hero.   He took me on as his boy and then 

adopted me.   He taught me to be tough and how to fight.” 

 

He looked plaintively at Mark.  “But, see … that’s all I’ve got, sir.  Before I met Randy I was 

nothing – pushed around, abused, never belonged anywhere – and I’m afraid of being that 

again.  But now I am someone, someone important ‘coz I’m the boss’s boy.  The other guys 

don’t like me ‘coz I have to keep proving it.  Thing is … I guess I’m scared that if one day I’m not 

Randy’s boy anymore I’ll just be one of the boys.  Can you understand that, sir?” 

 

“Jeez,” Mark grinned kindly, “that is really fucked up, kiddo.” 

 

“I know it is, sir, though I’d never tell anyone else.   But I try to be just like Randy ‘coz he’s the 

big, tough boss, and he’s fucked up sometimes too, like when he hits Bob.   Sir, I didn’t want to 
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fight with Jamie but now that he’s all confident and tough and all the boys look up to him, I was 

scared he’d take my place as senior boy so I had to show him who’s boss.” 

 

“Didn’t work out so well, though, did it?” Mark smiled.  

 

Pablo smiled his crooked grin.  “No, sir.   And I sure didn’t want to hurt Brandon.   I love that kid, 

and so does everyone else.    I wish I could make it up to him, sir.” 

 

“Well, that part’s easy,” Mark said.  “As I understand it, when work starts on Pete’s house you’re 

gonna be in charge of the crew and Brandon will be in charge of supplies and inventory, so 

you’ll be working closely together.” 

 

“Yeah, I thought about that and I’m gonna treat him real special, sir.” 

 

“But see, kiddo, the last thing Brandon wants is special treatment just because he’s in a 

wheelchair.   That’s his big thing.   Unlike you he just wants to be one of the boys, treated like 

everyone else.”   Mark grinned.  “Just don’t push over his wheelchair.” 

 

“Yeah, I get that, sir.   And that’s why I love him.   That’s a guy who has real guts.” 

 

There was silence for a moment, then Mark smiled at him.   “Tell me something, Pablo.   You 

still got that boner in your shorts?” 

 

Pablo looked surprised.  “Well, now that you mention it … no I don’t, sir.  Guess it’s all that talk.”  

 

“Exactly, Pablo.   Listen, when we started out on this trip I knew you would want to fuck with me 

– most guys do – and I know how horny you are.  But I didn’t want it to be all physical.  Sex is 

easy and I didn’t want you to just get off on the handsome stud cop and his big muscles.  So to 

get that out of the way I teased you, stripping naked and all that, and I knew you wanted to 

sleep with me.  It was only when you blew your load in bed that you finally fell asleep.” 

 

Pablo felt suddenly a bit foolish, with all his tough talk yesterday, thinking he had Mark fooled.   

So he looked down at his plate and finished his breakfast in silence.   Mark felt a wave of 

affection and admiration for the tough young kid who had been so abused most of his life until 

he met Randy, and he sympathized with everything Pablo had explained to him.   He reached 

across the table, put his finger under the boy’s chin and lifted it up.    

 

“You know something, kiddo?   I’m starting to like you – and I hope you’re starting to like me, not 

just my body.  Hey, what say we go for a run along the beach?   You up for that?” 

 

Again Pablo’s crooked smile.   “You bet, sir.   I’d like that a whole lot.” 

 

********************************* 
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They put on swim trunks and loose shirts and went down to the pool and to the gate that led 

down the steep path to the beach.   At the gate they left their shirts with the young attendant 

who gazed at them tongue-tied.   Soon they were running shoulder-to-shoulder along the beach 

and Pablo was feeling great – freer than he had felt for a long time.  Getting all that stuff off his 

chest was a huge relief for him, not only because he was opening up to Mark but because it 

helped him understand why he behaved the way he did.   And he wasn’t especially proud of it.    

 

He noticed heads turning toward them all along the beach, jaws dropping at the sight of the 

magnificent blond specimen of manhood.   But it wasn’t so much the physical admiration that 

pleased him but the mere fact that he was with Mark – and that Mark was starting to like him.   

He realized now that, despite his earlier macho bravado, that’s what he wanted most – for Mark 

to like him.   He grinned at Mark and commented on all the admiring looks. 

 

“Ah, you get used to it.   What the hell, enjoy it while you’ve got it, I say.”   Pablo laughed, 

feeling proud and privileged to be the companion of this amazing man, splashing through the 

shallow surf on this glorious Southern California day.  

 

After a mile or two they turned back and when they climbed back up the path to the hotel they 

were hot and tired so they plunged into the big salt-water pool.   When they climbed out the 

attendant handed them towels and asked, “Will you be taking lunch by the pool, sirs?” evidently 

hoping the answer would be yes.   

 

“Hey, this is the life, eh, sir?” Pablo said, stretching out on a chaise next to Mark, with a couple 

of young waiters hovering over them with wine and a salad.    As they ate lunch Mark said, “I’ve 

been thinking about what you said earlier, kiddo.   I understand how you feel but I think you’re 

selling yourself short.  Being Randy’s boy is not ‘all you got’ as you said.    

 

“I mean, you think Randy adopted you just because you’re good with your fists?  No way.   I 

think it was because he saw so much of himself in you – a kid who’s always had a tough life, 

bravely standing up for himself and making his way through life despite all the obstacles.    

 

“Why do you think guys like Bob, me and Steve all seem so well-adjusted?   It’s because we 

had all the advantages growing up.   Guys like you and Randy had to make it on your own, you 

had to learn to be tough and it took a lot of courage.  I really believe the other boys admire you, 

though you make it real hard the way you treat them.   You’ve got a great lover in Darius and 

you’re a natural leader, Pablo.  And that won’t change if you relax and become ‘just one of the 

boys.’   They’ll look up to you if you just stop beating them up.  You hear what I’m saying?” 

 

“Yeah, I hear you, sir.   Thanks, that helps a lot.” 

 

******************************* 

 

“Would you care for more wine, sir?”   That was the waiter, a young man who had been 

hovering (and drooling) most of the time.   “Thanks, that’d be great,” Mark smiled. 
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“Jeez,” Pablo grinned, “I wonder who’s having lunch round here.  That guy looked like he 

wanted to eat you for lunch and dinner.” 

 

From then on they huddled conspiratorially checking out the staff and guests who were glancing 

at them and pretending not to.  They were like two horny buddies scoping out the talent around 

the pool …. “that waiter’s a real looker but he’s skinny” …. “yeah, and the other one’s not so 

cute but look at the awesome bod on him.   Pity they can’t switch heads.” 

 

Pablo grinned.  “Maybe we should kick it up a notch.  Watch this sir.”   He turned over on his 

stomach and pushed his swim trunks tight under him so they stretched over the flawless globes 

of his amazing ass.   “What’s the reaction, sir?” he asked with a cheeky grin. 

 

Three waiters immediately came close and one said, “Is there anything else we can do for you, 

sirs? – and he definitely wasn’t talking about wine.   “There’s your answer, kiddo,” Mark 

chuckled.   “Come on let’s get out of this meat market before we become dessert.” 

 

Upstairs in the room their talk turned, like any two jocks, to sports.  Pablo’s game was soccer 

and he talked eagerly about the local team, the L.A. Galaxy.   “Beckham’s long gone but it didn’t 

make much difference, but their defense is still a bit weak.   Goalie works overtime.   They’re 

playing Seattle today.   Hey what’s the time?   Game’s on right now. 

 

“Let’s check it out,” Mark said, picking up the TV remote and browsing through the channels.   

“That’s it, that’s it,” said Pablo excitedly.  “Oh shit, they’re losing one-nil.”   From then on all his 

concentration was on the screen.    Mark got beer and pretzels from the mini-bar and, as they 

sat together on the couch, he found the boy’s enthusiasm contagious as Pablo jumped up and 

down in his seat, yelling at the screen.   “Come on, asshole, pass, pass, get rid of the ball … shit 

I knew it …. look at that fucking moron … the other guy was placed just right for a shot.” 

 

And so the energetic curses, cheers, instructions and obscenities poured out of Pablo who 

unthinkingly gripped Mark’s arm every time the tension built, especially when Galaxy evened the 

match with a goal.   Mark was elated by Pablo’s noisy high spirits and saw a whole new side of 

him, a rowdy young kid excited by a soccer match, far removed from the insecure ‘boss’s boy’ 

who was too busy proving himself to let his guard down.   

 

This was the real Pablo – and Mark loved it.   The tension reached a fever pitch when the game 

went into overtime, still even at 1-1.    The seconds were counting down, game nearly over 

when Galaxy’s Mc Bean burst from the pack, dribbled the ball down the field … and passed.   

The ball arched high in the air … and Gordon headed it into the net, just before the final whistle. 

 

“Yes, yes, yes…!!”   Pablo was on his feet jumping with excitement, pumping his fists in the air.    

“Brilliant … fucking brilliant.”    He grabbed Mark’s arms, pulled him to his feet and hugged him 

tight.   Turning him round and round he impulsively kissed Mark on the lips, so breathlessly that 

he exhaled hard into his mouth.   
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Caught up in the excitement Mark returned the kiss gently, then harder, then hungrily and 

passionately.   Their bodies pressed together Mark pulled Pablo round the room, turning, turning 

until he picked the boy up bodily, carried him across the room and threw him down on the bed. 

 

At a fever pitch of excitement Pablo gazed up at the spectacular cop who feverishly dropped his 

swim trunks, spat in the palm of his hand and grabbed his cock as it sprung out, hard as a cop’s 

baton.  The loud clamor of post-game cheers from the TV could not drown out their wildly 

beating hearts as Mark fell to his knees on the bed, pushed two fingers in his mouth then into 

Pablo’s ass.   He pushed his legs high in the air, gazed into the boy’s sparkling eyes …. and 

drove his cock deep into his ass. 

 

Pablo’s cheers suddenly became howls of ecstasy as he threw his head back and yielded to the 

cop’s massive rod pumping his ass.  “Oh man,” Mark groaned, “that ass is so fucking hot.  Give 

it to me, boy.  It’s what you wanted all along – to get your gorgeous ass ploughed by the cop.” 

 

“Yes, sir, I wanted it so bad it made me cum in bed.”   He reached up and cupped his hands 

round Mark’s pecs, digging his fingers into the solid flesh.   Please fuck me, sir.    I’m sorry for 

all the stupid things I’ve done.   God, that feels so damned hot... please…fuck my ass, sir.” 

 

Mark was expert at driving a boy wild.   He fucked slowly, gently, then increased the power, 

plunging his shaft in deep like a piston and bringing the boy to the brink of orgasm when he 

suddenly stopped, paused, then slowly began over again.   And all the time noise blared from 

the TV, heightening the exhilaration on the bed.   Mark found himself matching his fuck to the 

soccer action which was now into highlight replays. 

 

As the cheers mounted and the enthusiasm of the commentator grew more intense, Mark’s cock 

pistoned harder.   Pablo was flying in a wild mix of emotions, hearing the excitement mounting 

at the match, feeling the exquisite pain of Mark’s pounding rod, and gazing up at the naked 

muscle-god taking possession of his ass. 

 

When the replay began of Galaxy’s first goal Mark stared into Pablo’s eyes with laser intensity.  

Pablo heard the cheers growing, felt the shaft pile driving his ass, saw in his mind the buildup to 

the goal as he looked up at the cop and, felt his sweat dripping on him.  “Here it comes, boy,” 

Mark said, his muscles flexing as his body pounded down on him.   

 

The commentator took over.  “It’s an incredible break, look at that, Keane’s sprinting down the 

outside, getting closer and closer, he’s clear, he’s clear …. he shoots … and it’s a goal!!” 

 

“Aaaagh …. Aaaagh….”  Pablo cheered and shot a long ribbon of cum over his chest, moaning 

loudly as juice kept spurting from his cock.   Finally, his heartbeat slowed …. Game over. 

 

But it wasn’t.  He looked up at Mark and saw him smiling, his cock still moving inside him.  Mark 

hadn’t cum.   The game was still a draw.   The winning goal was still to come.    The noise from 
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the TV had abated a little as the commentators shared comments on the game.  The rod moved 

gently inside him, Pablo gazed up at Mark’s smiling eyes set in his chiseled features … and he 

felt his own cock getting hard again.  

 

The commentator was setting up the final playback clip.   Mark and Pablo could hear the 

excitement building at the match – and inside them.   Mark fell forward and pinned Pablo’s 

wrists to the bed.   The boy had the exquisite sensation of being the cop’s prisoner, his arms 

pinned, his ass impaled on the long pole.   “You ready for the big finish, boy?” Mark grinned.  

“Like I told you before, you’re a winner, kid.   Let’s prove it.” 

 

Once again the roar of cheers was building louder and louder and Mark’s eyes blazed as his 

cock hammered Pablo’s ass faster and faster.   The commentator’s voice was hoarse.  “Game’s 

almost over, folks, final seconds … but here comes McBean, racing away from the pack.  Can 

he do it?”    Pablo’s cock was rock hard but he had only just shot a load, so Mark fucked harder 

than ever.   “Look at those feet, pounding harder and harder, he’s almost there … he passes to 

Gordon, this is incredible …. Gordon leaps to head the ball …. He shoots … And it’s a goaaal !!” 

 

Mark slammed his cock into the inner depths of the boy’s ass.   Pablo felt hot juice shooting 

inside him … he struggled and screamed as he blasted another load of jizz over his writhing 

body.  He stared wildly up at Mark, blown away by an unbelievable multimedia climax far from 

anything he had never experienced in his life.    

 

Mark fell on top of Pablo and smiled into his eyes.   “Now that, kiddo, was a winning goal if ever 

I saw one.” 

 

*****************************  

 

From then on the whole dynamic of the trip changed.   The psych talk was out of the way, the 

sexual tension too.    

 

“I’m sure glad we’re staying a second day,” Mark said.   “Now we can cut the bullshit, share the 

bed and I can make love to you like I wanted to last night.      It’s partly because you’re such a 

gorgeous young stud but mostly ‘cos I’ve come to like you a lot, and I hope we can be buddies.   

Sometimes inner beauty is even more sexy than physical looks.  I’ll take love over lust any day.” 

 

“I’ll take them both, sir,” said Pablo with his crooked grin. 

 

Mark ruffled the boy’s hair.   “And, you know what this means?   We can finally shower together, 

which is what I wanted since we got here.   So what say we soap each other up in a nice long 

shower, then get all dressed up and go downstairs, have a drink at the bar and watch the 

sunset?   We’ll have an early dinner in the dining room then come back up here and … well you 

do the math.   I’m looking forward to the next 24 hours.   I hope Jamie and Randy are having as 

much fun as we are.” 
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“Me too,” said Pablo,” though a flicker of doubt passed over his face, thinking of how Randy was 

when he was angry – and he was good and angry when they left.   Pablo knew his master only 

too well – how he wanted to own everything and everyone.   Still, Jamie could take care of 

himself … and he could always call Mark. 

 

******************************** 

 

Pablo’s fears turned out to be prescient.  The previous evening Randy and Jamie’s trip had 

begun more or less the same as Mark and Pablo’s – in silence.  As usual Randy drove his truck 

fast up the winding Angeles Crest Highway and several times Jamie glanced over his shoulder 

through the rear window to make sure that the rowboat was still firmly secured in the back. 

 

Jamie knew that Randy resented the idea of the trip but he felt safe after the assurances of Bob, 

Steve and, most importantly, Mark, that he would be well-treated by Randy.  Still, it was 

disturbing to see Randy’s grim face and clenched jaw, his fists curled round the steering wheel.    

 

Randy’s anger after his humiliation by Mark and Jamie was still festering and Jamie could 

almost read his thoughts.  ‘What the fuck am I doing here?   Fucking cockamamie idea.   

Shouldn’t have let myself be sweet-talked by Bob and Steve.   Still, I’ll get some fishing out of it, 

and get myself a piece of this kid’s ass – show him I’m a better fuck than the cop.’ 

 

Contrary to what was happening at that moment in Mark’s Mercedes, where Mark skillfully broke 

down Pablo’s animosity, it was Jamie who broke the ice here.  It was to become a pattern of 

role reversal where Mark was the master to Pablo, but Jamie assumed the role of lion tamer to 

a resistant Randy. 

 

“Thank you for bringing me up here, sir,” Jamie said.” 

 

“Uh – yeah sure.” 

 

The brusque, taciturn response didn’t put Jamie off.    “See, I’ve never done much fishing, sir, 

I’m always surfing, and the guys say you’re real skilled at it and the best teacher.    I gotta admit 

I always thought of fishing as a kinda laid-back activity, not a serious way to feed a guy.” 

 

It was at once flattery and a challenge and Randy rose to both.   He began gruffly at first.  “Well 

you got that wrong, boy.   Shit, back in Texas when I was taking care of my five brothers we’d 

have starved sometimes if we hadn’t caught fish.   I taught them all – like I taught them a whole 

bunch o’ things, like how to fight.”  Jamie had by chance hit on a topic dear to Randy’s heart, 

one he liked to talk about, and he warmed to the subject now.   

 

“Tough life it was for a band of gypsies always on the move, me looking for construction jobs 

wherever I could.  But I held things together and never let my boys go hungry.   When the work 

ran out we went fishing and pulled up potatoes and vegetables from farmers’ fields.   Those fish 
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kept us going, fed all of us …” he grinned for the first time …. “bit like that stuff in the Bible –

feeding the crowd with fish.  Just ask my kid brother Ben.  He caught more fish than anyone.” 

 

Jamie saw the glow in Randy’s eyes, saw his jaw and fists relax.    Just as Mark had been 

impressed by Pablo’s description of his early life, Jamie found his admiration for Randy growing 

as he realized how tough and ruthless he must have been in those days to protect his brothers.  

He had a strong protective instinct that was still a part of him and explained why he had leapt to 

his defense of Pablo when he was beaten in the fight.   

 

Jamie was eager to hear more.  “I bet you got a lot of stories from those days, sir.”  

 

“Boy, I could tell you stories would make your hair curl – if it wasn’t already.”  (Another quick 

grin).   “Like the time we all …..”    And he was off, reliving the dangers and triumphs of that 

hard-scrabble life in West Texas, fighting for the survival of his young gypsy brothers.   He 

wasn’t boasting or exaggerating, just telling the story like it was.   

 

Jamie looked at the handsome profile, the rugged features, stubbled jaw, long black hair and 

steel blue eyes smiling as he gazed at the road ahead and told his story.  For the first time 

Jamie really understood why they called him the King of the Gypsies.   

 

*******************************  

 

By the time they were bumping over the rough track toward the lake the coolness had 

evaporated and Jamie’s admiration – even affection – for Randy was stronger than ever.  To be 

in the man’s presence was to feel his strength, his no-holds-barred determination, an alpha 

male without equal.   To be with him was to feel safe – from external forces at least.    

 

On the other hand he felt some anxiety about Randy himself.   For most of the drive, while 

Randy was engrossed in his story, his hand had wandered over Jamie’s leg and even over his 

crotch.   Jamie was so turned on sitting next to the rugged hero of the tales he was hearing that 

he couldn’t help his dick getting hard in his shorts.   And he felt resentment when he noticed the 

self-satisfied smile on Randy’s face.  

 

This was the arrogant side of him, an arrogance born of the very same toughness and 

determination that were most admirable in him.   He had brought his young family through hell 

and high water against all the odds, brought them safely to manhood, so now he strode through 

his world like a giant – he could do anything he wanted, have anything he wanted.   And Jamie 

knew what he wanted. 

 

Such thoughts were pushed to the background as they arrived at the small beach by the lake 

that Randy had discovered a long time ago, a remote, beautiful refuge for him where no-one 

else ever came (except for the Ranger, Pete – but that’s another story.) 
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Together they unloaded the rowboat, the small barbecue and all their gear that they set up 

under the trees at the back of the beach.   Randy looked down at Jamie on his knees, shirtless, 

spreading out the blankets, his back muscles rippling, his surfer shorts stretched tight over the 

flawless cheeks of his ass.  

 

Randy was always horny after a long drive and now he impulsively lent down, slapped Jamie’s 

ass lightly and pushed his fingers in the crack.  “Mmm, real nice.  You surfer boys sure have 

great butts – good enough to eat out and fuck.” 

 

Jamie leapt to his feet, whirled round and confronted Randy with a defiant look in his eye.   Not 

the reaction Randy expected – not the reaction he usually got from Pablo and his “Yes, please, 

sir.”   Taken aback Randy quickly recovered and mumbled, “Later boy.”   The look of hurt and 

disappointment on the blond kid’s face somehow moved him and he tried to put the clumsy 

incident behind him – though he was still gonna fuck that ass. 

 

“OK, boy.   It’s dusk now, the best time of day for fishing.   You can see their snouts break the 

surface as they search for food.   Well we’ve got food for them.   Let’s load the bait and the rods 

and help me carry the boat.”    In a few minutes they were shoving off into the lake, with Randy 

rowing strongly and Jamie in the stern facing him, each of them wearing just shorts.  

 

Randy looked magnificent as he pulled on the oars, his shoulders and biceps bulging, pecs and 

abs flexing with each stroke.  Jamie gazed in awe at his swarthy gypsy face, his black hair 

flopping over his high forehead, jaw clenched in concentration.   Jamie knew that it was every 

boy’s dream to be alone with this man, gliding over the placid lake.   Any boy would happily 

trade places with him … and yet. 

 

Of course Randy was a sex god, a huge turn on, but that’s not what Jamie wanted …. not yet.  

This trip was about getting to know each other and Jamie instinctively knew that a quick fuck 

could easily lead to a couple of days of raw sex and little else.   No, he wanted to know Randy – 

and he wanted Randy to know him.   After that … well, things could take their natural course. 

 

Fortunately, focused activity again masked their confusing thoughts as Randy became the 

teacher, explaining how to find exactly the right place to anchor, the fine points of hooking bait, 

casting the lines, and then the patience for waiting.   Waiting and talking. 

 

Inevitably Randy mentioned Bob and that set Jamie off on a paean of praise for his boss, how 

great it was to work with him, what a perfect man Bob was.   It was music to Randy’s ears and 

he listened attentively, even when Jamie segued into the story of his own early life of 

abandonment, hooking up with a gang of skinheads, running wild until he and a buddy had 

ended up fighting with the boys at the house.  

 

“It was Bob who saved me,” Jamie reminisced, “don’t you remember?  He must have seen 

some good in me and he persuaded Mark not to charge me and to release us into his custody 

instead of taking us to jail.  I guess I kinda owe my life to Bob, sir.” 
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Randy had forgotten the boy’s troubled history – saw him now only as a mature, productive 

member of the group, running the business office under Bob’s supervision.  Some 

transformation, he thought, staring at him.  But when Jamie leaned over the side of the boat to 

free a snagged line Randy again got a close-up of his ass and his cock stiffened.   “Gotta have 

it,” he said to himself. 

 

*********************************  

 

They caught more than enough food for dinner and Jamie showed off the barbecue skills he had 

been taught by the twins.  The same full moon that was shining at that moment across Mark’s 

naked body, much to the frustration of Pablo, now cast its silver light over Jamie as he 

concentrated on the barbecue.   

 

Randy was lying on his back, propped on his elbows, sipping beer, and his eyes travelled slowly 

over the surfer’s handsome young face, down over the lithe, athletic body … and the ass, that 

flawless ass.  “God he’s gorgeous,” Randy murmured, stroking the raging hard-on in his shorts. 

 

As they ate, conversation still flowed amicably enough, though there was an edge to it now as 

bedtime was approaching and that’s where their appetites diverged.  Jamie did not want a 

business-as-usual deal where Randy fucked the boy’s ass before falling asleep, but that’s 

exactly what Randy wanted – and expected. 

 

And that’s where he got his second surprise of the trip – and his second rejection.   It was one of 

those warm Southern California summer nights where the heat of the day lingers, so they 

intended to sleep on blankets under the trees.   While Randy made sure the coals were properly 

extinguished in the barbecue Jamie dropped his shorts, lay down on one of the blankets and 

pulled a sheet up to cover his cock, just as Mark had done at the hotel.  

 

And just as Pablo had gazed at Mark, so Randy turned and looked down at the golden boy, his 

eyes closed, breathing evenly.   The gypsy’s cock felt like it would explode and his lust took 

over.   ‘What the fuck?’ he thought.  “I don’t have to pussyfoot around the kid like this.  I’m a 

man who wants to fuck ass, and when I want to fuck – I fuck.  I don’t have to ask anyone’s 

damn permission.  I’m the boss for fuck’s sake – I take what I want.’ 

 

Jamie was half asleep when Randy dropped his shorts, feel to his knees and shoved the boy’s 

legs in the air.   “See this, boy?   It’s the master’s cock and it’s going where it belongs – in your 

hot ass.” 

 

“No, sir!” Jamie pleaded pulling himself away.   “Please don’t, sir.   Don’t spoil it.   I was having 

such a good time with you, sir, in this awesome place.  If you fuck me you’ll spoil everything.  

Please, sir.   Don’t force me to get fucked.” 

 



3514 
 

Randy hesitated in confusion.   He was not used to rejection and didn’t know how to handle it.  

He looked down at the young, scared face, the face he found so beautiful, and he decided to cut 

his losses.   “OK, kid, forget it.   It’s your loss … most boys dream of getting fucked by me.”   He 

got to his feet.   “Anyway, I gotta take a piss.”   He turned away and disappeared into the trees. 

 

Jamie was unnerved and for a few seconds considered running away and calling Mark.   But he 

knew Randy was not the savage he was sometimes made out to be.   He had talked to Bob 

enough to know how kind and gentle Randy could be, how protective.  He remembered the 

affection Randy showed to Brandon and felt deep down that he was not in danger.   So he took 

a deep breath, turned over on his stomach and tried to sleep. 

 

He didn’t know that Randy was only a few yards away, looking at him through the trees.  His 

mind was a turmoil of frustration, anger and a burning need to bust his load.   He looked at the 

beautiful body in the moonlight.    

 

In his fuck attempt Randy had pulled the sheet off Jamie who now lay face down butt naked, his 

arms stretched up, blond hair curling round the nape of his neck, his strong back arching up, 

then sloping down to his slim waist before rising up again over the white, rounded globes of his 

perfect ass.   The tan lines were distinct above and below the mounds, accentuating their 

paleness in the silver moonlight.    

 

It was a spectacular ass and Randy reflexively stroked his cock.  It was already bursting for 

release and he moaned, “I wanna fuck that ass, I want you boy, I wanna fuck you Jamie … I can 

feel my cock in that sweet ass … I’m gonna cum in it … gonna cum … gonna cum…. Aaah, he 

breathed as his cock erupted in a blast of semen that had been building since the trip began 

and now sprayed all over the leaves that were hiding him. 

 

“Shit, shit, shit,” he moaned softly, but his massive orgasm had temporarily quenched his lust 

and he shook his cock and emerged onto the beach.  His cock was still dripping as he lay down 

on the blanket beside Jamie and, with a last look at his face, angelic in sleep, he too closed his 

eyes and slept.    

 

It would have surprised him to know that, at almost the same moment, his boy Pablo had 

blasted his own jizz in his ‘wet dream’ gazing at Jamie’s master, the cop. 

 

****************************** 

  

The sleep of both man and boy was filled with dreams, ironically about the same thing – Jamie 

getting his ass fucked by Randy.   Jamie’s dreams were so vivid that his arm was draped over 

Randy’s back when Randy woke.   Randy’s first thought was, ‘Ah, he’s coming around.  He 

wants it – I knew he would’.     His second thought was how hard his own dick was, his balls 

near to bursting.   He always had a morning hard-on when he woke and always got instant 

release by fucking Bob. 
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So now he automatically climbed on top of Jamie, licked his fingers, reached between his legs 

and pushed his fingers in his ass.   Jamie woke with a start from a dream, turned over and tried 

to push Randy off.   In a half-waking panic he yelled, “No …. I don’t want it.    He stared up at 

the blazing eyes in the dark demon face and struggled, but Randy reached down and grabbed 

his wrists in a vise-like grip. 

 

“Come on, boy, you know you want it.   Look at me … do I look like a guy who takes no from a 

kid like you?”   This time he meant it.  It wasn’t just lust now, it was a question of pride.  Jamie’s 

refusals were an insult, a challenge to his virility, and he was damn-well gonna show the boy 

who was boss.   He bent down and clamped his mouth over Jamie’s, grinding their lips together. 

 

Jamie’s panic turned to anger and he fought back.   Struggling mightily under the massive body 

he knew there was only one thing to do, and he bit Randy’s lip – hard.   “Aaagh,” Randy 

screamed, pulled back in a fit of rage and slapped Jamie’s face.  “Fuck you, kid… fuck you.” 

 

“No…. please,” Jamie whimpered.   “You promised Mark – you promised Bob that you wouldn’t 

hurt me.”    The mention of Bob’s name shocked Randy out of his fury and he hesitated – long 

enough for Jamie to act.   He took a deep breath and slammed his knee into Randy’s balls.   

The big man howled in pain and rolled off Jamie, cupping his balls and writhing in the sand. 

 

This time Jamie had to escape – and there was only one way.  He jumped up and raced down 

to the lake.   He pushed the rowboat into the water and used all his strength to shove it out into 

the lake and jump into it.   The boat glided over the smooth, shining water, farther and farther 

from shore until it slowed and came to rest near the middle of the lake.    He threw the anchor 

over the side and sat in the stern, hugging his knees.   

 

His anger soon calmed down, replaced by disappointment more than anything else.   The trip to 

this beautiful place had held such promise but Randy had spoiled it with his arrogance, anger, 

and insatiable lust.   Jamie had talked to Bob often enough to understand the complexities of 

Randy’s mind – how the fierce gypsy of his Texas years was ingrained in him still, and made 

him do things that were contrary to his naturally protective nature.  He also knew what Randy 

was feeling now. 

 

He was right.  Randy was still groaning on the beach but not from the pain in his balls.  “Fuck, 

fuck, fuck.”  He pounded his fists into the sand, his anger now directed at himself.  “You fucking 

asshole.”    

 

How many times had he sworn at himself after losing his cool and attacking Bob, the man he 

loved?   And now he had hurt this boy, had almost raped him – this gentle, beautiful boy who 

didn’t have a mean bone in his body.   His inner demons had possessed him again and he had 

behaved like a savage.   What made him do that … lose his mind like that?   Arrogance, pride, 

insecurity – sheer stupidity?   Mark had been right – ‘once a caveman always a caveman’. 
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He looked around for Jamie and felt a stab of panic … he was gone.  He looked at the dense 

trees, then at the water.  The boat was gone …. but not the oars.  They were lying in the sand.  

He shielded his eyes against the sun and saw the boat bobbing gently in the middle of the lake. 

Without oars it was marooned – and he couldn’t see Jamie.  “No…!” he howled and ran naked 

down the beach.  He launched himself into the water and swam with long, powerful strokes. 

 

*************************************  

 

Jamie was sitting on the floor of the boat, still hugging his knees, staring down vacantly, not 

knowing what to do next.   He thought of calling Mark but his phone was still on the beach, and 

he wouldn’t have anyway, knowing that Mark would have broken off his trip, raced up here and 

there would have been a hell of a fight. 

 

Suddenly he heard a splashing noise, the boat tilted and the wild gypsy pulled himself aboard 

and stood in the prow staring down at him.   He was a fearsome sight with water streaming from 

his long black hair, over his stubbled jaw and down over his naked body, his chest heaving.   

His steel blue eyes pierced Jamie’s like an arrow and Jamie screamed, “No – leave me alone.” 

 

He made a move to dive into the water but Randy pleaded, “Jamie, don’t leave, please.  I won’t 

hurt you … I won’t even touch you … look.”   He held his arms out sideways, palms open, 

fingers splayed, and he sank to his knees.    “Please, Jamie.   I won’t insult you by asking you to 

forgive me, but let me apologize.   I find it hard ever to say sorry, but I do now – on my knees.” 

 

Jamie gazed at Randy – and was swept with a feeling of compassion for this big macho male on 

his knees, tears welling in his eyes, begging for forgiveness despite saying he wouldn’t.  This 

was the other Randy, the gentle one who was prey to his demons, turning him into the savage 

gypsy that fought with his nobler self – and everyone else.  He was Jekyll and Hyde all in one. 

 

“Jamie, I promise not to touch you again.   I’ve fucked up again like I always do.  Shit damn, it’s 

the same old story – you’re so fucking beautiful I wanted to own you, like I try to own everything 

– Bob, Pablo, the whole fucking tribe.  It’s OK now, though. Don’t be afraid – I’ll take you home.”  

 

Jamie looked at the tears streaming down Randy’s face and said, “I don’t want to go home yet, 

sir.  I want to stay with you at the lake.  See, I chat to Bob a lot in the office, sir, and he talks 

about you all the time, the way you can be rough, hurt him sometimes, but he says it’s because 

you love him so much.   He says you’re afraid of love so you lash out at it and want to own it.    

 

But he says everything is fine when you make love to him – more than fine – he feels like he’s in 

heaven.   And that’s what I dreamt of last night, sir – you making love to me.”   He moved on his 

knees close to Randy and licked the tears from his face.   “You think I don’t want you to touch 

me?   That’s not true.   I’ve wanted you to touch me right from the start, only not in that fierce, 

possessive way you have, just hot for a fuck.” 
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Randy stared at him in disbelief.   “After all that, you … you’re saying you want me to make love 

to you?” 

 

“Yes please, sir.” 

 

Randy smiled through his tears.  Those three words he had longed to hear.   He pulled the 

seats from their slots and stowed them in the stern, leaving a big clear space on the floor of the 

boat.   He pulled a blanket from the locker and spread it on the floor.   Then, ever so gently, he 

eased Jamie onto his back on the blanket and kissed his lips softly, then licked the cheek he 

had slapped.  He lay next to him, they pressed their bodies together, kissed and breathed into 

each other’s mouths.    

 

The dark gypsy boss and the young blond surfer were making love. 

 

When at last Randy pulled back up on his knees Jamie put his hands behind his own knees and 

pulled his legs back.  Randy stared down at his perfect ass, with soft, downy blond hair round 

the hole.   Randy smiled, “God, I’ve wanted that … and all I had to do was ask, instead of take.  

He held his huge, thick dick in his hand.   “You sure you want this, Jamie?” 

 

Jamie smiled.   “Like I said, sir, I dreamed about it.”   Randy bent down and licked the hair round 

his ass, then pushed his tongue in the hole as Jamie groaned in ecstasy.   Randy pulled back, 

dipped his hand in the lake and stroked his cock.  He pressed his wet cock against the hole that 

opened up for him and he slid his long shaft slowly, tenderly, deeper and deeper into his ass. 

 

“That feel good, boy?”   

 

“Feels perfect, sir.   Now I know what Bob was talking about.” 

 

It was a long, slow, loving fuck that lasted a long time as Randy looked down at the handsome 

young face flecked with sunlight.  Jamie reached up and ran his hands over the slabs of 

Randy’s hairy chest, gazing up at the pale blue eyes in the chiseled, stubbled face.   “You are 

so beautiful, sir, so strong, and your cock feels so good in my ass.   I could lie here all day while 

you make love to me.” 

 

It seemed like all day as the boat rocked gently, the sun climbed higher in the sky and Randy’s 

cock never stopped making love to Jamie’s ass.   Jamie was floating, in every sense of the 

word.   Like Bob had said, he was in heaven. 

 

“Hey, Jamie,” Randy smiled down at him, “You wanna stay here a second night so we can do 

this some more?” 

 

“We can do it all day and all night, if you like, sir.  But … do you think we could cum soon?” 
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“Thought you’d never ask, kiddo,” Randy laughed.  “OK, you ready … here it comes.”  Randy 

didn’t speed up, didn’t pound ass the way he so often did at the end.   This time cumming was 

just a part of making love, the inevitable climax, and the only sound was deep sighs and the 

lapping of the water against the boat as Randy poured his juice deep into Jamie’s warm ass, 

and Jamie sprayed cum all over his heaving chest. 

 

When their cocks ran dry Randy lay down behind Jamie, on their sides with his cock still in his 

ass.  “We’re gonna have a great time, Jamie,” Randy breathed in his ear.  “And we’ll sure have 

enough to eat.  Be like the old days with my brothers – get hungry, you just go fishing.” 

 

“Sir, how we gonna get back with no oars?” 

 

“No sweat, kiddo.   I’ll tow us in.  I’ve done it before.   You take the tiller.” 

 

A short time later Jamie sat in the stern and watched Randy swimming in front of the boat, 

towing it with a rope round his chest, his muscular shoulders rippling in the sun as he sliced 

through the water.    Needless to say, Jamie’s cock was already hard again.  “If the boys could 

see me now,” he murmured to himself.  “Wonder what they’ll say when we get back.” 

 

********************************** 

 

Actually, at that very moment most of the boys were in a meeting.  They were discussing the 

start of work on the bungalow up the hill.  Bob had recently bought the house as a rental and, 

although it had its charms, Randy had proclaimed it a “fixer” – run down and in need of 

renovation.  After that, Pete, the ranger, was to rent it and to live in it with his boy, Brandon. 

 

In Randy’s absence Zack was in charge of the meeting, Brandon was subbing for Jamie and 

Darius for Pablo.   Darius took detailed notes on a clipboard to share with Pablo later, just as 

Brandon did for Jamie.   They had gathered in Brandon’s apartment as it was next door to the 

bungalow and Brandon was serving coffee as he talked about the budget.    

 

Randy and Zack wanted this to be the boy’s project, so Pablo and Darius would be in charge of 

construction and Ben and Eddie would be on the crew.  Brandon would be checking in the 

supplies and would help Jamie with the budget.  Mario, as always, would be doing the 

landscaping.   Randy, Zack and Bob would take turns checking in on them from time to time, as 

well as Hassan who would be keeping an eye on his boy Eddie. 

 

The meeting was long – and noisy, especially from the youngest boys – ‘the three amigos’, 

Eddie, Ben and Brandon.  “Hey, dudes,” Brandon grinned, “I’m ever scared ’coz I’ll have three 

bosses – Pablo, Darius and Jamie.” 

 

Darius said, “Yeah, kiddo, but you better wait and see if Pablo and Jamie are still talking to each 

other when they get back.  We don’t know what’s going down on those trips.   Might turn out to 

be another slug-fest.” 
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“Better not be,” said Pete, “though with all you boys working together, who knows?  You gotta 

be on your best behavior.   Don’t forget, a lot of the time I’ll be right here next door.” 

 

“Aye-aye, sir,” Brandon saluted, grinning mischievously at the other boys. 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 253  –  “The Senior Boys Discipline The Juniors” 

 
Darius had voiced the burning question of the hour – how would it be when the four guys came 

back?  There was a whole lot that could go wrong that could spilt the house in two, with Randy 

and Pablo on one side, versus Mark and Jamie on the other, as it had been in the original fight.   

So now, as the group inspected the bungalow, they kept one ear on the gate down the hill, 

though neither couple was expected back for several hours. 

 

It was late afternoon when the meeting broke up and they all trooped down to the house to get 

ready for dinner.   Bob had decided to make this a major group event, including Hassan, Jason, 

Steve and Lloyd.   Ever the optimist, Bob hoped it would be a group celebration but if worst 

came to worst at least everyone would be there as witnesses and to help pick up the pieces. 

 

“Safety in numbers,” Bob grinned at Steve, taking comfort in Steve’s confidence that his plan, 

weird as it seemed, would work out just as he anticipated.   Bob also confided in the twins who 

were busy preparing to feed the big group.  

 

“Guys, if things get ugly I count on you to keep the normal routine going.   I know you’ll cook up 

something special ‘cos you know what they say – ‘Food has charms to soothe the savage 

beast’.”  He grinned.   “Well, I’m paraphrasing but you get the general idea.”   They laughingly 

reassured him all would be well, with the cool confidence of culinary experts.  

 

And so the group gathered with the usual boisterous conversation, though this time there was a 

nervous edge to it.   This was potentially a pivotal moment in the tribe’s evolution.  And then 

suddenly all conversation stopped.   They had heard a car draw up outside and from the purring 

engine sound it was obviously the Mercedes.   In the uneasy silence they all stayed seated 

instead of the usual rush of welcome at the gate.  

 

They heard the doors slam but no voices – not a good sign.   Then the gate opened and in 

came Mark and Pablo.   They had left the hotel right after lunch and were still dressed in their 

smart clothes – both in slacks and dress shirts, Pablo still wearing a jacket and tie to show off.   

He was dressed to impress. 

 

OK, so they looked great, but what about their mood?   After a few seconds of tense silence 

Pablo suddenly lit up with a gleaming style, spread out his arms and said, “Ta-da!” 
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“Show-off,” Mark grinned.   Pablo raised his fists and they jokingly sparred until Pablo landed a 

mock blow to Mark’s jaw.    The cop grabbed Pablo’s wrist and held his arm up high.   “The 

Winner!  Give it up for the champ, guys.” 

 

Men and boys leapt to their feet in a foot-stomping standing ovation.  Darius walked over to 

Mark and asked, “Hey, sir, you seen a young grease monkey anywhere, in tacky old dungarees, 

dirty face, black hair?   You can’t miss him – big mouth, attitude for days.” 

 

“That would be me, boy,” Pablo said haughtily, “all cleaned up in my new duds.   And you better 

watch it – me and Mark…” he cleared his throat and continued in a fake British accent …. “er, 

Mark and I have been wining and dining in a fancy hotel with waiters standing at our elbows.” 

 

“Yeah I bet, dude” grinned Darius.   “But it wasn’t your elbow they wanted, it was that sweet ass 

of yours.   Talking of which, come here, kiddo.”   He pulled Pablo into a long bear-hug, groped 

his ass, then led him back to the table amid a clamor of questions from the boys.     

 

Mark came to the table and Bob stood up to hug him.  “Things worked out OK, then?’ 

 

“Better than you could imagine,” Mark smiled.  Then, seriously, “Have you heard from Randy?” 

 

“Not lately.   Thought it best to leave them alone.  But if you got no call from Jamie I guess no 

news is good news.”  They sat down next to Steve, and Bob said to him, “Looks like that crazy 

plan of yours is working, eh doc?   At least so far.”    

 

“Told you it would,” Steve said smugly.   “That’s two down, two to go.” 

 

It wasn’t long before they heard the crunch of tires on gravel outside and the powerful engine of 

Randy’s truck.   It was a replay of the first arrival as they all held their breath.  But the tension 

relaxed instantly when Randy came in with his arm round Jamie’s shoulder.  “Hey guys,” he 

yelled cheerfully.   “How’s it hangin’?” 

 

They were both shirtless in cargo shorts and Randy had a cooler under his free arm.   “Hey, fish 

anyone?  There’s enough in here for ya’ll to eat ’til you grow gills.”   The twins ran up, grabbed 

the cooler and opened the lid.    “Wow, thank you, sir.   That’s dinner for the next two days.”   

They took them to the kitchen as Mark walked up, grinned at Jamie, then shook hands with 

Randy and pulled him into a macho shoulder bump. 

 

“This here’s one great kid,” Randy said.   “You should be proud of him officer.” 

 

“You bet I am.”   Mark turned to Jamie, put his hands on his boy’s shoulders and held him at 

arm’s length.    “”You OK, stud?” 
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“Never better,” Jamie grinned.   “It was touch and go at first but we learned a lot about each 

other, and Randy was terrific.  We had a great time. “   Mark hugged him and kissed him hard.   

Then Jamie pulled away and walked over to Pablo sitting apprehensively at the table.   He stood 

up and Jamie held out his hand with a smile.   “Friends?” he asked.   “Best buds,” Pablo 

grinned.   They shook hands firmly and then hugged, to the raucous cheers of the other boys. 

 

Randy stood up and said, “Hey guys – how about a big hand for my brother Steve here and his 

cockamamie idea.   Steve stood up to more cheers, took a mock bow, then threw his arm round 

Randy. They both looked down and winked at their young brother Ben who glowed with pride 

and got a friendly punch in the shoulder from his friend Eddie. 

 

As the twins served drinks Darius had one more delicate task to perform.   “Hey, dude,” he said 

to Pablo, “we, er, we had a preliminary meeting today about the reconstruction of the bungalow 

and I took notes to fill you in.”   He was tentative, feeling sure that Pablo would see a meeting 

without him as a threat to his leadership, as he had done so often before.    

 

So he was surprised when Pablo said amiably, “Great, buddy.   You can fill me in after dinner –

after we’ve fucked.   Can’t wait to get started.”   Darius did a double take and grinned, “Me 

neither, stud.”     

 

Brandon went over his notes with Jamie, and Zack huddled with Lloyd, the architect on the 

project.  Sitting next to Randy Bob surveyed the group with satisfaction and said to Randy, “So I 

guess that’s it, thank god.  The drama’s all over.” 

 

Randy grinned at him, his pale blue eyes gleaming in his swarthy face.   “Well not quite, buddy.   

See in the last few days I got my butt kicked a lot.   I got beaten in a fight with Mark who pretty 

much handed my ass to me, handcuffed me and fucked me while my boy got fucked beside me 

by his boy.   Then on the trip Jamie rejected me, wouldn’t let me near his ass even when I got 

rough, so I had to wait, practically on my knees, until he said he wanted us to make love.” 

 

Bob laughed.   “So what you’re saying is your masculinity’s taken a real beating and now you 

want to restore it, prove to yourself you’re still king of the gypsies.   And we all know how you do 

that.”    Randy nodded eagerly.  “You wanna go now?”   Bob grinned. “Sure, let’s do it.” 

 

Randy stood up.  “‘Scuse us, guys.   Bob and me have some business to take care of.”  He 

grabbed Bob’s arm and pulled him to the house, leaving knowing grins all round the table. 

 

*********************************  

 

In their bedroom Bob prepared for the inevitable as he had done so many times before when 

Randy came home hot and heavy from a rough day and needed to vent his anger and tensions 

by attacking Bob’s ass.   Bob prepared for the raging stallion assault …. which never came. 

 



3522 
 

As Bob began to open his shirt Randy stopped him and said softly, “No, buddy, let me do that.”  

He slowly unbuttoned Bob’s smart dress shirt, pulled the tails out of his pants and let it hang 

open.   He gently pushed it back from Bob’s chest, leaned forward and licked his nipples.   Bob 

gasped as Randy’s stubbled chin scraped his pecs, then his nipples.   Randy kissed his lips and 

rubbed their cheeks together so the rough stubble on their jaws scratched against each other. 

 

Randy pulled back, pushed Bob’s shirt off him and smiled at his surprised lover.   Randy had 

worn a T-shirt for dinner but he now pulled it off, went over to the drinks table, poured two large 

brandies and gave one to Bob.   “Take a seat,” Randy said indicating an armchair, and seated 

himself in another close by at an angle. He kicked off his sneakers, leaned forward and pulled 

off Bob’s loafers and socks.   He sat back and stared at the gorgeous Superman look-alike, 

shirtless and barefoot in his elegant slacks. 

 

Randy took a gulp of brandy, sighed and shook his head.  “Man, I go away for a couple of days 

and forget how beautiful you are.  I have to learn it all over again – just like the first time.  

Buddy, I’m so in love with you.”    

 

Randy’s eyes grew moist and Bob saw that a change had come over him while he was away 

with Jamie.  Physically he was still the same brawny muscle-hunk as ever with his chiseled 

gypsy features and mesmerizing blue eyes gleaming like lasers.   Bob knew Randy could 

pounce like a panther, as he did so often, but now he just sat and gazed at Bob as if hypnotized.    

 

Bob always got an instant hard-on when Randy attacked him like a wild man and ripped off his 

clothes, but now his cock was just as hard simply sitting quietly close to him.  Bob grinned and 

said, “So what happened to that proving your manhood thing…?” 

 

“Sshh,” Randy smiled.  “All in good time.  First I wanna tell you about the lake, where I learned a 

thing or two from Jamie.   The cop’s boy is quite something, you know.    

 

“At first I resented him and the whole stupid idea of the trip, and I wanted to take it out on his 

ass.   I tried a couple of times but I guess I came on too strong – you know me – and he kept 

pushing me away.   I even ended up hidden in the trees jacking off looking at his gorgeous 

naked body in the moonlight and that spectacular ass of his.   Later on I lost it and got rough … 

damn near raped him … but he fought back, kneed me in the balls and took off in the rowboat. 

 

“It was then while I lay groaning in the sand that the truth hit me between the eyes.   I’d been a 

damn fool, playing the big boss, proving my manhood with my muscles, just grabbing whatever I 

wanted.   When I swam out and climbed in the boat I must’ve looked like a barbarian ‘cos he 

was shit scared but I begged him to stay in the boat.   I fell on my knees, said I wouldn’t touch 

him, I’d take him straight home.  

 

“But guess what … he didn’t want that.   He said he had talked to you a lot about me and you 

told him how rough I could be – that caveman shit and all – but you said everything came right 

when I simply made love to you.   And that’s what Jamie wanted – for me to make love to him.   
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Said he’d wanted that all along – he didn’t want to be just a hot piece of ass for a quick slam-

bam thank you man.    So we made love.   

 

“We laughed a lot too.   Loving and laughing are great together, you know.   Jamie said I was 

more of a master when I make love then I am when I’m just pounding ass.  You think that’s true, 

Bob?   Is it true for you?   I guess what I’m asking is, when I make love to you – do I do it right?”    

 

Bob’s eyes filled with tears as he looked at the tough alpha male asking questions like a wet-

behind-the-ears adolescent.   

 

“Randy, you big lug, you know the trouble with you?   You have absolutely no vanity.  You don’t 

realize that you have more sexual magnetism in your little finger than most guys have in their 

whole body.   When you walk into a room full of guys it’s an instant group hard-on.   You’re 

saying you really didn’t know that Jamie was longing for you to make love to him?   I saw it the 

minute he jumped in the truck beside you.” 

 

“I guess I wasn’t thinking about him.  I was angry and just wanted to fuck ass.” 

 

“Aha, that’s the caveman talking – or grunting.   But Jamie and I both know there’s nothing 

sexier than a savage muscle-stud gypsy like you unclenching his fists and taking a guy gently in 

his arms.   You know, when Mark comes home from a tough shift and fuck’s Jamie everyone 

thinks it’s a power fuck, but most of the time they’re just making love.” 

 

“But me,” Randy said, “whenever I’ve had a rough day, especially when my macho pride has 

taken a beating, like getting handcuffed and fucked by the cop, I always take it out on your ass.” 

 

“Yeah, but you don’t hear me complain when the caveman crawls out of his lair and hammers 

my ass, do you?   You’re spectacular when you do that.   But love or lust, what you don’t realize 

is that just being with you like we are now, knowing you love me, is enough for me – enough to 

make my dick hard like it is now – enough to make me blow my wad.” 

 

Randy grinned, “Yeah, well don’t do that yet, big guy.  First I gotta make sure I’m still a man, 

except this time I’ll do it differently …. and I’ll leave my pal the caveman in his cave.” 

 

Randy drained his brandy glass, wiped the back of his hand over his mouth and stared at Bob.   

“God, you’re beautiful.”   He dropped to his knees in front of Bob, leaned forward and unzipped 

his slacks.   He reached inside, pulled Bob’s rigid dick out and stroked it lovingly.  “Man, 

everything about you is dead-on perfect.”   He leaned forward and slid his mouth over Bob’s 

cock, swallowing it all the way down until his face was buried in the wiry mass of his pubic hair.  

 

He began to suck the long pole slowly clenching his throat muscles for extra pressure.   But 

when he heard Bob’s ecstatic groans reach a fever pitch he quickly pulled off.  “No, don’t cum, 

buddy.  I wanna play with you a lot more.   Get on the bed.”   Bob got out of the chair and lay on 
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his back on the bed.   Randy pulled Bobs slacks off, then his shorts and gazed down at the 

naked Superman.   “Holy fuck, you’re one gorgeous son-of-a-bitch.”    

 

He dropped his own shorts and held out his arms.  “Here we are, stud, naked as nature 

intended.   So let’s rock.”   He threw himself on the bed beside Bob, took him in his arms and 

they rolled over on the bed, a tangled mass of muscles grinding together as they kissed, licked 

bit each other playfully.   Their game of competing for supremacy was their macho way of 

loving, with none of the savagery Randy was capable of.    

 

And yet Bob knew that Randy was in charge – he felt it in the big man’s sinewy strength, his 

virile attitude of cool restraint when he could easily have crushed him.  Bob loved the sensation 

that the gypsy was reining in his own strength, creating an exquisite tension that at any moment 

he could break out as the sex-crazed demon who could plunder his ass.    It was love-making 

between two magnificent alpha males at the peak of their strength and passion. 

 

Suddenly Randy flipped easily on top of Bob, leaned forward and pinned his wrists to the bed.     

Panting, he smiled down at his lover’s face.   “Got you now, big guy.  So what do you want?” 

 

“Kiss me.”    Randy grinned, bent down, pecked him on the lips and pulled back.   “Like that?”  

 

“Hell no.   You know what I want.”   Randy kissed him lightly again.  “Like that?”   He did it again.  

“Or like that?”  He teased Bob by jabbing down at him again and again like a bird pecking up 

grain.   He grazed his lips, kissed his cheek, pecked at his neck, each time pulling back with a 

devilish grin. “That what you want, buddy? That what you call making love?  Am I doing it right?” 

 

Bob was writhing with frustration.   “Fuck you, man, you’re driving me crazy.   Here’s what I 

want.”   Randy imperceptibly lessened the pressure on one wrist, allowing Bob to break free, 

wrap his arms round him and press their mouths together in a ravenous embrace.   Again they 

rolled over on the bed, this time Bob playing boss, grinding their lips against each other, 

trapping Randy in a passionate kiss that bordered on violence. 

 

Now Bob was on top, holding Randy down and gazing down at the swarthy face.  “They say that 

‘a kiss is just a kiss’ but they’re wrong, buddy.   Not this one anyway.”  Bob lowered himself on 

top of Randy, chest to chest, and clamped his hands on the sides of his head, holding it still as 

their eyes met.  “This ain’t just a kiss, man.   This is me making love.”    

 

Bob pressed their mouths together in an open-mouthed kiss sealed tight by their lips. He 

exhaled into Randy, then inhaled so they were sharing the same air back and forth, sustaining 

each other.   They had never felt so close.  They were one – one breath, one life, one love.   It 

went on and on, two glorious men joined together, locking out the world. 

 

Eventually the air weakened and they broke apart, staring at each other in disbelief.   Gently 

Randy rolled Bob over onto his side, his back pressing into Randy’s chest.   They were both 

facing the mirror beside the bed, Randy behind Bob, and Randy said, “See that, buddy?  You’re 
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looking at the most beautiful man in the world.”   He chuckled.   “And the guy in front of him ain’t 

chopped liver either.” 

 

“Asshole,” Bob grinned and tried to pull away in protest.   But he couldn’t.   He realized that his 

ass was impaled on Randy’s cock.   Randy had wet his cock with spit and eased it into Bob’s 

ass so tenderly that Bob was unaware, distracted by the mirror.   Randy reached both arms 

round him and rolled Bob’s nipples lightly in his fingers.   He pushed his face over Bob’s 

shoulder and rested it on Bob’s face, cheek to cheek, both of them mesmerized by the two 

conjoined men in the mirror. 

 

“Did I do it right?” Randy smiled at Bob’s reflection.    

 

“Almost right,” Bob said.   “Except that I haven’t felt my man’s juice inside me.” 

 

“Soon take care of that,” Randy said, “and that’s not the caveman talking – or growling.”   Gently 

he moved his hips back and forth, massaging the soft, warm velvet of his lover’s ass.   He kept 

repeating in Bob’s ear, “I love you, man.   I love you ….”   And soon he proved it by pouring 

semen into Bob’s ass while Bob’s juice flowed onto the sheet in front of him.  

 

It seemed that the orgasms would last forever, but finally their cocks ran dry.   Randy grinned at 

Bob in the mirror.   “So, what’s the verdict?   Did I do it right?” 

 

“Asshole - you know you’re the best fucking lover in the world.   You knew that all along.   

Sometimes I hate your arrogance.   I hate you too,” Bob smiled, snuggling back against him. 

 

“Sure you do.  You’ll probably hate it when I fuck you before bed tonight and when we wake up, 

and you’ll go on hating it forever and ever if I have my way.   And you know I always do.” 

 

And so, cheek to cheek, with Randy’s cock resting in Bob’s ass, they closed their eyes. 

 

***************************** 

 

They were woken from a light doze by what was by now a familiar sound from downstairs.   

“Excuse me, sir,” Randy said.   “I think our masters are calling.” 

 

He pulled his cock out, helped Bob to his feet and they both walked to the floor-length window.   

Sure enough, below them on the lawn Kevin was holding the brass dinner gong the twins had 

bought – their latest toy – and Kyle was going at it, pounding it ferociously with his gong mallet.    

Behind them everyone was still round the table having finished their drinks and started to eat.  

To support the twins the boys banged their forks on the table in a noisy display of impatience.     

 

Standing naked at the window Randy and Bob both slowly and contemptuously raised their 

middle fingers, unleashing wild cheers from down below.  When they finally emerged, in shorts 
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and T-shirts there was another roar of young voices as they took their seats beside each other.  

Bob said, “Sorry for holding you up, guys, but ….” 

 

“… but you had business to take care of,” Darius mimicked, rewarded by a clip round the ear 

from Zack.  The high spirits continued way into the meal until talk gradually segued into 

speculation about the big project up the hill.    Randy talked earnestly to Zack and Lloyd to see 

how far along things were.   The senior boys, Pablo, Darius and Jamie, talked specifics while 

the junior boys just buzzed with enthusiasm at being involved in a new project. 

 

Randy banged his knife on the table and shouted, “OK, guys, listen up.   Seems we’re pretty 

much ready to go on this.   We’ll have one more meeting tomorrow in Brandon’s place next to 

the bungalow, if that’s OK with you, kid.  The twins can help you rustle up coffee and stuff to eat.   

Then demolition will start the next day.   Now as you know, me and the men want this to be 

mostly a boys’ project – give you a chance to show us what you’re made of.   But this is serious 

business, lots of money involved, so no fooling around.” 

 

He fixed his gaze on Ben and Eddie. 

 

********************************** 

 

The next day Zack, the construction expert, explained to the boys where to start.  “Now this 

whole room was obviously a shoddy add-on some years ago, not built to code, so it has to come 

down.  We’ll rebuild it as a second bathroom.   So pulling it down will be your first job and I gotta 

warn you – demolition is usually more dangerous than reconstruction.   You can’t just go at it 

with a sledge hammer and hope for the best.”   He looked meaningfully at the three younger 

boys, suspecting that that kind of merry wrecking scene was exactly what they had in mind.   

 

But when Zack left and work started it was surprisingly smooth.   The younger boys were 

enthusiastic – it was an adventure for them – and they responded well to Pablo and Darius’s 

supervision.   Darius was surprised and impressed by the way Pablo assumed the role of boss.     

He had expected the usual swaggering bravado involving shouted, obscenity-laced orders, with 

occasional fist swinging or the constant threat of it.    

 

But this was a new Pablo, a self-assured young man who wore the mantle of authority naturally, 

as if to the manner born – no yelling, no threats, just a natural command of the situation and the 

men under him.  

 

“Jeez,” Darius said to him during a break, “that cop sure did a number on you, dude.   Couple a 

days at a fancy hotel and you’re a changed man – from pit-bull to sheepdog.   You’re really 

taking charge of this outfit without all the attitude I take from you but the other guys hate. 

‘Course, they don’t have the chance to cut you down to size every night with a ten-inch prong.” 

 

Pablo took a swig of beer.   “You see, Darius,” he said authoritatively, as if declaring a universal 

truth he had learned early in life, instead of a few days ago.   “Leadership’s a complicated thing.   
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Some guys use their fists, others use this…” and he tapped his temple with his finger.   “You 

use your brain, treat your men well, protect them and they’ll follow you anywhere.   They’ll 

respect you as their boss.” 

 

Darius grinned at Pablo’s lesson in leadership.  ‘Yeah,’ he thought, ‘I’ll show you who’s boss 

tonight when I shove my club up your ass.’ 

 

Actually Pablo got his chance to prove his point about protecting his men later in the day, 

though it involved a bit more than brain power.   Supplies had just started to arrive from the 

warehouse and Brandon was checking them in.   He had an inventory of exactly what had been 

loaded on each truck.  

 

When the first truck arrived Brandon watched carefully while the driver did the unloading.  He 

was an arrogant young roughneck and when he’d finished he held out his delivery slip and 

yelled at no-one in particular, “Here, where do I get this signed off?”    He was surprised when a 

kid in a wheelchair said, “I’d sign it except you’re a box short on the light fixtures, and they’re 

expensive items.” 

 

The driver sneered down at him.  ““Listen, punk, I don’t know who you are but I don’t take no 

bullshit from a kid like you so get the hell out of my way.” 

 

“Is there a problem here?” a voice asked calmly.   Pablo had walked up. 

 

“Yeah, there is.   I wanna talk to the boss of this outfit.” 

 

“You’re talking to him,” Pablo said, with a hint of a smile at Brandon.   “So what’s your problem?” 

 

“This retard here good as accused me of stealing.  Guess he can’t count … bit dumb if you ask 

me.   Dunno know why you hire a crippled kid in a wheelchair to do a man’s job anyway.” 

 

Pablo half turned away and linked his hands together.  Then he whirled round, swung his arms 

and slammed the guy with a double forearm smash to the gut.   He howled in pain and doubled 

over coughing and clutching his stomach.   Pablo swung his arms again, across his shoulders 

this time, sending him onto his hands and knees, groveling in the dirt.  He grabbed his hair, 

pulled his face up and glared at it.    

 

“I know you … Denny, right?   Well, Denny, this here is a member of my crew, one of the best, 

and I don’t let anyone talk to my men the way you spoke to him, get it?   I said do you get it?” 

 

“Yes, sir,” the man stammered. 

 

“Good, just so we understand each other.   “OK, Brandon, what’s the problem?” 

 

“I think he’s a box of light fixtures short.” 
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“That so?”  Pablo strode round to the truck and pulled the driver’s door open.  He rummaged 

inside and held up a package.   “This what we’re looking for?”   Brandon nodded.   Pablo pulled 

Denny to his feet by the scruff of his T-shirt and glared at him.   The cowed driver blushed and 

stammered, “I … I guess I forgot the one I had in the cab.” 

 

“Yeah, right, that must be it,” Pablo said mockingly.  “OK, listen, Randy’s mentioned you, says 

you’re a good worker, so I’m prepared to let it go this once and not tell him.   If Randy knew how 

you sneered at Brandon here he’d fire your ass so fast your head would spin.  So why don’t you 

apologize to my buddy and we’ll call it quits. 

 

Denny looked at Brandon.   “Sorry I said those thing to you, dude.  Didn’t mean it – I guess I lost 

my temper.   I apologize, man.”   Brandon smiled at him and they bumped fists. 

 

Just then a deep voice said cheerfully, “Everything OK, here?”   It was Randy who had dropped 

by to check up on progress. 

 

“Yes, sir,” Pablo grinned. “What do you say, Denny?” 

 

“Yes, sir,” Denny said respectfully to Randy.   “Everything’s fine.   Just finishing my delivery, sir.” 

 

“Good,” Randy said.  “OK, get back to the warehouse then.”  As Denny scrambled into his truck 

and drove away Randy winked at Pablo.  “Well done, kiddo, you handled it just like I would.”   

He smiled at Brandon.   “How about you, handsome, you doing OK?” 

 

“Never better, sir.”   Randy ruffled his hair.  “Good, that’s what we like to hear.”  Randy grinned 

and nodded toward Pablo.   “If your boss here gives you a hard time you just let me know.” 

 

“Oh he’s treating me real well sir.  He’s a great boss – backs me up all the way.” 

 

“Yeah, that’s what I figured.”    Randy flashed a smile at Pablo and walked away.   Brandon 

grinned at Pablo.   “He saw everything, didn’t he?   Left it all to you.   I gotta thank you for 

defending me, Pablo.   That move of yours was awesome.” 

 

“Any time, buddy.  Yeah, that was a double forearm smash – my signature move even before 

Randy taught me how to fight.”    

 

“It gave me a hard-on.” 

 

“Good, that’s what we like to hear,” Pablo grinned, echoing Randy.  Then to the other guys, 

watching in awe.   “OK, men, show’s over … back to work.  Let’s get these last two walls down 

before the lunch break.”  As Pablo walked away Brandon was still nursing his hard-on.  

 

*********************************** 
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Under the supervision of Pablo and Darius the boys worked hard at dismantling the remains of 

the unwanted room.   There would be no more deliveries until the afternoon so Brandon was 

helping by wheeling himself around, removing rubble and throwing it in a dumpster.   Randy and 

Zack were in Brandon’s apartment going over the blueprints. 

 

The boys were so intent on their work they didn’t notice that another visitor had dropped in.  

Hassan had been on night maneuvers at the Marine training camp in the canyon, and had 

stopped by on his way home, still wearing his military fatigues and boots, with a sleeveless shirt 

hanging open over his muscular torso, his dog tags hanging in the cleft between his pecs. 

 

He grinned from a distance as he watched the activity.   By now the boys were pretty filthy, 

covered in dust – in their hair, and over their sweat-streaked faces and bodies. Darius was in his 

usual work gear of black jeans and boots, no shirt, and Pablo was, as always, naked under his 

old dungarees held up by a single strap over one shoulder.  The other boys wore grubby cargo 

shorts and work boots – Ben with a ragged T-shirt, Eddie and Brandon in old, baggy tank tops. 

 

Hassan smiled as he watched the activity from a distance and felt his dick get hard, especially 

looking at his boy Eddie, bending over a stubborn plank, his lithe young body flexing, his ass 

cheeks outlined under his shorts.   As Hassan strode forward the boys stopped work and stood 

up straight, partly to take a breather, partly out of respect for the exotically handsome muscle-

god Marine captain towering over them, his chiseled Arab/Asian features gleaming with a smile. 

 

“Didn’t mean to interrupt,” Hassan said in his deep, accented voice.   “I dropped in with a 

message for my boy here,” he said, his dark eyes fixed on Eddie.   “When you get off work I 

want you up at my house pronto … and don’t stop to shower.   I want you just the way you are.” 

 

The grubby urchin face beamed up at him.   “Aye-aye, captain,” and Eddie saluted.   

 

They all reached for their water bottles and caught their breath, looking over their work so far.  

At a distance where the land sloped downward Mario was hard at work clearing brush.   The 

handsome young Italian gardener was stripped to the waist in beltless blue jeans and boots and 

his flawless body gleamed under the hot son.   

 

Hassan had often watched Mario working shirtless in the garden of the main house and was 

always turned on by his rugged, dark-haired Italian looks, contrasting with his cultured European 

manners.   Eddie saw him staring at Mario now and grinned, “Gorgeous, ain’t he, sir?  You 

should go and fuck him – and let me watch.  That’d be epic.” 

 

“Shit, boy, is that all you ever think of – sex?” 

 

“Pretty much, sir, when you’re around.   Looks like Mario’s having trouble with that dead tree 

he’s trying to take out.   Why don’t you go help him?” 
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The Marine glared at the boy’s mischievous face but just then Mario stumbled so Hassan 

instinctively ran forward down the slope and grabbed the small tree before it fell on him.   Mario 

looked up, their eyes met and Hassan was again struck by the dark beauty of his face as it 

broke into a dazzling smile.   “Ah, signore, you save my life.” 

 

“Bit of an exaggeration,” Hassan grinned, “but you do look as if you could use some help.”  

Together they worked shoulder to shoulder until the dead tree cracked and fell on the ground.  

“Here, let me help you with this other one too.” 

 

Up at the house the boys were watching with bated breath, stroking their crotches, but Pablo put 

a stop to that.   “Hey, guys, cool it.   What d’ya think this is, orgy time?   Look, Jamie is meeting 

with Randy and Zack next door and me and Darius have gotta go join them.    There’s just this 

one wall left and you can handle it.  It’s only old lath and plaster with chunks of stucco but it can 

still be dangerous.   It’s unstable now so pull it down right away, get it?” 

 

‘Aye-aye, sir,” said Eddie with his signature salute and mischievous smile.    But as the senior 

boys walked away Eddie turned his attention back to Hassan and Mario, both shirtless now 

working side by side.   “Think they’re gonna go at it, guys?” 

 

“Dunno,” said Ben, “but they sure got me going.   When Pablo said orgy time it got me hard.  

We got time to pull one off?” 

 

“Right there with you, dude,” Eddie grinned.   “You know what they say about all work and no 

play.   OK, on your back, stud.”    Ben lay on his back in the dirt and Eddie knelt over him.   But 

Brandon warned, “Hey, guys, don’t forget what Pablo said.   He knows what he’s talking about.” 

 

“Ah,” Eddie sneered, “he may know about plaster and shit but I know more than him about 

blowjobs and I say we got time for a quick one.  Come here, dude.   Still kneeling he reached 

forward, grabbed the handles of the wheelchair and pulled it toward him.    He ripped open 

Brandon’s shorts, pulled out his semi-hard dick and lowered his mouth over it.   With Eddie’s 

consummate skill the cock was full-on hard in seconds. 

 

“Oh yeah, dude,” Brandon moaned.   “Shit, you’re good.   Suck me, dude.  Eat that dick.” 

 

As he bobbed up and down on Brandon’s cock, the bulge in Eddie’s shorts grazed Ben’s hungry 

mouth beneath him.   Ben reached up and pulled Eddie’s shorts down over his ass, making his 

cock spring free.  He cupped his hands round Eddie’s butt and pulled it down, so Eddie’s cock 

slid all the way down his throat. 

 

Eddie was in heaven and his muffled groans grew louder as he sucked Brandon’s dick and 

pumped his own cock into Ben’s hot mouth.   The three amigos were doing what they do best.   

For them orgy time took priority over work time any day of the week.  “Go for it, dudes, chow 

down on those dicks – squeeze ‘em … yeah that’s it.   Man, that feels hot.”  
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If Hassan had come back right about then he would have seen the three dirty sweat-streaked 

young construction workers he had watched before, but now engaged in a whole different kind 

of work and far more strenuous.    

 

Eddie was at the center of the action, his face slamming down on Brandon’s cock while his own 

pistoned into the young gypsy’s mouth.   He was howling rapturously into the gag stuffed down 

his throat, and he made Ben’s eyes flow with tears as he pounded his face.   Clouds of dust 

swirled round them as the half-dismantled floor shook beneath them. 

 

It became a contest between Eddie and Ben to see who would be the first to drink cum.  It was 

touch and go, but such was the intimacy of the three amigos that they knew when they were all 

peaking.   Eddie sucked faster and faster, Brandon breathed raggedly, Ben squeezed Eddie’s 

dick in his mouth and pounded his own, determinedly ‘pulling one off’, as he put it. 

 

The simultaneous climax was inevitable.   The floor shook beneath them as Brandon yelled, “I 

gotta cum, guys …. I’m gonna lose it … yeah … oh fuck … fuck … yeaahh…!”   It was perfect 

precision as three young cocks exploded together.  Brandon howled, Eddie swallowed, Ben 

gulped and pumped his cock dry.  

 

As they collapsed in a heap the floor shook …. and so did the wall.   Pablo had, as Brandon 

said, known what he was talking about.   But such was their blinding exhilaration that there was 

only one guy aware of the danger.   Mario had heard the shouting and now looked up in horror 

at the swaying wall, ready to collapse one way or the other … and one way was over the boys. 

 

“Attenzione!” he yelled.   “Il muro … the wall….!”   He raced up the slope and reached the wall 

just as it was swaying in the direction of the boys.     He jumped up, grabbed the beam along the 

top and used his own weight to pull it away from the boys – and toward himself.  Mario fell to the 

ground seconds before the wall did … on top of him in a shower of plaster, stucco and dust.   

The boys who at the last minute had made moves to get away also had some plaster and strips 

of wood fall on them, but the bulk of it had crashed on Mario.    

 

Hassan had been further down the slope than Mario, clearing brush, so he did not have a view 

of the wall and had not heard the boy’s sexual ruckus.  But he saw Mario start running and he 

raced after him, arriving just in time to see the wall collapse on him.  Desperately the Marine 

clawed at the rubble, pulling off lumps of stucco and digging through the powdered plaster.   He 

pulled Mario carefully away from the debris and was relieved so see him manage a week smile. 

 

With his military medical knowledge Hassan quickly checked Mario over and realized that the 

plaster and stucco was so decayed it had crumbled, causing minor surface injuries but no real 

damage.   Still Mario was stunned and Hassan helped him gently to his feet.   He turned to 

check on the boys but, despite being powdered with plaster, they were unharmed. 

 

Scared by the turn of events they gazed helplessly up at Hassan.   Eddie struggled to his feet 

and started to run toward him.   “Sir, it was our fault … we … aaah…”   His shorts were round 
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his ankles and tripped him up, sending him sprawling on his stomach at Hassan’s feet.     He 

raised his dust-covered urchin face guiltily and said, “Ouch.” 

 

Despite his anger Hassan had a fleeting impulse to laugh but he smothered it and growled, 

“Nobody move.    I’ll let the other guys deal with you.”   He helped Mario limp next door. 

 

*****************************   

 

The guys at the meeting in Brandon’s apartment had not heard the commotion next door, 

except for the thud of the falling wall, which they took to be a normal part of demolition.  But it 

didn’t take long to piece the story together.   Pablo related his warning about the fragile wall and 

his order to demolish it right away.   Mario, sipping brandy, said he had heard the boys’ noises, 

which were evidently sexual, and had seen the wall totter. 

 

“So, you put yourself in danger to save the boys,” Hassan said. 

 

“It was a natural impulse, signore.  Anyone would have done the same.” 

 

“OK,” Hassan said, “I’ve checked you out and you seem OK, but there’s always a possibility of 

delayed shock so what you need is rest and quiet, which you won’t get around here.   Why don’t 

you let me take you up to my place, let you shower and sleep for a while.   It’ll be good to get 

away from the boys and their blustering apologies for a while.” 

 

Mario smiled his thanks and allowed himself to be led away, helped into Hassan’s jeep and 

driven away up to Mulholland.   Jamie got up and said, “I better go and check on the boys.   I’ll 

keep them there until you all decide what to do with them.” 

 

As Jamie left, Zack turned to Randy and said, “We haven’t heard anything from you, big guy.  

The three boys have obviously behaved like sex-crazed jackasses and disobeyed your orders 

about safety first.   So by your own rules they have to be punished.  What d’you think?” 

 

Randy shrugged.   “I don’t think anything.   I’m not running the show here.   It’s not my decision.”  

He looked pointedly at Pablo.   “The boss here has already disciplined that young truck driver in 

exactly the way I would have, so what’s your take on this one, kid?”  Pablo realized that this was 

a test of his leadership, which included disciplining the crew when called for.   But he felt unsure 

of himself and needed advice.   

 

“The way I see it, sir, the boys were high-spirited and oversexed and that made them behave 

like idiots and put someone else in danger.   On the other hand, they’ve worked extra hard all 

morning and they’re basically real good guys.  The work pumped them up – made them horny – 

and I can relate to that.    Shit, I’ve often behaved the same way myself, as you know, sir, so I 

don’t wanna fire them or even hurt them – like whip them or anything – especially Brandon.”    
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He shrugged and waited for help from Randy.  “You’re right kid.   Shit, everyone in this tribe is 

oversexed, and your own sexual horseplay got you in trouble often enough.  But if no real harm 

was done I had to find a moderate way to punish you for your disobedience.  So I disciplined 

you in a way that didn’t hurt too much.”  He grinned.  “Hell, sometimes I think you even enjoyed 

it so I had to turn up the heat a bit.   And I think you know what I’m talking about, boy.   Like I 

always say, the punishment fits the crime.” 

 

Pablo grinned his crooked grin.  “Got it, sir.   Come on Darius, let’s show them who’s boss.” 

 

***************************  

 

The three boys had pulled up their shorts and Jamie had Eddie and Ben standing on either side 

of Brandon’s wheelchair.   They looked guilty but with a hint of mischief, still flushed with the 

residual excitement of their mini-orgy, especially knowing that Mario was not seriously hurt.  

When Pablo and Darius appeared Eddie began to jabber with his typical machine-gun delivery. 

 

“Sorry, dude, that was all my fault …just that I was feeling kinda sexy … I mean who wouldn’t 

with these guys?… and I wanted to get down and dirty … not that we weren’t dirty enough 

already with the plaster and all … OK yeah, well that’s not really revelant, I guess  … relevant? 

– whatever … but anyway it wasn’t Brandon’s fault at all … he warned us what you had said 

about the wall but when I went down on him he kinda lost it… well you know yourself, dude, that 

my blowjobs can do that to a guy and….” 

 

“Silence!” Pablo barked, then turned for a quick conference with Jamie and Darius before 

staring at them again.  “Right, we know just what went on, but the main thing is you disobeyed 

my orders and most of all Randy’s orders about safety on the job.    So you know you have to 

get punished – all of you.  OK, on your backs on the ground.” 

 

Ben and Eddie quickly obeyed and Brandon slid out of his wheelchair and lay beside them, with 

Eddie in the middle.   They looked up at Pablo, Darius and Jamie – not really as fearful as they 

should have been.   Eddie held the hands of the other two lying on either side of him and 

squeezed them.   To them this was just part of the game – life was a game. 

 

“Right,” Pablo said sternly.  “You deserve to get whipped for what you did but you lucked out 

that Mario was not seriously hurt so that weighs in your favor.   With that in mind we’ve decided 

that your punishment with be getting your asses hammered by the senior boys here.” 

 

There was relief on the ground, but Eddie spoiled it by blurting out sarcastically, “Oh no, not an 

ass-fuck.  Jeez, I’m ever scared.” 

 

Pablo glared at him.   “OK, just for that, boy, you’ll get the ten incher.  Darius?” 

 

“Glad to oblige, buddy.”  Darius unzipped his pants, pulled out his huge black cock, and Eddie, 

not so cocky now, flinched at the sight of ten inches of horse-meat swinging before his eyes.  
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Jamie glanced at Brandon and Pablo and intuitively knew what was needed.   “I’ll take Ben,” he 

said, “if you can handle Brandon, buddy.”    Pablo flashed a grateful look at Jamie and said, “I’ll 

give it my best shot.”   He looked down at Brandon and their eyes met in amiable recognition 

that they still had unfinished business.    

 

In ritualistic unison Jamie, Darius and Pablo bent down, pulled the boys’ shorts down and flung 

them aside.  Jamie dropped his own shorts and Pablo slid the strap of his dungarees off his 

shoulder and let them fall below his waist.  They fell on their knees astride the boys’ chest and 

Pablo ordered, “Get us hard.” 

 

Three cocks pushed into three willing mouths and in less than a minute they were rock hard.   In 

fact Eddie was on top of his game and had Darius oozing pre-cum before he abruptly pulled out, 

followed by the other two.  

 

There was always an element of ritual to punishment in the tribe, a pattern set by Randy, and 

this time was no exception as the senior boys all moved in perfect symmetry.   They eased 

themselves back over the boys and knelt between their splayed legs, which they raised up and 

hooked them over their shoulders.   Brandon’s legs hung lifelessly over Pablo’s shoulders but 

the rest of him was vibrantly alive with anticipation. 

 

The seniors pressed their saliva-wet cocks against the boys’ holes and Pablo said, “Ready, 

guys?   OK, let the punishment begin.”  There were moans from the boys as each one felt the 

designated cock push inside him   Eddie’s groans were the loudest as he felt the unaccustomed 

massive cock invade his ass. 

 

“Ow, dude, it’s so fucking huge.   It hurts.” 

 

“That’s why it’s called punishment, boy,” Darius said.   “Not so cocky now are you?   And I think 

a ten-inch black club deserves a ‘sir, don’t you? 

 

“Yes, sir … sorry, sir … ow … ow…” 

 

Jamie had a half smile on his face as his blue eyes gazed into Ben’s.   Ben didn’t usually have 

much opportunity to get close to Jamie but he had always lusted for him from a distance, and 

now the macho blond surfer was fucking his ass – and it didn’t feel like punishment at all. 

 

As for Pablo and Brandon, the feelings were the reverse of the junior being disciplined by the 

senior.   Ever since the fight, where Pablo had abused Brandon, the repentant Pablo had 

wanted to make things right with a boy he respected and loved.   This was his opportunity to 

make amends in the way he knew best.     

 

Brandon had never felt any animosity to Pablo – nothing but admiration and, to be honest, 

desire.    And when Pablo had come to Brandon’s defense by thumping the insulting delivery 
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guy, Pablo had become a kind of junior hero to Brandon, just as Randy was already his hero.   

And now they were fucking … and punishment had absolutely nothing to do with it. 

 

From a distance Randy and Zack were keeping a watchful eye on things.   Randy saw his boys 

– Ben with Jamie and Pablo with Brandon – and smiled with satisfaction.   “Just as it should be, 

don’t you think?”    

 

“Yeah,” Zack said, “and Darius is well equipped to fuck some of the sass out of young Eddie.  I 

think Hassan would approve.” 

 

By now the triple fuck was well underway, and the senior boys were leaning forward and pinning 

their victims’ wrists to the ground.  All pretense of punishment had been abandoned.   Even 

Eddie’s groans of pain had mellowed into moans of pleasure as he grew accustomed to the long 

black pole piercing down into the rarely visited depths of his ass.  Thoroughly tamed by the 

muscular black stud the boy moaned and writhed in mock agony, “Please, sir, it hurts so bad.   

Punish me more.   Fuck harder, sir … please.” 

 

Ben was gazing up spellbound by the sight of the athletic young surfer, his ripped muscles 

flexing as his body rose and fell above him and his blue eyes smiled down at him.    “Don’t often 

get to do this, do we, Ben?” Jamie said.  “You’re such a hot young gypsy boy and your ass feels 

so good we should do this more often.  I should bring Mark down to you and Jason and we’ll 

spend some time together, the four of us. 

 

“That would be awesome, Jamie.   You’re so damn beautiful.   I love getting punished by you.” 

 

Pablo’s eyes were moist as he gazed down at Brandon, black hair falling over the young boss’s 

exotically handsome face as he fucked.  “I’m sorry, dude, for all the times I’ve hurt you.  Must’ve 

been out of my skull.   You are just about the gutsiest guy I’ve ever known.  Tough guys like us 

should stick together, eh?   Randy loves you almost like a son, and I love you like a brother.” 

 

Brandon grinned.   “What you’re doing right now doesn’t feel like brotherly love to me, dude … it 

feels like a sensational fuck.   Only problem is, it’s gonna make me cum real soon.” 

 

“Me too, buddy.    OK, watch this.”  He raised his head and yelled, “What the fuck is this, guys, 

some kinda fuck-fest?   These guys need to be punished – real hard.   So let’s do it, guys.” 

 

Instantly the mood changed, the tempo increased and the senior boys went all out, pile-driving 

their cocks into their captives’ asses like pistons.   The boy’s writhed beneath them, their heads 

thrashing from side to side and they screamed with as much pain as passion as their asses 

were plundered.   “You disobeyed me, men,” Pablo yelled, “and this is what you get.   You sorry 

you were assholes?   Let me hear it.” 
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The howls rose in a cacophony of desperation from all three.   “Yes, sir, we’re sorry.  We’re 

assholes … deserve to get ass-fucked.   Please, sirs.  Have mercy on us ... Please cum, sirs 

…It hurts …aagh … oh shit …. Yeah … fuck … fuck …. Aaagh!” 

 

“Incredible,” said Randy as the two men watched in awe – the three hot young bucks pounding 

the asses of the junior boys.   “Fucking awesome,” Zack agreed  

 

Eddie came first, blasting a ribbon of cum into his own face as the massive black dick exploded 

deep inside him.    Ben stared wide-eyed at the gorgeous young surfer jock pounding his ass.   

Jamie lowered his face so their lips were brushing together and Ben felt Jamie’s sweat dripping 

on his face.   “Jamie, you’re so beautiful.  Let me feel your jizz inside me … please.”   They 

climaxed together, stream after stream until the surfer fell on top of the shuddering young gypsy.   

 

“Our turn now,” Pablo said.   “His cock slowed until it was massaging the velvet membrane of 

Brandon’s ass.   Pablo leaned down close and whispered, “I love you kiddo.   I’m gonna cum in 

your ass.”    But Brandon shot first.   When his cock erupted it made his ass muscles contract 

round Pablo’s cock and squeezed his juice from it.  As it poured inside the boy Pablo fell on top 

of him, kissing him wildly, their cum-slicked bodies sliding together.  

 

******************************** 

 

“There,” Pablo said as they all disentangled themselves, “let that be a lesson to you guys.  You 

disobey orders, you get punished.” 

 

“Aye-aye, sir,” Eddie chirped as ten inches of wet horse-meat pulled slowly out of his ass.  He 

grinned impishly at Darius.   “But you can punish me any day of the week, sir.” 

 

“Come and get it!”  The sudden shout was accompanied by a clamorous banging of a gong.   

The twins, of course, who had brought up lunch for all of them – and their gong.   Randy greeted 

the six cum-soaked boys, hugged Pablo and squeezed Brandon’s shoulder.   “You two finally 

made your peace?” he smiled.   “That makes me real happy.   Can’t have my boys fighting.” 

 

“Er, is there any word from Mario,” Brandon asked.  “Is he really OK?” 

 

“Kiddo, he’s been bathed and put to bed by a tall, dark and handsome muscle-god Marine.  You 

do the math.   My guess is he’s doing just fine. 

 

Randy was right, of course.   At that moment Hassan was gazing down at the young Italian on 

his bed – the naked gardener with the flawless body and dark Mediterranean looks.    Mario had 

dozed a little but now looked up at the muscular Marine.   “You feeling OK, Mario?” 

 

“Sure, sir, never better,” Mario grinned. 

 

“You don’t have to call me sir, Mario.   I don’t think of you as one of the boys.” 
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“Oh, I like to.   Makes me feel like one of your new recruits, captain – under you command.” 

Hassan inhaled sharply, feeling his cock pulse in his fatigues.   Mario gazed into the exotic, 

chiseled features and slanted eyes.  “If it’s OK with you I’d like to stick around this afternoon.  

The bungalow can wait.   If you like I could stay up here and do some more work on your 

garden.”  He flashed an inviting smile.  “Perhaps we could work on it together, captain?” 

 

Hassan smiled back at him.   “Nothing I’d like better.   And later, when Eddie shows up we’ll 

clean him up and the three of us can have dinner together.   Sound like a plan?” 

 

Mario chuckled, “Aye-aye, capitano.” 

 

#            #             # 

 

 

Chapter 254 – “The Soldier & The Italian Gardener” 

 
“You hungry?” Hassan asked.  “Looks like we missed the lunch that the twins brought up to the 

bungalow but I have the remains of a casserole in the oven.   You up for that?” 

 

Mario frowned, “Up for that?”   He blushed deeply, acutely aware of his hard-on under the sheet 

and mistakenly thinking Hassan’s ‘up for that’ was some reference to it. 

 

“Means ‘would you like that?’” Hassan laughed. 

 

“Ah, scusi,” Mario smiled – “my English … Of course I would like that … molto gentile.  He often 

lapsed into Italian when he was flummoxed.   He scrambled out of bed with his back to Hassan 

and stepped into his jeans nervously, hopping on one leg as he clumsily pulled them up.    He 

buttoned them up and turned round, hoping his boner was not obvious underneath.    

 

He need not have worried.  Hassan hadn’t seen his erection but he had got a good look at his 

beautiful ass flexing as he struggled into his jeans, and Hassan had his own erection in his 

fatigues.  They smiled nervously and Hassan said, “Come, my friend, let’s eat out on the patio.”   

 

While Hassan dealt with the casserole he asked Mario to make his selection from the large wine 

rack in his kitchen.   Mario was impressed.  “Ah, you have many Italian wines here …. and look, 

my favorite … Brunello di Montalcino.”    He pulled the bottle out and smiled.   “Montalcino is 

only twenty kilometers from my village in Tuscany.    Have you been to Tuscany, Hassan?” 

 

“Sure have.  Spent six months in Northern Italy working with the Italian army before coming to 

the States.   I even speak a few words of the language but,” he stammered, “solamente un poco 

– is that right for ‘only a little’?” 
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Mario laughed.   “Perfetto, capitano.   However, as you speak so little Italian and I speak not a 

word of Arabic, we shall have to converse in English.”   He chuckled.   “Or, as we say in Italy, 

with the language of the eyes.”   He blushed, realizing that could be taken as seduction, which is 

not what he had meant, and then he made matters worse by stammering on, “I mean only that 

when two people do not speak the same language a lot can be said by the eyes.   I er, I was not 

for a moment suggesting that….” 

 

“It’s OK, Mario,” Hassan laughed.   “There’s a lot gets lost in translation.    Come on, let’s take 

all this onto the patio.” 

 

The slight embarrassment was short-lived and, with all the talk of wine and Tuscany, the tone 

was set.   As they ate and drank they both found pleasure in being able to talk with someone 

who was widely traveled and familiar with Europe.  They both loved living in California, 

especially with the spectacular group of men they had fallen in with by chance, but they missed 

their native cultures and welcomed the chance to talk about them with another expatriate. 

 

The sun was high in the sky but there was a stiff onshore breeze blowing through the hills from 

the Pacific and the patio was shaded, so Hassan went indoors and came out wearing a khaki T-

shirt that hugged his torso and accentuate his big biceps, with a glimpse of short curly black 

chest hair in the shirt’s V-neck.   He gave Mario a loose white cotton shirt … “Here, you gotta 

keep warm after that shock you had.” 

 

Mario slipped it on and fastened only the bottom buttons, leaving it to flap open over the 

rounded contours of his perfect pecs.  As they ate, each man stole surreptitious glances at the 

other and their hearts beat a little faster. 

 

Despite the distraction, their conversation flowed fast and easy.   Hassan talked about his native 

village in the Middle East and, comparing notes, they were surprised to find similarities between 

their villages two thousand miles apart.   “I guess village life is pretty much the same the world 

over,” Hassan said, flashing a white-toothed smile on his handsome olive-skinned face.  Mario 

felt his cock pulse and he blushed slightly, though Hassan attributed the blush to the wine. 

 

And that was the odd thing.   Although the Italian and the Arab quickly established a close 

rapport, chatting and laughing amiably, neither one was really aware of the extent of the other 

man’s sexual attraction to him.   They both had more or less permanent erections but they tried 

to conceal them, unaware that the attraction was mutual.    

 

Hassan attributed Mario’s stumbling expressions of intimacy to nervousness, a common 

occurrence in men when facing the exotically handsome, muscular Marine Captain.  And Mario 

misinterpreted Hassan’s intensely private nature as a lack of sexual interest in him.   Also, 

Hassan’s emotional and sexual needs were met by Eddie, a boy he loved very much. 
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In fact, Mario cringed when he thought of his earlier flippant comments – ‘feeling like a new 

recruit under the captain’s command’ – ‘language of the eyes’.  Now they seemed like clumsy 

attempts at seduction and he determined to avoid such ambiguous statements in future. 

 

None of this dampened the pleasure they found in each other’s company and conversation, 

though a couple of times they did veer dangerously close to sexual matters.  When Hassan 

asked Mario why he had decided to come to Southern California he responded laughingly, “The 

weather and the men.   It’s always summer here and I love the sun.  And there are more 

gorgeous men here per square mile than anywhere else.” 

 

When Mario posed a similar question to Hassan the Marine stumbled out platitudes at first but 

then, in a moment of raw candor, said, “Actually, I came here to find Mark.   When I had 

interrogated him as a prisoner of war I … I fell in love with him and, when the U.S. Marines 

recruited me I followed Mark halfway round the world to be with him. That’s common knowledge 

in the house so I feel free telling you.” 

 

“You’re right, Hassan,” Mario said quietly.  “The story is common knowledge and Darius, 

especially, gets off on describing the scene of the macho soldier’s interrogation in that desert 

cell.    He makes it sound quite homoerotic, though I’m not really into the bondage scene.   Not 

much anyway.” 

 

They were in very thin ice here and both of them felt their cocks rearing up in their pants.  

Hassan hastily said, “Well, happily that period of my life is over and it’s not something I’m proud 

of.   Mark is now a good friend – and I hope you and I can be friends too, Mario.” 

 

“I’m sure we will be, Hassan,” Mario smiled – and the word ‘friends’ seemed to close the door on 

any possibility of sexual involvement – despite their hidden boners. 

 

************************************ 

 

Mario found firmer footing with humor.   “And now, Capitano, I must … how do your say? … 

‘sing for my supper’ by doing some work.   You gave me lunch and in return I must offer you my 

landscaping skills.  When I worked up here last time I noticed, just a few feet down the hill, a 

sort of natural terrace that faces west.   With a little spadework it could be fashioned into a 

proper terrace, planted with shrubs and flowers, a private place where I see you and Eddie 

sitting together watching the sunset into your old age. 

 

“Not so much of the ‘old age’ buddy, but I know the spot.   Sure, let’s take a crack at it.”   They 

put away the dishes, Mario pulled on his boots and they walked down to the garden shed.     

They selected spades and forks and continued on down the slope to the terrace.   “It just needs 

to be cut back a bit into the hillside to make it deeper – hence the spadework.” 

 

“You sure you’re up for this, Mario?  After all, only a couple of hours ago you were buried under 

a wall.” 
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“No problema, Capitano,” Mario grinned.  “We Italians are used to disasters … remember 

Vesuvius and Pompeii?   Of course, that was a whole city that was buried– this was just a little 

crumbling wall.  However, I do not want to get dirt on this fine shirt you lent me.”  He took it off 

and hung it on a bush.   Hassan removed his T-shirt and flung it on top of Mario’s.    

 

Shirtless in the hot sun they gazed fleetingly at each other’s gleaming body, then turned away 

abruptly and tried to ignore the bulge in their pants.  A few minutes later they were hacking at 

the earth, digging out dirt from the fold in the terrace.   

 

High above, up at the main house, Steve and Lloyd were sunning by their pool and Steve 

suddenly said, “Hey, Lloyd, get a look at that.   If that doesn’t get your dick hard nothing will.  

They gazed down at the two shirtless men, one in beltless blue jeans, the other in military 

fatigues, their muscles rippling in the sunlight as they energetically wielded their shovels.   

 

The young Italian’s classic features were set in concentration, his black curly hair hanging over 

his brow.   The Marine’s exotically handsome face gleamed with sweat, his long black hair 

falling in his slanted eyes.    “Hell,” Lloyd gasped, “you know those two studs have got to have 

boners like rocks in their pants.   I sure do just looking at them.” 

 

“Well in that case come here and let me take care of it.   We shouldn’t watch them.   You know 

how Hassan is about his privacy.  Poor guy has his fellow Marines drooling over him all day.” 

 

“Yeah, poor guy,” Lloyd smiled lowering his swim trunks. 

 

The laborers were unaware they were being watched, even by each other, as they were both 

skilled at looking away the instant their eyes met, a common phenomenon of men cruising each 

other that Bob once laughingly described as the definition of a split second.   

 

Still, as the work continued the men grew hotter, in every sense of the word, and their cocks 

were pulsing in time to their hearts.    Manual labor often made guys horny, as evidenced by 

Randy when he came roaring home from work and jumped Bob.    They were working shoulder 

to shoulder now, and each time their flesh touched they felt pre-cum oozing in their pants. 

 

But still they hid their lust from each other, still unaware that it was reciprocated by the other 

man.  Until…..  

 

They had been hacking away at the back of the terrace, loosening the earth, and they came to a 

stubborn deeply embedded shrub that had to be removed.   Together they tugged at it, rocking it 

back and forth to loosen it.   Their bare chests were almost touching and they could feel each 

other’s sweat spraying onto them as they jerked at the shrub.  Mario stumbled forward slightly 

and he gasped as the bulge in his jeans brushed against the Marine’s crotch. 
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Up above by the pool Lloyd was face down on a chaise getting his ass fucked by Steve.  He 

raised his head and stole a glance at the homoerotic scene below of the two handsome 

laborers, stripped to the waist, one in jeans the other in fatigues, their muscles straining with 

effort.   “Fucking pornographic,” he murmured.    

 

But the shrub was finally coming loose and Hassan yelled, “Come on, almost there.   Flex those 

muscles, stud …. together now …. one last heave…..”   Each of them gazed at the other man’s 

eyes, at the sweat running down his face, at the veins popping in his neck and biceps.    And 

then, yielding to their superior strength, the shrub gave up the fight and suddenly jerked out of 

the ground.   “Yes!” Hassan yelled in triumph, but with the force of the sudden release of the 

shrub he lost his balance and fell backward, pulling Mario down with him. 

 

The Marine landed on his back in the soft earth and Mario fell on top of him.   His face thudded 

against Hassan’s chest, his cheek on the metal of his dog tags in the cleft between his pecs.   

Mario’s lips tasted the salt taste of the soldier’s sweat and he felt the heart beating under his 

check.   Consumed by sensual overload Mario finally lost all sense of decorum and restraint.    

 

He licked the cleft between Hassan’s pecs, his nipples, up over the pulsing veins in his neck, 

over the stubbled chin to his mouth.  His full, sensual lips were slightly apart as Hassan 

breathed heavily.   The young Italian inhaled the captain‘s breath, threw his head back and 

howled, then clamped their mouths together.   He slid his chest against Hassan’s, pressed their 

crotches together …. and uttered muffled screams as his cock exploded in his jeans – a 

massive release of semen that had been building for hours. 

 

Mario’s body jerked and shuddered on top of Hassan, who lay still beneath him in a state of mild 

shock at what had happened.  As semen drained from Mario’s cock, soaking his jeans, the real 

world came flooding back and, as if waking from a dream, he was horrified by his realization of 

what he had done.   He gazed down at Hassan’s startled eyes … eyes that seemed to him to 

contain no trace of reciprocated desire.    

 

Mario suddenly leapt to his feet and with a stammered, “I’m sorry, sir,” he turned and ran.  He 

scrambled over the slope of the terrace, up the hill toward the guest house, desperate to just get 

away, be alone, and try to block this whole humiliating episode from his mind.    But he heard 

sounds of panting breath behind him and he knew Hassan was following him to berate him, or 

worse, for his foolish actions. 

 

He quickened his stumbling effort to escape but it was hopeless against the Marine who had 

been trained to run in desert sand.   Hassan launched himself forward, grabbed Mario’s ankle 

and brought him crashing to the ground.  In seconds he was on his knees straddling the scared 

young Italian.    

 

“I’m sorry, sir,” Mario stammered.   “I didn’t mean … I was just … I mean … I got carried away.   

I knew you didn’t want it but you were so incredibly hot I couldn’t hold back.   I’ll go away, sir, 

and leave you alone … that’s what you want, I know.” 



3542 
 

 

“How the fuck do you know what I want?” said Hassan.   “You’re batting zero on that so far, pal.   

I’m not mad at you for lusting for me – shit, most guys do that.   I’m angry because you tried to 

run away … from me, Hassan! … a guy who’s had a hard-on for you ever since I brought you up 

here and watched you sleep on my bed.   Hell, I was so afraid you would want to leave when 

you woke up that I almost tied you to the bed.   That would have turned me on but would have 

scared you shitless so I didn’t – I just hoped you’d stick around. 

 

“I’m angry with myself too.   Usually when I want something I just grab it, but there was 

something about you that made me hold back … I liked you too much.   I wouldn’t make a move 

unless I knew you wanted it, but it seemed like you didn’t.   Hell, you were scared to even make 

eye contact.   Well now you’ve shown me you want it … and, boy, you’re gonna get it.  No-one 

turns his back on this Marine.   It’s just you and me up here, all alone, and you’re no match for 

me so you take what I dish out, is that clear?” 

 

“Yes, captain,” Mario said, his cock already getting stiff as he looked into the blazing eyes of the 

powerful Marine, with dirt streaked over his bare chest.  He didn’t know if Hassan’s anger was 

real or where it would lead, but he was in a pitch of excitement waiting to find out. 

 

In a series of quick moves Hassan jumped to his feet, reached down and grabbed Mario’s wrist.   

He pulled him up, threw him effortlessly over his shoulder and walked into the house.   

 

Up at the main house Steve and Lloyd had been watching while they fucked, and had both shot 

their loads when Mario had howled and cum in his jeans.   Mesmerized, they watched events 

unfold and when Hassan marched into the house with Mario slung over his shoulder Lloyd 

laughed, “Bingo – told you so.” 

 

**********************************  

 

Hassan threw Mario on his back, where he lay staring up at the muscle-god Marine towering 

over him.   “Godammit,” Hassan growled, “I’ve wanted you every time I’ve watched you working 

in the garden.  And when I got to know you better here, especially when we worked together, I 

lusted for you even more.  I knew exactly what I wanted to do but held back until now.” 

 

Mario didn’t resist as Hassan spread-eagled his arms and legs on the bed.  At each of the four 

bedposts were lengths of rope that he used often on Eddie, the boy’s favorite thing.  Now, as he 

worked skillfully, Hassan said, “It was you who brought up the memories from all those years 

ago in the desert, when I chained up that beautiful blond American soldier, tortured his 

magnificent body and fucked his ass.    You said you were not into bondage and I knew right 

away I had to find out.” 

 

Hassan stood back and gazed down at the handsome Italian gardener, shirtless in jeans and 

boots, spread-eagled in bondage, his muscular body stretched and gleaming in the afternoon 

sunlight streaming through the window blinds.      
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Mario pulled at his restraints and realized that he was tied tightly with no way to escape.   He 

was completely at the mercy of this rugged Arab/Asian Marine captain and a momentary jolt of 

panic spiked through him.  His fear was stoked by not knowing whether Hassan’s domination 

was real of fantasized, or how far he would take it.   Reflexively he pulled again at the ropes, his 

naked torso writhing, his square cut Latin features wincing with effort as his head thrashed from 

side to side, his curly black hair tossing wildly. 

 

Hassan groaned, “Oh shit, man, that is fucking spectacular … all those times I’ve fantasized 

about it … this is better than I ever imagined it would be.   You are such a beautiful man and I 

love watching jocks like you struggle in bondage.”   Hassan ripped open his fatigues, pulled out 

his huge, iron-hard cock and stroked it.    

 

The sight of the exotic, dark skinned Marine pumping his cock, his muscles rippling in the 

sunlight, made Mario struggle even more in mounting desire, fear, and a desperate need to 

touch him, worship his body, touch his cock. 

 

Hassan’s eyes blazed down at the writhing body, at the washboard abs flexing, narrow waist 

cinched by his beltless blue jeans.   “You’re driving me fucking crazy, man,” Hassan said “…. So 

fucking hot … I gotta … yeah … oh fuck …fuck …. Yeah….”   He stared wild-eyed at Mario’s 

face, pointed his cock at it, and blasted a stream of cum straight into it.   

 

Semen poured over his face as the Italian struggled and moaned, his face thrashing from side 

to side to avoid the torrent of liquid slamming into it and into his tousled hair. He opened his 

mouth and swallowed hard until he felt he was drowning in the soldier’s bitter-sweet juice 

 

When the flow stopped Mario closed his eyes and tried to recover, his heart beating so hard he 

felt it would burst from his chest.   He felt liquid dripping onto his face and opened his eyes to 

the sight of the soldier’s cock hanging out of his fatigues, cum still oozing from it.   He heard 

Hassan’s deep, accented voice – “Beautiful … so fucking beautiful …..” – and incredibly one last 

burst of semen splashed down on his chest. 

 

******************************** 

 

The only sound in the room was their heaving breath as Hassan gazed down at the young 

Italian, his flawless body spread-eagled on the bed with cum flowing down his face, his neck 

and between the mounds of his chest.   Mario watched in awe as the shirtless Marine stuffed his 

cock back in his fatigues and zipped them up, then paced round the bed without taking his eyes 

off Mario’s cum-covered face. 

 

“Man,” Hassan said, “I guarantee you have never looked more beautiful than you do now.   And 

best of all, you’re helpless – at the mercy of a tough Marine.   I can do what I like to you, boy, 

you understand that?” 
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“Si signore,” Mario said compliantly.  “What are you going to do to me, sir?” 

 

“Like I said – whatever I want.”     Hassan went to the kitchen and came back with a beer that he 

opened, and sat sprawled in an armchair close to the bed.    There was silence as Hassan 

drank from the bottler and stared at the bound Italian gardener.  Stripped to the waist, his arms 

were stretched upward and his shoulders bulged.  The ripped muscles in his chest and abs 

flexed and his wide lats slanted down to a tight waist, blue jeans clinging to his narrow hips. 

 

Mario was in a daze, feeling like a sacrificial offering, chained to a slab waiting while his captor 

decided how to use his body.   He tensed for sudden action but instead he was surprised by the 

calmness of the Hassan’s voice. 

 

“That stuff we talked about – my time in the desert war interrogating and torturing soldiers like 

Mark – not that there is anyone like Mark.   I did that under military orders and, like I said, I’m 

not proud of it.  But I still fantasize about the beauty of Mark chained to the wall.  It left me with a 

taste for seeing handsome muscle-gods tied up like that, an appetite that still needs to be fed.  

 

“Zack once told me he has this thing about beauty.  When he sees it in a man it can be so 

intense that it’s painful.   It’s as if the man is too beautiful, so much that Zack has to own that 

beauty …. control it … hurt it.   Bob had that effect on him which is why, out in the dunes, Zack 

tied him up, whipped him and fucked his ass.   And for that brief moment he owned Bob and his 

beauty, and had one of the most spectacular orgasms of his life. 

 

“When I looked at you tied to the bed, so fucking gorgeous, I had to own you too, had to put my 

mark on your beauty.  My balls were bursting so I sprayed my jizz over that handsome face and 

perfect body.   And now here you are, my prisoner, smothered with the juice of my manhood.  

You will learn to love it as Eddie loves it.   His story, too, is common knowledge. 

 

“The boy was in a Marine recruiting video we were shooting.    He played a wounded young 

soldier rescued by his captain, but when the shoot ended I carried him away to my jeep as if the 

story were continuing and drove him to my house in the desert.   I tied him as you are tied now 

and told him he would become what I had once tried and failed to make Mark – my sex slave.  It 

was a fantasy, of course, but the boy was very scared at first, though he grew to love the 

sensation of being my prisoner forever, existing only to serve me, to be my sexual plaything. 

 

“And in a way that’s what he became – but much else besides.   He became my boy and he 

knows I love him deeply – his sense of mischief, his devotion, everything about him.  He is 

never so happy than when he is tied as you are now and he looks up at his Marine Captain with 

fear and exhilaration – as you are doing now. 

 

“So, you ask, what am I going to do to you?   You are another challenge, quite different from 

Eddie.   You are the handsome young Italian, cool, sophisticated, looking at the world with your 

European curiosity and amusement.    And I am just a rough Marine Captain with a taste for 

bondage and domination of beautiful men.”   Hassan stood up and his voice took on a rough 
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edge.    “But the real difference between you and me is that you are my prisoner.   For the next 

few hours I own you and your dark, handsome face and beautiful body.” 

 

The captain took another gulp of beer and rubbed the back of his hand roughly across his 

mouth.   He put the bottle down, jumped on the bed, and knelt astride Mario’s waist.    

 

Another stab of fear pierced Mario as he looked up at the massively handsome soldier, his 

naked torso flexing and gleaming in the striped sunlight.   But it was the cold, hard look in his 

slanted eyes that scared Mario and he instinctively tugged again at his bound wrists. 

 

“Good,” Hassan smiled, “I like to see a man struggle like that.   It makes my dick hard.” 

 

Suddenly the soldier’s arrogance offended Mario and he sneered, “Vaffanculo.” 

 

Hassan’s knowledge of Italian slang was good enough to know that he had just been invited to 

‘go fuck yourself,’ and his reaction was swift.   “Defiance … I like that too in a man such as 

yourself, but that is not something you say to this Marine.   His eyes flashed and he squeezed 

Mario’s nipples hard, rolling them in his fingertips, even using his nails. 

 

Mario’s face grimaced in pain.  “Aaaagh …. no …. it hurts too much …. Stop!” 

 

“You can do better than that, boy.” 

 

“Si … si … mi scusi … I’m sorry, signore …. please, sir … forgive me.” 

 

The pain stopped immediately.   “Good,” Hassan said more gently.   “Now we understand each 

other.”    He looked down at the tears running down Mario’s cheeks, mixing with Hassan’s cum 

and streaking his face.    Hassan sighed.   “So beautiful … amazing … but we must not let such 

a handsome face be sullied with semen and tears.”    

 

He leaned forward, pinned Mario’s biceps to the bed, and licked his face, cleaning it, sucking up 

the cum and salty tears.   Mario moaned in ecstasy, with Hassan’s dark-olive face up so close, 

feeling the warmth of his tongue but also the residual pain in his chest.    His moans were stifled 

as Hassan kissed him, grinding their lips together, probing with his tongue. 

 

When he pulled back Mario was gasping, close to sobbing as he stared up at the exotic face, 

the hypnotic eyes, overwhelmed with a rush of emotion and pain.   But it was not the pain in his 

chest now – it was the pain Hassan had described – the pain of beauty that could be healed 

only by possession.   But this time it was a need not to possess but to be possessed.   More 

than anything Mario wanted this man to own him, consume him, do to him whatever he wanted. 

 

With a faint smile he said, “I yield to you, sir.   My body is yours.   Do with me as you will.” 
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“Good, so we have reached that point.   I have no wish to hurt you, Mario, but as my prisoner 

you must not insult me the way you did.   I am a U.S. Marine Captain.  You must respect me 

and do exactly as I say – capisce? 

 

“Capisco, capitano.   I understand.” 

 

********************************* 

 

“First, let us see if you are telling the truth.   He eased back on his knees until he was looking 

down at the bulge in Mario’s jeans.   He ripped them open and smiled with satisfaction at the 

long, rigid cock that sprang out of them.     Yes, you were sincere, I see it.   Now you are ready 

for me to work on you, to work on that beautiful body and mind and bend you to my will.” 

 

He resumed his position kneeling over Mario’s waist and said, “Now you will see the power I 

have over you, boy.   You will resist but it will be futile.  I have learned that no one can resist me. 

   

Again that arrogance!   Mario determined not to give in no matter how much pain the soldier 

inflicted.   But there was no pain.   Quite the contrary.   Hassan reached forward to Mario’s chest 

and he flinched in readiness for a renewed onslaught in his nipples and more pain.   But there 

was nothing … well, almost nothing … just the faintest hint of something light as a feather 

brushing over the tip of his nipples. 

 

After the previous tit-torture they felt raw so that even the slightest touch made him respond.   

He braced again, but again all he felt was the sensuous touch of the back of Hassan’s fingers.  

He moaned and his cock pulsed as the erotic sensation spread from his chest throughout his 

body and down to his balls. 

 

Hassan was an expert and he used all the refined techniques of the interrogator to torture a 

man to the brink of pain but cause instead only exquisite torment of pleasure, frustration and the 

fear of imminent pain.   As the stroking of his nipples became more insistent Mario didn’t care 

about pain – he would have welcomed it, anything but this erotic teasing of his nipples, bringing 

them alive, bringing his whole body alive. 

 

“Aah … aah … he moaned, his head turning helplessly from side to side, his chest flexing as he 

raised it up off the bed as high as possible trying to press it against the fingers that were driving 

him wild.   “Please, signore,” he almost sobbed, “I can’t take any more.   Please, squeeze them 

… hard … hurt me, torture my chest …..” 

 

“But I am torturing you, Mario.   There are more subtle means of torture than crude pain.   I told 

you I will bend you to my will.  And my will is to watch you in the throes of ecstasy.   There is 

nothing more beautiful than looking at a man as beautiful as you being tortured to the point of 

orgasm and watching his face as he screams in the rapture of release.   I can make a man beg, 

make him offer me anything to end the torture.   What will you offer me, young man?” 
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“Anything …. Anything, sir.   Please …. my chest is on fire …. you can do anything … hurt me 

… chain me to the wall and whip me as you did Mark … fuck my ass, pound it …but please, I 

beg you …. make me cum…” 

 

Hassan smiled.   “For me that is easy.   I can make any man cum in an instant.   Like this, for 

example…”    

 

Suddenly he sat back on Mario’s crotch so the butt of his military fatigue pants touched the 

Italian’s cock lying out of his open jeans.   Mario gasped as he felt the Marine’s ass press down 

harder until it was grinding against his cock, but agonizingly separated from it by the rough 

fabric of the pants.    He could feel the globes of the soldier’s ass, feel his own cock lying 

between them, but unable to feel his flesh.   It was like a frustration dream where he was trying 

to fuck the soldier’s ass but was unable to penetrate.  

 

“Aaagh … no …” he moaned in a delirium of torment – the fingers stroking his nipples and the 

clothed ass grinding against his cock.   In a daze he heard Hassan’s lilting voice.  “And now I 

will make you cum as you requested, my beautiful Italian.”  His eyes fixed Mario’s like lasers.  

“Do it now.” 

 

Suddenly the fingers squeezed the nipples savagely and Mario’s screams echoed round the 

room as he felt his cock explode under Hassan.    His body writhed, muscles flexed and his 

tortured face thrashed from side to side, grimacing in an ecstasy of pain and frustration. 

 

Hassan stared down at him in awed disbelief.   “Spectacular … one of the most beautiful sights I 

have ever seen.   You have whetted my appetite as never before.   I will make you cum again 

and again.” 

 

“No, please … I’ve already cum twice since I’ve been here.   I can’t cum again.” 

 

Hassan smiled down at him.   “You seem to forget, young man – you are in my power.   I can 

make you do anything.” 

 

*********************************** 

 

“Now we will get down to business,” Hassan said, and Mario watch spellbound as the Marine 

untied and pulled off his boots, then dropped his pants and stepped out of them, naked except 

for a khaki jockstrap.   

 

“Aaah,” Mario gasped at the pornographic sight of the tall, muscular soldier prowling like a dark-

skinned panther round the bed looking down at his prisoner.   Hassan stroked the bulge in his 

jock as he stared down at the cum-drenched body straining against its restraints, desperate for 

just one touch of the near-naked solider.  

 

“I need you hard again, boy,” Hassan growled. 
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“No, not again,” Mario gasped.   “My balls are drained.   I cannot ….” 

 

“You will do as I say,” the soldier barked.   “I told you, I can make a man hard whenever I want.” 

 

Hassan stood at the the head of the bed behind the prisoner’s face.  Mario tilted his head back 

and stared wide-eyed at the inverted image of the magnificent soldier – at the square-jawed 

face and blazing eyes, the broad, rock-hard shoulders, his magnificent chest, naked except for 

the metal dog-tags hanging between his pecs.  His eyes lowered over his ripped eight-pack abs 

and his narrow waist circled by the waistband of the khaki jock. 

 

His heart beat faster as he looked at the bulging pouch of the jockstrap, stained with man juices 

from the past, the head of his thick cock poking over the top.   The muscled thighs flexed as he 

widened his stance, looming over his captive.   Incredibly, Mario’s cock was already stirring 

back to life and Hassan said.   “Good, I knew you could not resist.   But I want it iron hard.” 

 

Hassan fell forward over his body from behind his head.   He braced his hands on the bed 

beside Mario’s hips, his arms locked straight, his massive body arched over him.   His biceps 

bulged, his pecs flexed, as he slowly lowered himself over Mario in a series of shallow pushups.     

 

Mario thought he would pass out as the bulging jock came down toward his face, then pulled 

back, the lowered again, each time closer to his mouth, which he instinctively opened wide.   He 

stretched out his tongue in a desperate attempt to touch it, and once he did, for an instant, lick 

the sweaty balls through the thin fabric, inhaling the pungent odor of the swelling bulge.    

 

Then suddenly Hassan fell on him and Mario screamed into the gag of the stinking jock that filed 

his mouth.   Frantically he breathed in and almost choked on the taste and smell of the soldier’s 

sweat, old semen and dried piss – the rancid essence of the rugged Marine.   He was close to 

suffocating but he breathed through his nose and became accustomed to the saliva-wet juices 

now trickling down his throat. 

 

His cock was now almost hard when suddenly …. he screamed into the soaking jock as he felt 

his cock plunging down the captain’s throat.   The mouth pulled back, then fell on his cock 

again.   Incredibly, this macho alpha male, the rugged Marine, was sucking his cock!    The 

young Italian bucked and writhed, trying desperately to free his hands and his mouth as he 

choked on the stinking rag covering the soldier’s cock and balls.  

 

He felt pre-cum oozing from his cock into Hassan’s mouth and strained to cum but, although his 

cock was shuddering, his jizz was not ready for release as he had shot a massive load only 

minutes before.   His mind was starting to go blank, darkness overcoming him … when 

suddenly it all stopped. 

 

Hassan pulled back and sprang to his feet on the bed, astride the struggling captive.   “Now you 

are hard – and I am going to make you cum yet again.” 



3549 
 

 

“No, sir, I don’t think I can … I know I can’t … I …. Aaagh…!!”     He howled in disbelief as 

Hassan bent his knees …. and sat hard on Mario’s cock, letting it slide deep inside his ass.   

The Marine’s body shuddered, he howled and his black hair flew as his head jerked back in a 

convulsion of pain.    He raised up, clear of the cock, then plunged down on it again.    

 

Mario’s own body thrashed and his cock was on fire as he gazed up spellbound by the sight of 

the soldier impaling himself on his cock, his muscular body naked except for his wet jockstrap 

clinging to his cock and balls. 

 

Hassan linked his hands behind his head, his entire body flexed and his screams echoed round 

the room as he rose and fell hard on his prisoner’s rod.   Mario had never seen anything as 

homoerotic as the muscle-god Marine torturing his own ass just as he tortured Mario’s cock. 

 

He felt his cock bursting as it drove again and again into the cauldron of Hassan’s ass, and this 

time there was no more holding back.  Mario’s cock was not his own – he himself was not his 

own.   He belonged to the Marine.   Just as Mark, chained and tortured, had fallen in love with 

his captor, so now did the captive Italian.  His body jerked, his head tossed and his screams 

joined Hassan’s as his cock erupted yet again, this time in the fiery depths of the soldier’s ass. 

 

******************************** 

 

But Hassan did not cum.   Instead, when Mario had emptied his load, the soldier reared up like 

a wounded stallion, pulled his ass off the cock and sprang to his feet off the bed.   A man 

obsessed, he quickly untied the ropes from Mario’s ankles, took off his work boots then pulled 

his jeans down over his feet and flung them aside.   Hassan’s chest heaved and his eyes blazed 

down at the naked young jock streaked with sweat and semen, his hands still bound above him. 

 

By this time, overwhelmed with emotion, Mario lay sobbing on the bed in total surrender.   

Hassan pulled off his jock and Mario gasped as he saw, for the first time that day, the Marine’s 

cock springing out, massive and hard as a rock.      

 

“See this, boy?” he growled, grabbing his cock in his fist.   “This is what Mark felt in that desert 

cell.   Just like you he was sobbing in surrender, hanging limply from his chains, exhausted from 

my working him over.    He looked so magnificent that I had to do it.   I had to fuck his ass …. 

just as I have to fuck yours.” 

 

He knelt on the bed and pushed Mario’s legs high in the air.   “I remember the agonized look on 

Mark’s face as he looked up at me hollow-eyed and begged me to fuck him.  And you, Mario, 

will do the same.”   He pressed the head of his steel rod against Mario’s hole, pulled back and 

pressed again, teasing him into submission.   Mario waited for the cock to enter him, waited for 

the ecstatic feeling of the soldier’s massive rod filling his ass.  But it didn’t come. 

 



3550 
 

“Please, sir,” he sobbed.   “Please … I need it so bad.   I need to feel your cock inside me.   

Please, captain … please fuck me … fuck me … fuuuck me.   Aaah!”   He sighed deeply as he 

felt the Marine’s cock enter him at last and sink slowly down his chute into the depths of his ass.    

“Aaah,” he sighed again, “thank you sir … it feels so good.” 

 

“You’re right,” Hassan smiled.   He pulled Mario’s legs over his shoulders, reached forward and 

quickly untied his wrists.   Smiling into his eyes Hassan said, “You knew it would all come down 

to this, my friend.   I knew it even as I pulled you from the rubble of that wall and you smiled up 

at me.   That is why I suggested you come up here.   For so long I have wanted to fuck the 

handsome Italian gardener and that was my chance.” 

 

It was a long, slow, loving, affectionate fuck.   Mario reached up and ran his hands over the 

slabs of the soldier’s pecs as the dog tags swung between them.   His hands strayed up to his 

neck, then up over his face, tracing the contours of the sculpted features – the square, stubbled 

jaw, the high cheekbones and forehead – and ran his fingers through his tousled black hair. 

 

“Bellissimo,” Mario breathed.   “So beautiful.” 

 

Hassan rested his palms on Mario’s chest and said, “I love to feel your muscles rippling under 

my hands.   Man, my cock feels so good in your ass.   He dropped his hands to the bed, leaned 

forward and kissed his eyes, his cheeks and his lips in a building embrace.   Then he pulled 

back and smiled.   “How many times have you cum, my friend?    Three is it?   Well now you 

have to cum one more time.” 

 

“I know, sir,” Mario said softly, “and this time there will be no problem.   As soon as I feel your 

juice pouring into my …. aaah …. aaah … yesss ….”  He felt Hassan’s cock shudder inside him, 

felt the warm juice bathing his ass, and Mario’s cock erupted one last time, spurting juice 

upward, splashing on the soldier’s heaving chest. 

 

At last they were both spent and Hassan lowered himself onto Mario’s cum-slicked body. He 

pressed their faces together and Mario smiled.  “Capitano, you are a very sexy man.   That was 

mind-blowing … spetacollare.” 

 

“If that means what I think it means, amico, I have to agree.   And there’s more to come, I hope.    

Now close your eyes.  We shall sleep for a while.”    

 

************************************ 

 

About an hour later Mario got up to pee, then he pulled on a pair of black briefs and went 

outside to stretch his limbs and take a few deep breaths, to regroup and clear his mind after the 

overwhelming experience he had just lived through with Hassan.     

 

He was gazing over the hills when he heard footsteps on the gavel path behind him.   He turned 

to see Eddie scrambling down the slope.   He had come directly from work at the bungalow, 
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eager to be with Hassan and hoping Mario was still there.   Remembering Hassan’s command, 

he had not cleaned up and he now appeared just as he had left the construction site – covered 

in dirt t and still wearing his sweaty T-shirt, cargo shorts and work boots. 

 

Mario smiled as he watched him stumble closer, his eager young face smothered in plaster 

dust.  His heart went out to him and, having just lived an incredible fantasy with the Marine 

captain, Mario seized the chance of luring Eddie into another.   

 

He faced Eddie severely and said, “Who are you?” 

 

Eddie stopped in confusion and his cock stiffened as he stared at the handsome Italian, stripped 

down to black briefs and with very rumpled hair.   What was going on? 

 

He soon found out as Mario grabbed his T-shirt by the back of the neck and hauled him into the 

house.    “Hey, captain, look what I found outside …. this!”   He held Eddie disdainfully at arm’s 

length, too filthy to get close.    

 

Lying naked on his back on the rumpled bed sheets, Hassan pulled himself up, leaned back on 

his elbows and said, “What the hell?”   He caught the amused look in Mario’s eye and grimaced 

at the boy.   “What’s that you got there?   Is there a kid under all that grime?” 

 

“Reckon so,” Mario grinned.   “He’s pretty filthy though  ... you want me to throw him out?” 

 

“Nah, wait a minute.  Let me check him out.”   Hassan got to his feet and Eddie stood watching 

the naked soldier pace round him, his long, thick cock swinging between his muscled thighs. 

Eddie’s own cock reared up in his shorts.    

 

It was not only the sight of these two gorgeous men, it was the room itself, with the rumpled 

sheets, clothes and boots scattered over the floor and ropes hanging loosely round all four 

bedposts.   And the smell, the rancid odor of semen that hung thick in the air.    Obviously this 

was the scene of some serious sex and Eddie’s fertile mind raced trying to picture it. 

 

Hassan said, “Hold his arms behind him – don’t want him trying to escape.”    He yanked at the 

boy’s T-shirt and ripped the neck.   “You some kind of laborer, boy?” 

 

“Yes, sir,” Eddie stammered in confusion.   “Just came from the construction site.” 

 

“Good – you might be just what we need.   Hey Mario, we still got work to finish down on that 

terrace.   Maybe we can put this grunt to work.    And if we feel horny he could service us – 

reckon he’s good for a blow job or two.” 

 

“At least,” the Italian grinned salaciously.   “Great idea.   Hey, afterwards maybe we can clean 

him up and keep him around.   He can clean this mess in the house and cook dinner for us.   
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He’d be a kind of house boy and sex toy for us – we can share him.  We may have to tie him to 

the bed to stop him running away, but that’s OK ‘cos we can work him over.  What d’ya think?” 

 

“Hmm, let’s see if he’s up to it.   OK let him go.  Turn round, boy – let’s see your ass.   Eddie 

turned his back to Hassan who cupped his ass cheeks through his shorts, then slapped them a 

few times, making him gasp.   He spun the boy round and said, “Flex your bicep.”  Eddie 

obeyed and the Marine ran his hand over his bicep then over his ragged T-shirt feeling his hard 

young body underneath.  

 

He ripped the shirt a bit more to expose his nipples underneath, and squeezed them in his 

fingers.   “Good, tight body, but you think you’re tough enough to serve two masters, boy?”     

 

“Yes, sir … I can, sir.”    Eddie quivered with excitement and his cock pulsed at the thought of 

being treated as a houseboy and sex object by the macho soldier and his hot Italian buddy.   

“We can get pretty rough,” Hassan growled – like this…”  He squeezed his tits harder, grinding 

them in his fingers.   “Aaah,” Eddie moaned, staring at the naked solider. “Oh fuck … no … fuck, 

I …. aaagh.     His body jerked violently, then became still, his breath coming in ragged sobs. 

 

“I’m sorry, sir.   I didn’t mean to….” 

 

Hassan stood back and folded his arms across his chest.   “Well, look what we got here.”   He 

grinned down at the big wet patch spreading over the crotch of Eddie’s shorts, and soon a thick 

white liquid started running down his leg.   “Is that jism, boy?”   Hassan reached down and 

touched it, then licked his fingertips and said, “Yup, sure tastes like jizz to me.   What d’ya think 

buddy?”   Mario licked Hassan’s fingers and agreed.   “Yeah, that’s cum alright.” 

 

“Shit damn,” Hassan laughed.   “The kid busted his load just by looking at me while I squeezed 

his fucking tits.   Now this here’s a boy we can use.”   Unseen by Eddie he winked at Mario.  

“OK, buddy, let’s put him to work.” 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 255  –  “The Marine & The Italian Tame Eddie” 

 
A few minutes later Eddie was hard at work.  He had already put in a tough day at the bungalow 

site but this extra job was not like work for him.   He thought of it as slave labor for the 

musclehunk Marine and the handsome young Italian, and it excited the hell out of him.  He knew 

that Hassan loved him like crazy and would never hurt him, but the Marine also had a vivid 

imagination, which included capturing a boy, pushing a shovel in his hand and making him dig. 

 

Hassan and Mario had put on the clothes they had worn before their long diversion into wild 

sex.  Hassan wore fatigues and combat boots, and his V-neck khaki T-shirt stretched tight over 
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his muscular torso.   Mario was in blue jeans and work boots and the white shirt Hassan had 

given him hanging loose over his chest. 

 

Eddie was still wearing the filthy cargo shorts, boots and T-shirt he had been wearing all day, 

except that the T-shirt was now torn, ripped open by Hassan to expose his chest.  

 

Hassan had brought a six-pack of beer down from the house and he and Mario were leaning 

against the high slope at the back of the terrace, sipping beer and watching the kid work, like 

overseers.    Eddie was hacking away at the earth, digging it out from the base of the slope and 

throwing it in a pile.   “Now that is one hot young kid,” Hassan said softly to Mario, both of them 

holding a beer on one hand and rubbing the other over the bulge in their pants.   

 

Eddie was perspiring under the hot sun and his youthful muscles rippled under the torn shirt.   

Sweat poured off him, turning the dirt into streaks down his down face, arms and chest.  It ran 

down to his shorts and soaked them from the waist down to the cum stain from when he had 

creamed his shorts. 

 

“Che bello,” Mario murmured.   “Makes my dick hard …. man, I’d like to work him over.” 

 

“All in good time, buddy.   Here kid,” Hassan called out to the boy and threw a beer to him.   

“Don’t want our young slave-boy to get dehydrated.” 

 

“Thank you, sir.”    Eddie took a breather, screwed off the top and took a long gulp of beer. 

 

“So what d’ya think, buddy,” Hassan said to Mario.   “Think we should give this punk a hand?” 

 

“If we don’t,” Mario grinned, “he’ll be working half the night.  This is turning out to be a bigger job 

than I thought.”   They took a last slug of beer then pulled off their shirts.   Eddie choked on his 

beer as he saw the muscular soldier and handsome Italian strip to the waist.   He almost came 

in his shorts again, but managed to hold back. 

 

The three of them worked side by side – very closely.    Hassan and Mario were digging so 

close to him and with such effort that they jostled him.   He felt their shoulders touching his, and 

when they worked behind him he felt bulging dicks bumping against his ass.   As they began to 

sweat he smelled the rancid odor of their armpits, and when they suddenly turned their faces 

toward him drops of their sweat flicked onto his face.    

 

It went on and on, and working between these two powerful, macho males sent the boy into 

sexual overdrive, seeing their muscles flex and hearing their animal grunts.  Then Hassan 

turned suddenly and his massive chest pressed against Eddie.   The boy found his face buried 

between the soldier’s pecs and he involuntarily licked the salty sweat tricking down the cleft.    

 

He looked up and saw the chiseled Arab/Asian features of the Marine, his stubbled chin and his 

back hair falling into his exotic, slanted eyes.    It was overload for the kid and as he felt the hard 
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pecs brush over his face he inhaled sharply, choked on the smell of man sweat …. and busted 

another load in his shorts.   

 

“Ah …. I’m sorry, sir …. I couldn’t stop it … I” 

 

“Shit damn,” Hassan chuckled as he pulled back and looked at the embarrassed boy.   “Take a 

look at this Mario.   See that jizz running down his leg again?   We’ve got ourselves one hell of a 

young gusher here.” 

 

“Yeah,” Mario laughed.  “And I get it.   I myself am – how you say – horny as a toad with all this 

work.”   He stroked the bulge in his jeans.    “Can we take a break so I can pull off a quick one?” 

 

“Sure we can,” Hassan grinned salaciously, “but you don’t have to beat your own meat.   What 

d’you think this here boy’s for?   Let’s get another beer.” 

 

Eddie watched open-mouthed as the laborers pulled out two more bottles and took a swig of 

beer, then leaned back against the wall of the terrace resting on their elbows with a bottle in one 

hand.    Eddie’s knees almost buckled as he looked at the two brawny, dirt streaked workers 

with huge bulges in their pants.  “Come here boy.” 

 

Eddie came close and the Marine put the neck of his bottle under his chin and pushed his face 

up.   “Now what you got here, punk, are two horny muscle-studs who need to get their rocks off.  

And one of the reasons you’re here is to service us.   Our crotches probably stink and we gotta 

take a piss but hey, this is the Marines and you take what we dish out. So on your knees, punk.” 

 

Eddie fell to his knees, quivering with excitement.    Hassan glanced at Mario with a devilish 

look in his eyes.   They both ripped open their pants, pulled out their iron-hard dicks and pointed 

them down at the boy.  For a moment nothing happened.   Then suddenly a jet of warm golden 

liquid slammed into his chest, then another from the other man.   Soon his whole body was 

awash in rancid piss streaming down on him, pouring down his chest and arms, soaking his torn 

shirt and his shorts.    

 

The torrent finally slowed to a couple of final spurts and the men shook the last drops of piss 

onto the boy’s face.   “OK, that’s better,” Hassan sighed with the relief of an empty bladder, but 

if you think that was just a piss hard-on we had, think again.    Look at these rods.”    Eddie 

could hardly miss the long cocks still pointing at his face and he knew what came next.    “We 

still gotta bust out loads, kid, so go for it. 

 

This was familiar territory for Eddie, the expert cocksucker from way back, and he eagerly 

leaned forward.  He pulled the soldier’s jockstrap down below his balls, licked the balls, then 

closed his mouth over them with clenched lips.   While he sucked on the balls he pulled back 

and stretched the scrotum.   
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“Fuckin’ hey, that hits the spot, boy.   OK, now the cock.”  He reached down with one hand and 

grabbed Eddie’s hair.   He pulled his face back off his balls then pulled it down on his cock, 

driving it slowly all the way down the boy’s throat.   He was impressed, as always, that Eddie 

didn’t choke as he swallowed the whole length of the long pole.  

 

Eddie tasted the last drops of piss running down his throat, then he breathed in sharply as his 

face got buried in the sweaty tangle of the Marine’s black pubic hair.  Hassan was right, it did 

stink, but that only spurred Eddie on to greater effort in the skill he knew best.  He clenched his 

throat muscles in quick succession and felt the cock pulsing.    

 

“Shit, that feels fucking awesome, kid.   Hey, Mario you gotta get a load of this.”   Mario grabbed 

Eddie’s hair, pulled his face off Hassan’s cock and shoved it hard onto his cock.   Eddie gave 

him the same expert treatment and the Italian sighed.   “Mamma mia … fantastico.   We must 

keep this boy, amico … chain him to the wall and fuck his mouth whenever we want to … how 

you say? … get our rocks off.” 

 

“Sounds good in any language, buddy … here, let me have him again.”   Eddie found himself a 

slave to both huge cocks pointing at him, being passed from one to the other in quick 

succession while the laborers leaned nonchalantly against the wall drinking beer.  Tears were 

running down the boy’s cheeks, mixing with the dirt and dried piss.  Hassan stared down at the 

dirt-smudged face of the eager young ragamuffin who looked so hot that the soldier ordered, 

“Make me cum, boy.  Suck that dick and make me bust a load … now!” 

 

Eddie breathed through his nose and plunged all the way down on the soldier’s dick until his 

wiry pubic hair was filling the boy’s mouth.   Then he clamped his lips hard round the base of his 

cock and pulled back in short jerks, teasing the Marine into a massive orgasm.   “Aaagh,” he 

yelled as his cock exploded in the boy’s mouth and poured hot jism down his throat.   Eddie 

gulped hard and still jerked backward, milking the cock of its pent up load. 

 

Mario was so turned on watching the Marine‘s body flex and shudder, that he felt his cum rising 

in his cock.   “Give him to me,” he gasped, yanking Eddie’s face off Hassan and thrusting it onto 

his own cock just in time as it blasted more semen down the boy’s throat.  Eddie swallowed 

frantically but, even so, cum oozed from his mouth and ran down his chin.  He felt his face 

pulled off Mario and he blinked as the final spurts of cum sprayed onto his face from both men. 

 

He gazed up at them and Hassan said, “Shit, that was an epic blow job.   You’re right, buddy, 

we gotta keep this kid around.”   Both men pushed their dripping dicks back in their pants and 

buttoned them up.   They picked up their bottles, leaned back against the wall and nonchalantly 

sipped beer, while Eddie gazed up at them, his face streaked with tears, dirt, cum and piss, the 

ground before him soaked with the cum of his latest orgasm.   He was in heaven. 

 

**************************** 
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“Holy shit, what the hell have you got there, guys?”   It was Lloyd who had just arrived with 

Steve, both of them shirtless in jeans holding spades over their shoulders.    “We’ve been 

watching you dig all afternoon and thought you could use some help.   But we weren’t expecting 

this.”   He looked down at the urchin boy with distaste. 

 

Steve’s professional antennae perked up, looking for signs of abuse, but the dazed smile on 

Eddie’s face and the gleam in his eye reassured him that Hassan’s boy was enjoying every 

minute of his ‘abuse’.  Steve and Lloyd stared down at the squalid boy on his knees, cum 

dripping out of his mouth and running down his chin, his face and body streaked with dirt and 

semen, his torn shirt and shorts clinging to his body soaked with what smelled like piss.  Hassan 

winked at them and they bought into the act. 

 

“He stinks,” Steve said, wrinkling his nose with disgust.   

 

“Yeah,” Hassan said.   “He’s just some runaway punk, I guess.   Mario found him trespassing so 

we put him to work digging the terrace here.  Me and Mario drank a lot of beer and needed to 

piss.  The boy was right there so we pissed all over him, and then we made him suck our dicks.   

He is one hell of a cocksucker, by the way.  I recommend it highly.   You two should try it.” 

 

“Later, man,” Steve smiled.   “Lloyd and I came down here to help you finish off this project.   

With four of us working together we should get it done in no time.” 

 

“Five of us, you mean,” Hassan grinned.  “The boy here has got some muscle on him so, 

raunchy as he looks, he can still dig.  Besides, he knows he has to do what he’s told, right boy?” 

 

“Yes, sir,” Eddie said briskly, aware that the stakes had doubled now as he gazed at four men 

instead of two, all of them handsome muscle-gods in their different ways, standing shirtless in 

pants and boots, leaning on their shovels, their muscles rippling in the afternoon sun.   It was all 

he could do to hold back yet another orgasm, but he didn’t want the indignity of cum running 

down his leg again, embarrassed by how squalid he already looked compared with these 

glorious men. 

 

So he went back to work, though it was hard to concentrate surrounded by the grunts and 

gleaming bodies of the four men digging alongside him.  But Steve had been right, the work 

went much faster now, and it was only half an hour later that Mario said, “Va bene, basta, 

signori.   That is enough.   We have cleared enough ground so I can work on the terrace later 

with landscaping ideas I have.” 

 

“Great, Hassan smiled.  Well, when you start work on it you’ll still have the kid here to help you 

– if we keep him around that long.   You can use him whenever you want and for as long as you 

want.  You hear that, boy.  You wanna stick around and work for my Italian buddy, here?” 

 

“Yes please, sir,” Eddie said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand to clear some of the 

dirt, sweat and dried cum.” 
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“So Steve, Lloyd,” Hassan said with a lascivious grin, “what d’ya think of our young sex slave 

here?   You horny after all that work?” 

 

“We sure are,” said Lloyd.   “Does the kid take it up the ass?” 

 

“Well if he didn’t before he does now,” Hassan laughed loudly.  “Just spit on your dicks first.   No 

dry fucking yet – not until we’ve broken him in.    OK, hands and knees boy.” 

 

Eddie fell on all fours, his ass pointing upward.   Lloyd knelt behind him and pulled down Eddie’s 

shorts.   “Holy shit, men, look at that gorgeous butt.   He ripped open his jeans, spat on his cock, 

held onto Eddie’s hips and pushed his cock inside.   Eddie jolted and winced, then looked up at 

the Marine standing in front of him, legs astride, arms folded across his bare chest.  

 

“That feel good, kid, with the architect’s dick in your ass?”     

 

“Yes, sir.   Thank you, sir.”    Lloyd fucked the boy’s ass gently at first but with increasing speed 

and force.   Eddie felt the long dick piston in his ass so hard the he was forced onto his stomach 

in the wet dirt.    He writhed in the mud for a while until Hassan, watching carefully, judged he 

had had enough and said, “Hey, doc, you wanna piece of the action here?” 

 

“I’ll blow a wad right here if I don’t,” Steve grinned and pulled Lloyd to his feet.   Using his boot 

he rolled Eddie over on his back, pulled the boy’s shorts off over his boots, and gazed down at 

him, naked except for his work boots and ripped T-shirt, his body and face matted with wet dirt.  

Steve unzipped his jeans and pulled out his long thick cock, the twin of Randy’s.  He was almost 

identical to his big brother in face and build, except that he was clean shaven and more refined.     

 

Eddie was at the peak of excitement as he watched the muscular doctor spit on his cock and 

stroke it.   He felt like a degraded sex slave being used by the four laborers … and he was 

turned on as never before.  He put his hands behind his knees and raised his legs, displaying 

his ass, still twitching from Lloyd’s pounding rod.   Steve said, “Hey, the young buck really wants 

it, guys … you got yourself a live one here.   You guys will be crazy if you don’t keep him all 

night, tie him to the bed and take turns fucking this gorgeous ass.   Let me see how it feels.” 

 

He dropped to his knees, grabbed Eddie’s boots, pushed his legs higher and eased his huge 

pole into his ass.   As he felt it slide down into the velvet heat Steve groaned, “Oh shit, guys, 

that’s incredible.   When you’ve finished ploughing him tonight you gotta loan him out to Lloyd 

and me so we can take him down to our basement and give him a working over. 

 

Eddie glimpsed his future, being incessantly fucked in the face and ass by these four horny 

bodybuilders, and he watched the handsome doctor’s flawless body rise and fall over him as the 

thick cock drove into his ass.   The combination of his imagination and the sight of the hunky 

Randy-look-alike pushed him over the edge again.   He grabbed his cock and with a few quick 

strokes brought himself to yet another climax of cum spraying over his chest and shredded shirt.  
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“Shit damn,” Steve said.   “The kid looks fucking awesome.   I gotta bust a load in him ….” 

 

“No wait,” Hassan said gruffly.   “You’re right, Steve, he looks amazing … an image too good to 

waste.   Stand up doc.   And you, boy – on your knees.” 

 

Eddie scrambled to his knees and Hassan grinned down at the filthy urchin at his feet.  “OK, 

punk, this is it.   Reach back and grab your ankles.”   Eddie leaned back, his arms straight, and 

gripped the back of his ankles like he was hogtied on his knees, his chest and face exposed 

upward.    

 

“Let’s get rid of this stinking rag.”    The Marine yanked at the boy’s torn, muddy T-shirt, wet with 

sweat, cum and piss, and ripped it clean off him.   “See that guys?   The kid’s got a hot young 

body under all that grime.   We gotta do it justice.” 

 

Steve was stroking his rock-hard cock and the other men followed suit, pulling their dicks out of 

their pants and sliding them in their fists.   Naked now, except for his muddy boots, the mud-

caked boy stared at the four men pounding their meat as they paced round him with salacious 

suggestions about what to do with him in the future.   He shuddered with excitement, mixed with 

fear as he realized how vulnerable he was, at the mercy of the men and their sexual appetites. 

 

“I gotta get another crack at that ass,” Lloyd said, “so damn hot.”   Mario laughed, “Yeah, well 

when you do that I’m gonna shove my dick down his throat.  Best young cocksucker in town.”    

 

Steve grabbed Eddie’s jaw with his free hand and twisted his face from side to side examining it.    

“You know, under all that dirt that is one good-looking young buck.   What would really turn me 

on is seeing that handsome face twisted in pain.   Think I’ll chain him to the wall in our cellar and 

whip him ‘til he begs to get fucked.” 

 

“OK, fellas,” Hassan grinned, “but I get to work on him first.   I claim ownership of the kid – he’s 

got the right stuff to be a Marine’s boy.   I’ll keep him chained up in my house for a while and 

show him how it feels to be worked over by a Marine.  But I tell ya, when he’s drained my cock 

I’ll rent him out to you – a sliding scale depending on what you wanna do to him.   Steve, if you 

and Lloyd wanna chain him up, whip his body and fuck his ass and face, that’ll cost you plenty.” 

 

Naked on his knees, his filthy naked body stinking of man juices, Eddie had never felt more 

humiliated – or more excited – hearing these musclehunks bargaining for him, pounding their 

rods as they described the sexual acts they would subject him to.   He stared up at them and 

focused on Hassan, knowing that the soldier would take the lead in what came next.  

 

“Don’t know about you, guys,” Hassan grinned, “but all this raunchy talk has got me stoked.   

Anyone else wanna bust his load?”   There was grunts of agreement all round and Eddie 

watched wide-eyed as they closed in on him.    The four shirtless men stood in a tight semi-
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circle round him and he was mesmerized by his close-up look at blue jeans and four huge cocks 

being pounded in four fists only inches from his face. 

 

Eddie gripped his boots behind him and instinctively pushed his chest higher in anticipation of 

what came next.   Hassan grabbed his hair, yanked his face back and stared down at him.   

“This is it, boy.   This is your life from now on.   OK, guys, let’s do it.” 

 

Eddie saw the fists move faster and felt a drop of pre-cum drop on his face, then another until 

suddenly a stream of cum smashed into his face, followed instantly by a second…and a third.   

“Come on guys,” Hassan shouted.  “Show the young punk what you got.” 

 

Instantly Eddie’s only awareness was of hot semen raining down on him.  He heard the ecstatic 

shouts above him … “Yeah … that’s it men … oh fuck … fuck … let him have it guys.”  Through 

a film of jism he saw the heads of cocks spurting rivers of man juice over him, on his face, in his 

hair, on his chest and abs and down over his own cock.   He opened his mouth and choked as it 

immediately filled with cum …. he was blinded by it, gagging on it as the deluge continued. 

 

Desperately he turned his face sideways but cum filled his ears so his vision and hearing were 

muted as if he were underwater, drowning in a sea of bitter-sweet semen.    These were hot, 

virile studs, macho laborers who, as they worked, had built up a head of steam that now 

exploded all over their young victim.   Eddie was dimly aware of the deep-throated shouts of 

raucous triumph, with a blurred vision of four rugged faces blazing down at him. 

 

He was swallowing hard, gulping down throatfuls of semen until he coughed it up so it streamed 

out of his mouth and down his chin.  Then he was yelling as his own cock erupted in a plume of 

cum that rose in the air and splashed down on his already cum-drenched chest.    

 

It seemed like an eternity trapped in this heavy downpour of semen … but gradually it abated 

until he felt only the last spurts of juice falling on him, then drops as the men shook their cocks 

dry.  Eddie’s coughing subsided into sobs as he eyes cleared and he saw the men still stroking 

their cocks, mesmerized by the sight of their own semen flowing down the naked body of the 

sobbing boy, oozing out his mouth and down his chin, his hair matted with dirt and cum. 

 

Eddie was eased by the sight of Hassan smiling down at him with obvious pride.   The Marine 

bent down, put his hands under his arms and lifted him up, then lay him gently down on his 

back.     With his boot he shoved one of his arms above his head and splayed his legs.   

 

“You wanna see something really epic, guys?   This here kid is a gusher like I’ve never seen.   

How many loads has he shot today?   Five?   Six?    The last time a few seconds ago.   Well get 

this … I can make him cum again.”   There were murmurs of disbelief but Hassan said, “Here, 

Steve, Lloyd, each of you put a boot on his thighs … lightly though.   Mario, you do the same on 

the hand that’s stretched above him.    Good, and I’ll do this.” 
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Hassan raised his foot and placed a boot squarely but gently on the boy’s slimy chest.    Eddie 

reflexively tried to move but realized he was trapped as he looked up at the four men 

surrounding him, pressing a boot on various parts of his body.   Most erotic of all was the 

muscular Marine with his boot firmly placed on his chest as a sign of victory and Eddie’s 

degradation.  The only limb he could still move was his right arm and he instinctively lowered his 

hand onto his semi-hard cock.   

 

Hassan smiled down at him and that was enough to make Eddie’s cock stiffen a little.   “Now, 

boy, I’m your master and I’m showing you off to my buddies.   They’re all watching so don’t let 

me down.   I know you just blew your wad after a lot of orgasms today, but you gotta do it one 

more time to prove you can do whatever you master orders.   Can you do that?” 

 

“Yes, sir,” Eddie said with a trace of a grin.   “Whatever you say, sir.”  

 

He began to stroke his cock, slowly at first as he looked from one man to the other, at their dirt-

streaked chests, at their legs and boots pressing on his body.   The boy was lying in the dirt at 

the mercy of the four raunchy laborers.   Finally he settled his eyes on the shirtless soldier, his 

muscles flexed and gleaming, his dark, chiseled face smiling down at him.  Eddie would do 

anything for the man he loved, even what he was ordered to do now. 

 

He was pounding his cock now, feeling it get hard.  He wanted Hassan to be proud of him in 

front of his buddies.   All he needed was the sexual impulse, the masturbatory image that would 

push him over the top.   And there it was, towering over him, his exotic slanted eyes urging him 

on.  Always, every time he looked at the gorgeous Marine, it made him want to cum so, even 

now, it wasn’t so hard.    

 

His cum-splashed urchin face broke into a wide grin and he said.   “I love you, sir.   This is for 

you, sir.   Aaah … aaah …. yes … yes….”   He pounded his rod, his body spasmed, and he 

stared triumphantly at the four men as juice burst from his cock and splashed down on his chest 

and on Hassan’s boot resting on it.     The four men lifted their boots off him and Eddie rolled 

over on his stomach.  He grabbed Hassan’s boot and dragged himself over the dirt toward it. 

 

He heard his master’s deep voice.  “That’s it, punk.   Clean the soldier’s boot.”   Voraciously 

Eddie licked it clean, then rested his head on it, wrapping his arms round his leg in a display of 

total submission.   The men all broke into cheers seeing the naked boy lying at the feet of the 

muscle-god Marine in an act of worship.  Hassan grinned at them, then reached down, picked 

Eddie up and pulled him into a bear hug, the boy’s feet not touching the ground.    

 

Steve and Lloyd looked at each other lustfully and Steve said to Hassan, “Man, that was fucking 

incredible, totally pornographic … a memory we’ll be beating off to for months.   But all that 

horny talk of our basement has got Lloyd and me really pumped so if you don’t mind we’re 

gonna excuse ourselves ‘cos we got stuff to do.   Tell you what though, we’ll be having dinner a 

couple of hours from now and we’d be honored to have you three join us.  Only,” he winced, 

“clean your boy up first, soldier.    He’s a fucking mess.” 
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Hassan laughed.  “Thanks for the invite Steve … we’ll be there.   And don’t worry, I’m about to 

take the kid up to the house and scrub him down.   You won’t recognize him.”   He changed his 

grip, turned the boy round and slung him over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift, wrapping his arm 

round his legs, his bare ass in the air.  Eddie’s head and arms hung over the soldier’s back. 

 

“Fucking awesome,” Lloyd said, watching the Marine climb up from the terrace carrying his 

naked, cum-splattered boy over his shoulder.    Steve was looking at Mario.  “Well what’re you 

waiting for big guy?   Go with them.   You’re one of them.” 

 

“You think so, sir?” 

 

“Absolutely, mi amico.   Listen, I’m the shrink and I’d stake my license on it.   You belong with 

Hassan and Eddie, no doubt in my mind.” 

 

Mario’s eyes sparkled.   “Thank you, doctor.   Thank you.”   And he ran up the hill after them. 

 

*********************************   

 

Hassan strode into the house, lowered Eddie onto his feet next to the shower and said, “Take 

those fucking boots off, boy.” 

 

Hassan was joined by Mario and together they watched Eddie bend over and unlace his boots, 

staring at his gorgeous ass thrust in the air.   “Hey, Mario old buddy, can you stay the night?   

We’ll sleep with the kid between us and take turns fucking that sweet ass.   How’s that sound?” 

 

“How can I resist an offer – and an ass – like that, capitano?   OK, let’s get clean.”   Eddie 

watched Mario pull off his boots, unbutton his jeans and let them fall.   He stepped out of them, 

naked except for his usual black European style briefs.   Hassan licked his lips as he grinned at 

him, then ripped open his fatigues and pulled them off over his boots.    

 

Eddie gasped as he saw the soldier stripped down to his khaki jock strap and his combat boots, 

his chest, arms and muscled thighs rippling in the subdued light of the room.  Eddie couldn’t 

help it – he didn’t even care – as his own cock rose to full mast.  Hassan turned to face Mario 

who breathed, “Magnifico” and ran the palms of his hands over Hassan’s bulging pecs. 

 

“Pretty spectacular yourself, signore,” Hassan grinned and pulled Mario toward him, wrapped 

his arms round him and kissed him.  His hands groped lower and cupped the Italian’s ass 

cheeks through his briefs.    “Man that ass is so fucking perfect.   It was great shoving my dick 

inside it earlier today.”    Mario reached down and grabbed the bulge in the soldier’s jock.   “Ah, 

the captain is hard again already.” 

 

Eddie watched the two beautiful men spellbound, but with a confused mix of exhilaration, envy 

and a growing fear that Mario had become such a turn-on for Hassan.   He was relieved when 
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Mario pulled away from Hassan and said, “Hey, you boy, come and help the captain get ready 

for his shower. 

 

Eddie knelt at his master’s feet and unlaced one boot while the Marine rested his other boot on 

his shoulder.   He pulled the boot off, did the same with the other, and all that was left was the 

jock.   He raised his head and stared at the thin, soiled fabric of the jock.   He buried his face in 

it and inhaled the rancid smell of piss and dry cum.   He sucked the balls into his mouth and 

soaked them with his saliva, reveling in the pungent taste of his master’s man juices. 

 

He reached round and felt the straps outlining the cheeks of the soldier’s ass, then grabbed the 

waistband and pulled the jock down over his cock and balls, gasping as the massive cock 

sprang out and hit him in the face.  He turned to Mario, pulled down his briefs, and in a few 

minutes the three men were in the shower together.   

 

Hassan licked the dried cum from Eddie’s face, kissed his lips lightly, then pushed him directly 

under the shower head, watching the athletic young body emerge from under the filth as it 

washed away.   “Beautiful,” Hassan smiled, then pulled his boy into a full-throated kiss, 

breathing in the air that Eddie exhaled.   

 

Eddie closed his eyes, felt the lips pull off, to be replaced by another mouth, Mario’s, his tongue 

pushing into him.    When Mario had finished Eddie found himself staring through water at the 

powerfully built soldier and beautiful Italian.   Instinctively he grabbed two sponges, soaped 

them up and rubbed them lovingly over the men’s necks, shoulders and chests. 

 

When they were covered in suds Eddie dropped the sponges and used his hands instead.   He 

dropped to his knees and pushed his soapy hands in their groins, round their asses, and then 

soaped up the balls and cocks, pulling back the foreskin and licking the heads.  He ran his 

hands over their thighs and down to their feet. 

 

Hassan grinned at Mario and they looked down at the good-looking young jock kneeling at their 

feet.   Hassan pulled him up onto is feet and he found himself being hugged by both men, their 

bodies sliding together until all the soap finally rinsed away. 

 

A few minutes later they emerged from the shower and Eddie grabbed a large towel and 

tenderly wiped their bodies dry, then his own.    They all wrapped towels round their waists and 

Mario said cheerily, “Wine … after all that work we need a reward.”   He went to the kitchen and 

came back brandishing a bottle of white wine.   “A nice Pinot Grigio,” he smiled. 

 

“Not from your neck of the woods though, I think,” Hassan said.   “As I recall that’s grown in 

Northern Italy, way north of Tuscany.” 

 

“You are correct, amico ….” And there followed a lively discussion about grapes grown in the 

various wine-making regions of Mario’s country.    Eddie lapsed into an uncomfortable silence, 

finding it hard to follow the conversation and let alone contribute to it.  These two guys shared a 
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level of sophistication that was way out of the boy’s league and he suddenly felt inadequate as 

Hassan’s boy, despite the great sex they had all enjoyed earlier. 

 

“Signori,” Mario announced, “I will go to the kitchen and put together some antipasti to go with 

the wine.    Eddie frowned and Hassan whispered, “Appetizers, kiddo.”    “Thank you, sir,” Eddie 

said, feeling sheepish that he didn’t know the word Mario had used.   It only emphasized the 

degree to which Hassan and Mario understood each other in a way Eddie could not. 

 

When Mario had disappeared into the kitchen Hassan said, “Hey, kiddo, come and sit here.”  

Eddie sat in a straight-backed chair and Hassan sat on the edge of the bed facing him.   Hassan 

reached forward and grasped his hands and a shiver of fear ran through the boy as he braced 

himself for bad news.   Was Mario going to replace him? 

 

It sure seemed like it when Hassan said, “Eddie, you must have seen how well Mario and I 

communicate and how much we like each other.  And before you arrived today we had terrific 

sex.   So I wanted to run something by you.”   Eddie’s eyes started to brim with tears.  “How 

would you feel if we spent more time with Mario?” 

 

“Does that mean Mario will take my place, sir … like I won’t be your boy anymore?   I mean, he 

knows all the stuff you know, like wines and stuff.   I’m clueless about that shit except that too 

much wine makes me tipsy, and I prefer beer anyway.   I mean, I’m just a kid from the wrong 

side of the tracks and you and Mario are … sirfisticuff … like, sirfistercate…” 

 

“Sophisticated,” Hassan laughed and kissed Eddie on the cheek.   “Hey, kiddo, where’s all this 

coming from?  Don’t you know by now that I love you like crazy?   I mean, all that wild stuff we 

did on the terrace just now, you were sensational.” 

 

“Yeah, like, I’m a great cocksucker with a cute ass.” 

 

“If that’s all you think of yourself, kid, you’re way off base.  I love everything about you, you’re 

perfect as my boy …” he grinned … “even if you can’t pronounce sophisticated.”   Eddie grinned 

back and Hassan squeezed his hands.   “When you became my boy I promised you would 

always belong to me – my number one – and I keep my word.   I’m a Marine – Semper Fi and 

all that.    

 

“But listen, Eddie, I won’t pursue this thing with Mario if it makes you uncomfortable, except I 

think it might be fun, the three of us together – kind of add more layers to our relationship.  You 

say you don’t know a lot of stuff but I want you to learn new things, broaden your mind, and 

Mario is just the guy to teach you.   You like him, don’t you?” 

 

“Sure I do, sir.   He’s always real nice to me and besides,” he grinned again, “he’s smoking hot 

as well as … so-phisti-cated.  See, I’m learning already.”   Hassan laughed and ruffled his hair.   

Eddie frowned, “It’s a great idea, sir, but I’d have to run it by my friend Brandon.   See, him and 
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Mario were always best friends. ‘Course, Brandon’s Pete’s boy now, but still, like, I wanna make 

sure there’s no hard feelings and stuff.”  

 

“See, that’s another thing I love about you, kid – your loyalty to your buddies.   Hell, you’d make 

a good Marine – Semper Fi?” 

 

“Semper Fi, captain,” and Eddie saluted – back to his old cheerful self and his mischievous grin.  

 

“OK, here comes Mario, but in a while we’ll give it a test run.  You’ll see.” 

 

The Italian, looking gorgeous wearing only a towel and a big smile, came in with a big tray of 

appetizers that he set down on the bed.   He sat beside Hassan on the bed, both of them facing 

Eddie in his wooden chair.  He noticed a bottle of beer on the tray that he grabbed with relief.  

Mario had been thinking of him. 

 

Suddenly Eddie felt a warm rush of affection being projected at him by the two gorgeous men.   

If this was how it was to be from now on he was all for it.   He was secure now in Hassan’s love 

for him and knew for sure he was safe and protected.   Adding Mario to the mix raised things to 

a new level of exciting possibilities, as he was soon to find out.    But what did Hassan mean by 

a ‘test run’?    He was about to find that out too. 

 

As they munched on the antipasti and knocked back the wine and beer they loosened up and 

Hassan and Mario were soon talking intimately.   In fact they quickly got onto the subject of sex 

and, like the red-blooded males they were, it became competitive, two buddies challenging each 

other.  “Sure,” Mario said, “you ended up pounding my ass but remember how you sat on my 

dick.   Well, there’s more where that came from.   Even a big stud Marine can get ploughed.”  

 

“Oh you think so, eh?   I know you Italian guys have a reputation as sex gods but you’re no 

match for the Marines.” 

 

“Oh no?”  Mario jumped to his feet.  “You talk big, but how about putting your ass where your 

mouth is.”   He held his arms out to the side and wagged his fingers toward himself.   “Let’s see 

what you got, soldier.”    Hassan moved the tray off the bed, threw himself at Mario and in 

seconds they were rolling over the bed, locked in each other’s arms.    

 

Their towels quickly fell off and Eddie gazed in amazement at the two naked wrestlers grappling 

together on the bed in a tangle of straining muscles, with guttural animal noises and shouted 

obscenities.   It was like the best porn movie the boy had ever seen and his cock stood up like a 

tent pole under his towel.   With his eyes focused avidly on the writhing bodies his hands flew 

down to his towel.   He ripped it off, grabbed his cock and began pounding it in his fist. 

 

He would have cum but Hassan suddenly yelled, “Hey, time out buddy, you see what I see?” 
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They paused, breathing hard, and Mario said, “Sure do.   We can’t let the boy cum like that.   

How do we stop him?” 

 

“Easy,” Hassan grinned and reached under the bed.   He pulled out two lengths of rope and 

expertly tied Eddie’s wrists to the arms of the chair.   “Sir,” the boy pleaded, “I only wanted to 

touch my cock, sir.   You both look so sexy that ….” 

 

“Silence, boy!   This is between the Italian and me.  I tied you up so all you can do now is watch.  

And don’t you dare blow your wad.”   He turned to Mario and said, “OK, stud, where were we?”    

 

Immediately they were locked together, wrestling for the advantage.   Hassan, the stronger of 

the two, had Mario in submission holds several times but the flexible Italian managed to twist 

out of them each time.    Eddie knew his master would win and couldn’t wait for Mario to submit 

and take the Marine’s huge dick up his ass.   All their talk of Hassan fucking Mario had kicked 

Eddie’s fantasy into high gear … and now he was actually going to see it. 

 

Hassan was preening now, so confident that his next move would seal the deal.   But 

overconfidence made him careless and Mario, seeing an opening, flipped him on his stomach, 

grabbed a wrist and twisted one arm up behind his back in a brutal single hammerlock.  He 

applied it perfectly, jerking it up higher and higher, making the Marine scream and pound his 

free hand on the bed.    

 

Eddie was shocked at the turn of events and watched horrified as his master threw his head 

back, his face twisted in pain.   But, stunned as he was, Eddie felt his cock shudder and he 

pulled at his ropes desperate to free himself, not so much to help his master as to touch his own 

cock and release the head of semen that was building up in it.  

 

“OK, soldier, you had enough?   You know even a Marine can’t take this.  You gotta submit.” 

 

“Go fuck yourself,” Hassan growled, which only made Mario increase the pressure until the pain 

in Hassan’s shoulder and arm became unbearable.   “OK, OK, enough,” he screamed.   “I 

submit … I submit.” 

 

Eddie could hardly believe his ears or eyes as Mario released the hold and the rugged Marine 

slumped on the bed, shuddering in humiliating defeat.  Mario gloated, “OK, soldier, you’re 

beaten and I can do whatever I want to you – and we all know what that is.”   He reached down 

to Hassan’s waist and pulled it up so he was on hands and knees facing away from him, his ass 

helplessly exposed, his agonized face only a few feet from his boy sitting bound by the bed. 

 

Mario reached to a jar of lube on the bedside table and greased up his cock.   Then he grabbed 

the Marine’s hips, pulled his ass towards him and pressed the head of his cock against his hole.   

“Here it comes, soldier.   You lost … you pay the price.” 
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“Aaagh!!”   The Marine’s body shuddered, his face flew back, his black hair flying, his sculpted 

features contorted in a howl as the Italian cock plunged deep in his ass.   Mario didn’t hold back.   

He rammed his cock into the Marine’s ass again and again with increasing force. 

 

Eddie looked at his master on all fours, his magnificent body flexing to withstand the onslaught, 

his face thrashing from side to side.   Just once he briefly caught Eddie’s eye, and in that 

fleeting look Eddie understood.   He had known that Hassan could beat any man in a fight, 

certainly a refined young man like Mario, but he had submitted.   

 

Eddie was puzzled at first … but now he knew.   His master was doing this for him, to show him 

what it would be like with Mario joining them.   This was the test run he had mentioned.   And 

what he had said about more layers in their relationship …. he was dead right.   The boy was 

feeling layers of different sensations – starting with the fear and exhilaration of watching the big 

Marine submit and get his ass hammered.  He had always known Hassan as the ultimate top 

man and it was a huge turn-on to watch the muscle-god get fucked. 

 

Then there was the dazzling sight of Mario, the beautiful young Italian, his flawless muscles 

rippling as he rose and fell on the soldier’s ass.   But above all he felt intense love for Hassan, 

and for Mario, playing out this homoerotic scene for him.  He wanted it to last, then realized that 

it would, that Hassan would always be there to protect him and Mario to teach him.   He would 

be loved by them both, and they would both use him for their sexual release. 

 

But still he was nervous about the pounding his master was taking, especially when Mario said, 

“You can’t take much more, captain.   Let’s see you on your belly.”   One savage plunge of his 

cock sent the Marine down, sprawling forward flat on the bed, his head jerking down, inches 

from Eddie’s crotch as he sat struggling before him. 

 

Eddie gasped in disbelief, his cock reared up hard as steel … and the soldier lowered his mouth 

over it, letting his face fall into the boy’s pubic hair, taking the whole cock deep down his throat.  

As the Italian’s cock pistoned in his ass Hassan began ferociously to suck Eddie’s cock, timing 

the thrusts of his head to the thrusts of Mario’s cock in his ass. 

 

Eddie was driven crazy watching his master get spit roasted by Mario and himself.   This was 

something he had never felt, something even his vivid fantasies could never have imagined.   

Mario was smiling at him now.   “That’s it, buddy.   Let’s make it good for our captain.   We both 

love your master …. so let’s show him how much.   You ready, amico?” 

 

“I… I can’t hold back …. It feels so …. Aaagh!”   Eddie’s cock exploded in the soldier’s mouth 

just as Mario howled and shot a massive load of cum in his ass.    Hassan swallowed hard and 

his butt thrust up to make the cock go even deeper.   Semen poured into his mouth and ass and 

tears streamed from his eyes until at last the cocks ran dry and pulled out of him.    

 

Hassan rolled onto his back, Mario quickly untied Eddie and they both fell on his cock, licking it, 

kissing it, until it shuddered and spouted up a long ribbon of cum that splashed down on both 
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their faces.   They collapsed on the bed on either side of Hassan laughing uncontrollably, with 

the exquisite joy of discovering something brand new.    

 

Hassan wrapped his arms round them both and said, “How was that for a test run, guys?   

Pretty damn hot, eh?   Now we gotta take another shower and put on some decent clothes for 

our dinner with Steve and Lloyd up at the house.  And after that we come back and sleep 

together, and tonight it won’t be my ass up for grabs, or Mario’s.   It’s gonna be yours kiddo.  

That OK with you two? 

 

“Aye-aye, captain,” they said in unison and ran for the shower. 

 

********************************** 

 

The next morning Eddie and Mario went back to work with the crew at the bungalow where 

demolition had ended and construction was about to begin.   But before work started all the 

boys, Nate included, were summoned by Darius who insisted that Eddie ‘spill the beans’ about 

his adventures the day before.   

 

It was such a hot story that Darius filmed the eager Eddie breathlessly spilling out words like 

bullets from a machine gun, tripping over himself as he gave a blow-by-blow account, 

accompanied by the other boys’ awestruck reactions … “no way, dude” …. “you’re kidding ….”  

 

He ended by throwing his arm over Mario’s shoulder and said, “Yeah, and me and Mario are 

gonna spend the weekend with Hassan at Steve and Lloyd’s house.   Doc Steve, him being a 

shrink and all, says he wants to make sure everything’s … copostatic … with us.” 

 

“Copacetic,” Mario corrected him gently. 

 

“Yeah, like I said, hunky-dory.”    

 

Eddie grinned at Brandon, pulled him and his wheelchair aside, and explained the situation with 

Mario to make sure Brandon was OK with it.    “Sure, dude,” Brandon said.   “Tell you the truth, I 

was feeling a bit guilty about Mario.   I mean, him and me were such good buddies and I kinda 

neglected him after I became Pete’s boy.   He’s gonna have a great time with you and that 

hunky Marine.   But you’re still gonna be one of the three amigos with me and Ben, eh?” 

 

“’Course I am, dude.”   He held up his hand … “Semper Fi.” 

 

Brandon high-fived him repeating “Semper Fi” without quite knowing what it meant – only that 

Eddie’s sparkling eyes meant it had to be good. 

 

At that point Randy called Pablo and Darius into a meeting he was having with Zack and Pete in 

Brandon’s apartment next door.   They all sat round the small living room and Randy said to the 
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boys, “Guys, you and your crew are working so damn hard on that house I want us all to take a 

time-out this weekend.     

 

“Now you know I’m gonna test drive those two new Harleys I’m thinking of buying, which means 

we’ll have four for the weekend.   So how about we spend a couple of days on a bike run?   I 

would take Pablo, of course, Zack will have Darius, and Mark could bring Jamie – give Jamie 

and you, Pablo, a chance to prove you really have called a truce and are best buds now. 

 

He looked at Pete.  “I know you enjoy getting into leather and taking out one of the Harleys for a 

spin, Pete.   So, what are the chances of you bringing Brandon?    Think he’d be safe riding 

behind you?” 

 

“You know, Randy, I’ve been thinking for a long time that I’d like to do that,” Pete said.  “I want 

Brandon to have all the same experiences as the other boys but …. well … I did some checking 

and the bike would need a few modifications so he and his wheelchair could come with us.” 

 

‘Damn right he’s coming with us,” Pablo said decisively.   “We’re not gonna leave Brandon 

behind.   Think how that would make him feel.   Hell, that’s what I do for a living, fix machines, 

so Darius and me could sure as hell make the bike safe for the kid, what d’ya say dude? 

 

“No question about it,” Darius grinned.   “It would be great for Brandon to go on a trip with the 

three senior boys.   So that’s settled.” 

 

Randy and Zack beamed with pride at their boys and their determination and concern for 

Brandon.   “So that’s it I guess, men,” Randy grinned.   “You heard what my chief mechanic said 

– it’s settled.   By the way, I did mention this to Bob and he said he’d prefer to stay home and 

catch up on some work on the books.   He’s gonna invite Jason and Ben, Adam and Nate to 

spend the weekend with him and the twins.   Says he don’t see enough of them.” 

 

“Hm,” Zack said, “so it looks like the tribe will split into three for a couple a days – Hassan, 

Eddie and Mario at Steve and Lloyd’s – Bob, the Aussie, the fireman and their boys in domestic 

bliss at the house – and that leaves us eight bikers on the road.   More stories for the archives, 

Darius.  Get your camera ready. 

 

“Right,” Randy growled, suddenly all business.   “Now you two boys get your asses in gear and 

get back to work. And don’t take any crap from the ‘three amigos’ as those kids call themselves.  

No fucking around – and I mean no fucking at all.” 

 

“Trust us, sir,” Pablo said.   “We’ll keep them in line.” 

 

As they headed out Randy called after them, “We’re real proud of you boys – real proud.” 

 

#            #            # 
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Chapter 256 – “Four Bikers & Their Boys” 

 
And so the boys worked hard on the renovations of the bungalow and, as the week wore on, the 

excitement mounted for the upcoming weekend ‘time-out’ as Randy called it.   The ‘three 

amigos’, Eddie, Ben and Brandon, would be spilt up, each of them going with a different one of 

the three groups, but they didn’t mind.    

 

Ben was real stoked about the prospect of spending the whole time with his master – the 

gorgeous fireman, Jason – showing him off at Bob’s house with the twins and the two Aussies 

from next door, Adam and Nate.   The gym jocks Jason and Adam were close buddies but 

always a bit competitive in their workout routines and, it had to be said, in their physical vanity.  

But Bob would be there to referee. 

 

Eddie, as he had said, looked forward to a weekend with Hassan and Mario at the house of 

Doctor Steve and his architect lover Lloyd.   The boy’s cock, as always, got hard thinking about 

being the junior boy surrounded by four majorly hot studs – as he had been when the cloudburst 

of cum poured down on him. 

 

And Brandon was excited, though a bit nervous, about his participation in the eight-man 

motorcycle run, for which preparations were in full swing.  Pablo and Darius were working 

eagerly on the modification to one of the Harleys so Brandon could ride behind Pete.   

 

A couple of days before the group took off, the two mechanics proudly presented the bike to 

Pete and Brandon.  They had fitted a high backrest behind the passenger seat with a strap 

attached to it, plus a rack on the back of the bike with clamps to hold the folded wheelchair.  

Pete thanked them warmly and Brandon was moved by their affection for him.  But he was still a 

bit nervous as he had never ridden on the back of a motorcycle before, and this big Harley was 

kind of scary.    

 

So they decided on a test run to make the ride less intimidating.  Pete picked Brandon up out of 

his wheelchair and placed him gently on the back seat of the bike.   “Feel comfortable?” Pete 

asked.   Brandon wriggled on the seat, leaned against the backrest and said, “Yeah, real good 

thank you, sir.   But I’ll feel even better with a man to hold onto – such as you, sir.” 

 

“What d’ya mean, ‘such as me’?    You know damn well it’s gonna be me, kiddo.  Master up 

front – boy behind.   Here, strap yourself in.”   The strap was attached to the backrest and it was 

easy for Brandon to pull the two ends round his waist and buckle up.  Pete smiled approvingly, 

threw his leg over the front seat and kick-started the bike.   He was wearing jeans and a thin T-

shirt, so when Brandon wrapped his arms round him he felt the razor-sharp abs rippling under it. 

 

“Feel OK, kid?” 

 

“More than OK, sir.   Feels so good it gives me a boner.” 
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“No problem,” Pablo laughed, “we took that into consideration when we fitted the backrest – far 

enough back to accommodate boy plus boner.   We figured that holding onto the Ranger you’d 

have a more-or-less permanent hard-on so we allowed for that.   See, we custom fit accessories 

to fit the client’s needs, boners included.   Here’s the helmet we got you.  Has to be a snug fit.” 

 

It fit perfectly and the boys grinned at Brandon who looked especially cute blinking behind his 

black rimmed glasses under his black helmet.   The other three put on their helmets (Randy 

insisted on helmets at all times, even for a short run like this) and Darius said, “Come on, Pablo, 

let’s ride with them so we can see if it all works like it’s s’posed to.” 

 

He got on the other Harley with Pablo behind him and they rode beside Pete’s bike as they went 

slowly down the hill.  The boys felt good that Brandon looked happy and comfortable and soon 

got used to the new sensation of holding onto his master with a bike throbbing beneath them.   

He felt so confident that he slid his hand up to Pete’s chest and rubbed his thumbs against his 

nipples under the thin cotton. 

 

“Hey, no fooling around, boy,” Pete said strictly.   “Safety first, you know that.” 

 

“Sorry sir,” Brandon said and replaced his arms round his waist.   He grinned over at the two 

boys and raised his eyebrows mischievously, to be greeted by frowns of mock disapproval.    To 

make the test feel real Pete even rode onto the Pasadena Freeway for a few miles, letting 

Brandon get used to freeway speeds. 

 

“Well, that worked a treat,” said Pablo when they got back to the house and Brandon was back 

in his wheelchair.   Pete agreed.   “That work for you, Brandon?   Think you can hold onto me 

like that for a couple of hours?” 

 

Brandon grinned, “Sir, I can hold on to you all day – and all night.  But just the feel of you and 

the throbbing of the bike might make me shoot my wad a few times.” 

 

“Just as long as you got some jizz left for when I fuck that sweet ass of yours, kiddo.” 

 

**********************************  

 

The Saturday morning of the tribe’s division into three groups inevitably brought a noisy buzz of 

exaggerated farewells among the boys as if they were leaving forever.   Most of their over-the-

top exuberance centered on Brandon who was already sitting astride the passenger seat of 

Pete’s bike, blinking excitedly behind his glasses.  Pete had bought him a pair of black leather 

pants and he was wearing boots and a black T-shirt.    

 

“Dude, that looks seriously hot,” Eddie said as he and Ben checked him out, making sure the 

strap was snug around his waist.   The ‘three amigos’ always took care of each other.  Pablo 

and Darius were strapping Brandon’s wheelchair on the rack at the back and Jamie was helping 
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Mark load the gear onto the other three bikes.   The twins had brought out packets of food that 

should keep them going all weekend.    

 

Randy and Zack were checking out the two brand new Harleys whose trial run was the 

ostensible reason for the trip.  The men had decided that they would go up to the wild area of 

rugged canyons, woods and streams that the Marines sometimes used for maneuvers.  Hassan 

had taken Zack up there some time ago and the memory of their sexual combat there still gave 

them hard-ons when they thought about it. 

 

“So you remember the way up there?” Hassan said to Zack.   

 

“Soldier, I remember every detail of that trip,” Zack grinned.   “You and me should do it again 

sometime – a sort of grudge match – let you get even.”     

 

“Any time, stud,” Hassan said he had checked with his Marine command and reassured Zack 

that no Marines would be using it this weekend.   “So you’ll have the place all to yourselves – for 

better or worse,” he smiled, rubbing his ass, recalling how Zack’s dick had pounded it. 

 

So finally the convoy was ready to move.   Zack and Darius were both dressed identically – 

shirtless in leather pants and boots.   Randy wore jeans, boots and an old work tank-top that the 

houseboy Nate had done his best to wash, leaving it still stained but at least not stinking of 

sweat and cum.   Mark wore jeans and the black ribbed tank-top that he knew was Jamie’s 

favorite.   Jamie and Pablo wore jeans and old, loose T-shirts.   

 

Pete looked spectacular and drew gasps from the boys, wearing leather pants like his boy, and 

a black leather vest that hung open, exposing the hard slabs of his pecs and his ripped abs.   As 

the Ranger swung his leg over the bike in front of Brandon, Brandon looked cockily at the other 

boys and flamboyantly put on his helmet and pulled the straps tight under his chin.  Then he 

wrapped his arms round the Rangers naked waist. 

 

“I want a feel of that when you get back, dude,” Eddie laughed.   Hassan clamped his hand over 

his boy’s mouth and growled, “You’re mine, kid, and don’t you forget it.” 

 

Final goodbyes were said, including Randy and Bob who said, “Take care of them, buddy.” 

 

“Don’t I always take care of my family?” Randy grinned.   “And the minute I get back I’m gonna 

take care of you, big guy.   You better be ready.” 

 

“Always, you know that – naked and willing.”   They fell into each other’s arms and kissed 

voraciously while everyone waited on their bikes with the engines running. 

 

“Hey, stud,” Mark yelled.   “If you can ever stop mouth-fucking your man there let’s get this show 

on the road.”  Randy whispered to Bob, “And I’ll take care of Mark too.  I’ll fuck him for you.” 
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He swung his leg over his bike and kick-started it.   They all put on their helmets and they were 

off, with Randy and Zack riding side my side in the lead with Pablo and Darius, and Mark and 

Pete behind them, with Jamie keeping an eye on Brandon.  The boys who were left behind 

cheered and the twins slid their arms round Bob’s waist seeing tears in his eyes. 

 

“Right,” Hassan said to Eddie, “in my jeep, kiddo.   Steve and Lloyd are waiting breakfast for us 

up on Mulholland.”   He smiled at Bob.  “Have fun down here.   Hell, how can you avoid it with 

the Aussie and the fireman and their boys?    I’d look in on you but me and Eddie will be tied up 

with Steve and Lloyd all weekend – I speak metaphorically.” 

 

“Sure you do,” Bob teased.  “I’ve seen their basement, you know.   Go on, take your hot young 

gusher and get out of here.” 

 

As the jeep sped away Bob turned to the twins.  ‘OK, boys, Jason and Ben, and Adam and Nate 

will be here soon for brunch, so I’ll give you a hand in the kitchen.   Do you know what you’ll be 

cooking?”     

 

“Duh!” Kevin said cheekily, while Kyle looked at Bob in mock horror.  “Oh no!   No one said we 

gotta cook,” – adding in his best Butterfly McQueen high-pitched voice, “Massa, we don’t know 

nothin’ ‘bout doin’ no cookin’. 

 

“Well you better learns fast, boys,” Bob grinned.  “Come on, I’ll show you how it’s done.   It’s 

easy when you know how.”   He threw his arms over their shoulders and led them to the kitchen. 

 

********************************  

 

Out on the highway it wasn’t long before Randy set the pace of the ride – not as fast as he 

usually rode out of consideration for the guys following him.   Occasionally he and Zack opened 

up the new Harleys to test them at top speed, much to the delight of Pablo and Darius, but they 

soon dropped back to let the others catch up.    

 

Behind them Jamie was keeping a watchful eye on Brandon, and Pete looked back at him often 

and shouted, “Doing OK, kid?”    They needn’t have worried because Brandon was having a 

blast – turned on as much by the speed as by the feel of the Rangers bare skin and washboard 

abs as he gripped his arms tightly round him.  The thrill was second only to the feel of Pete’s 

arms round him when they slept at night. 

 

After a couple of hours they swung off the freeway and began the ascent into the canyon along 

the narrow winding road, where they had to ride in single file with Zack taking the lead as he 

knew the spot where he and Hassan had stopped before, the site of their wild sex contest. 

Eventually Zack led them off the road and onto a winding dirt trail that ended at the stream. 

 

It was a clearing in the trees where a small waterfall made the stream widen into a deep pool, 

even bigger than usual thanks to a recent series of rain storms, an unusual occurrence in sun 



3573 
 

parched Southern California.    They circled the bikes round the clearing and quickly unloaded 

their gear – ground sheets, blankets, the copious amounts of food and drink the twins had 

packed, and two small hibachis in case they wanted to heat anything up.  Plus, of course, 

Brandon’s wheelchair. 

 

For a moment they all stood around in excited anticipation until, as always, Randy took the lead.   

It was clear that there was lust in his eyes as he looked at Mark.   It wasn’t so long since the 

always combative construction boss and the authoritative cop had finally buried the hatchet, 

admitted their love for each other and become a threesome with Bob.   Ever since then, 

whenever they were together the lust they had so long denied rose to the surface. 

 

Now Randy stripped off his tank top and said to Mark, “Hey, officer, I’m gonna wash off the 

grime of the road.   Wanna join me in the shower?”   He nodded toward the waterfall.   Pablo 

and Jamie, who had also recently patched up their quarrel (always mirroring their masters) took 

their cue from Randy and Mark.   “Wanna explore further upstream, dude?” 

 

Jamie jumped at the chance.   “Sure thing – let’s grab a couple of beers.” 

 

When they had gone Darius grinned at Brandon and said facetiously, “I thought they’d never 

leave – gives us a chance to get better acquainted, eh, dude?   The path’s mighty rough here so 

I’ll push, OK?”     Brandon usually liked to preserve his independence but the prospect of being 

pushed in his wheelchair by the handsome black leather-boy was kinda hot …. he had always 

admired Darius, usually from afar.     So they took off. 

 

“Looks like our boys have deserted us, Ranger,” Zack said.    “And these two,” he nodded at 

Randy and Mark watching each other strip naked, “clearly have eyes only for each other.   Much 

as I’d like to watch, we don’t wanna cramp their style, eh?    Tell you what, though … that time I 

was here with Hassan he showed me a place those boys will never find.   It’s kinda special.   

Great place to kick back with a good buddy and a six-pack.”  He picked up the beer and the two 

leathermen, shirtless in black leather pants and boots strode off.  

 

The hawks wheeling noisily high overhead had literally a birds-eye view of the four couples as 

they went their separate ways – Randy and Mark in the pool; their boys Pablo and Jamie 

exploring upstream; Darius pushing an excited Brandon along the stony path; and the two 

leathermen, Zack and Pete, headed for Zack’s ‘special place’. 

 

The birds watched them all disperse and squealed to each other in apparent confusion over 

which couple to follow.   Then they made their choice … and swooped after Pablo and Jamie. 

 

Hawks have a unique talent for detecting heat on the ground. 

 

*******************************  
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The birds made the right choice.   There was a lot of heat between Pablo and Jamie though 

neither boy would acknowledge it to himself, let alone admit it to the other.   “Shit, those fucking 

birds are making a racket,” Pablo said. 

 

“Damn right …. they seem all worked up over something.  You think they’re following us?” 

 

Pablo laughed.   “If they are maybe we should give them something to feast their eyes on … just 

kidding.” 

 

Was he?  Deep down they both had a sense that he wasn’t joking but they suppressed the 

thought, even though their cocks stirred in their jeans.    As they followed the stream and 

climbed higher it became more rocky and they realized that the water ran downhill over a 

succession of small rocky waterfalls.   Far below them they knew that Randy and Mark were 

alone together showering under a waterfall – and probably more besides – and the boys always 

instinctively acted in parallel with their masters. 

 

By now they were both sweating under the fierce heat of the noon sun and Pablo said, “Shit, 

dude, I’m fucking soaked.   How about we stop for a beer – this looks like just the spot.”    

 

It was almost a twin of where their masters were – a small waterfall splashing over the rocks 

and ending in a shallow pool before the stream continued downhill.    They pulled off their 

sweaty T-shirts and kicked off their boots.   Then, in an attack of modesty, they half turned their 

backs to each other and dropped their jeans and shorts, glancing surreptitiously at each other 

over their shoulders. 

 

Naked, they waded into the pool and sat on the rocks, letting the water splash on their backs.     

“Feels great, eh dude?” said Jamie, still not making eye contact.   The modesty now came from 

the sensation in his cock that, with an apparent mind of its own, grew stiffer as they sat side by 

side, their shoulders touching.   He twisted his hips hoping Pablo would not notice.  He was 

unaware that Pablo was having the same problem, and with the same reticence. 

 

It was only recently that they had healed the breach between them – a wide breach following a 

long period of animosity caused by their co-equal status as senior boys and Pablo’s insecurity 

that he might be dethroned as the ‘boss’s boy’.   As in most things, it mirrored the antagonism 

between their masters, which had ended when the gypsy boss and the cop admitted that they 

had always lusted for each other.   Hence their wanting to be alone with each other now.  

 

But so far, the budding friendship between the boys had merely taken the form of an initial 

handshake and a hug, followed by the manly comradeship of two regular buddies.  Any sexual 

dalliances they may have had in the past they chalked up to adolescent boyhood.  Now they 

saw themselves as macho jocks, two of the senior boys, living up to their masters’ image of 

rugged masculinity (ignoring the fact that those masters were probably fucking right now). 
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So it would have been as unthinkable to admit to any sexual desire between them as it would 

with any two regular jocks in a locker room. They were just two good buddies, right?   Which 

explained their current inhibitions. 

 

Those inhibitions, and a stiff cock, caused Pablo to say, “I’m gonna soak in the pool, bro, and 

really cool off.”   He slid off the rocks and crouched down so he was neck deep in water, his 

boner safely hidden.   For the same reason Jamie quickly followed him, but as he climbed down 

off the rocks his foot slipped on a lower one and he fell head first into the pool.    

 

Completely off balance he tumbled on top of Pablo and they both submerged.  They broke the 

surface supporting each other, their faces streaming with water, lips inches apart, eyes gazing 

at each other through a film of water.   For a second their lips almost touched, then Jamie 

sprang back and sputtered, “Sorry, man, my foot slipped.  Lucky you were there to catch me, I 

could have hit my head on a rock.”  His attempt at normalcy was unconvincing but Pablo 

grabbed at it. 

 

“No sweat, dude.   The rocks are slippery here but no harm done.”   No harm was done – quite 

the reverse – but they were still embarrassed by their erections and hoped that the cold water 

would soon take care of that.   The water at this elevation was really cold, but they were 

mistaken if they thought it would shrink their cocks.   On the contrary they got harder in the 

uneasy silence as they tried, and failed, to avoid eye contact.    

 

Finally Pablo felt so cold that, without a word, he pulled himself out of the pool, walked quickly to 

where they had left the beers and flopped on his back in the sun streaming through the trees.   

He pulled his T-shirt over his erect cock but it looked stupid hanging over it like a circus tent.   It 

only attracted attention to it so he thought of pulling on his undershorts but that would have 

been the same problem.   Anyway, it was too late.    

 

Jamie was walking out of the pool and Pablo tried to avert his eyes, but he was dazzled by the 

naked blond surfer with water streaming off his athletic body and square-jawed face.    And 

there was no denying the long, rigid cock that stuck out before him like a homing device so 

Pablo tore his eyes away and tried to ignore it. (Good luck with that, as Darius would have said.) 

They were like two straight buddies fighting a mutual attraction – and failing  

 

Jamie lay on his back beside Pablo and grabbed the other beer.   Propped on their elbows they 

drank in silence, staring straight ahead – an absurd situation, even for two macho buddies, to 

ignore their twin erections.  So Jamie forced a chuckle and said, “You too, uh, dude?   Must be 

the cold water,” with a complete lapse of logic.    

 

He looked at Pablo’s exotically beautiful mestizo face, wet hair hanging into his eyes, his heavily 

muscled body flexing, propped up on his elbows.   “That’s some boner you got there bro.”  

Then, with another twist of logic, “Hard to believe it’s still that hard after the cold water.   Let’s 

see if it’s for real.”   Jamie let his hand stray over to Pablo’s cock and he wrapped his hand 

round it ‘to test its rigidity’ as he told himself.  
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“Yup, it’s hard alright.  It’s as hard as those fucking pecs you got on you.”  Hesitantly he began 

to stroke the cock as Pablo, trying to sound as butch as possible, said, “You should talk, bro. 

That thing you got there is standing up like a fucking flagpole.”   Emboldened by Jamie fingering 

his dick he grabbed Jamie’s, covering up with a lame, “Yeah, a fucking flagpole.” 

 

Then there was silence as they at last allowed themselves to really feast their eyes on one 

another, their hard bodies, rippling abs and tight waists narrowing down to their crotches and 

the tall cocks rising up from a forest of pubic hair, black on one, blond on the other.   They finally 

acknowledge, to themselves at least, that they had been building up a dormant volcano of hot 

lava – dormant until now as they beat their buddy’s prong faster and faster.” 

 

“Shit,” Jamie panted, “that bike throbbing under your balls really makes a guy horny.    I’ve been 

dying to jack off ever since I got off it.   But, hell, you can do the job, bro, since you’re here.  And 

I’ll do the honors for you, OK.” 

 

“Fine with me, buddy.   I’m always up for a little wrist action – usually on my own but, hey, what 

the hell?”    They grinned at each other and pumped harder.  Pablo said, “Did I ever tell you 

what a fucking hot stud you are, dude?”    

 

“Not as I can recall,” Jamie said breathlessly.   “Then again, I don’t recall telling you what a 

damn stallion you are, bro, with that face and all those fucking muscles.   Man I wanna see that 

cock spill its jism all over that chest.    You ready, big guy?” 

 

“Ready when you are, big guy.   Come on man, pound that cock.   Damn that feels great … it’s 

making me …. this is it, bro …. now!”    They howled in unison as the volcanoes erupted, 

spewing hot jizz that rose high over them and splashed down on their chests.   Then they rolled 

over toward each other and sprayed cum over their buddy’s cock, lubricating it so more cum 

blasted over each other. 

 

When they were pumped dry they waited for their hearts to slow down, then they looked at each 

other with smiles that grew wider and wider into ecstatic laughter.   “Fucking epic, man,” Pablo 

yelled.   “Yeah,” Jamie said.   “Only thing is, what the fuck took us so long?” 

 

**************************************  

 

They were lying elbow-propped on their backs again, sipping the last of the beer.   All inhibitions 

were quickly fading as Pablo said, “Man, all that fighting talk I’ve been doing for so long about 

hating you.   You wanna know the truth?  One of the things I hated about you was that you 

made my dick hard every time I saw you.  You were my enemy but I wanted like hell to have sex 

with you.   That’s what made me insecure more than anything else.   Confused too.” 

 

“You too, uh?” Jamie grinned.   “You know all that boss’s boy shit you threw around.   Much as I 

hated it …. it turned me on.   I mean, you really are a boss’s boy, a junior version of Randy, with 
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your fists-first attitude and your drill-sergeant mouth.   I found it real hot and part of me wanted 

to cut you down to size and fuck your ass.    The other part wanted to sit on your dick. 

 

“But then, when we made up and became best buds I figured any idea of sex was out the 

window.   I mean, we were like regular drinking buddies just hanging out together.  Don’t get me 

wrong, I liked that a lot, except for the boner in my pants.   After we left each other I always had 

to go in the bathroom and pull off a quick on.” 

 

“Me too, dude,” Pablo laughed.   He raised his bottle but it was empty and he threw it down in 

disgust.  “So much for drinking buddies.   There’s no more fucking beer.” 

 

“Sounds like our cue, kiddo, don’t ya think?”   Darius came through the trees pushing Brandon 

in his wheelchair.   “Now see, what we got here, dude, is what’s known as a total tragedy – two 

drinking buddies with no drink.    Got any ideas?” 

 

“Only this,” Brandon grinned.   He reached round to his saddlebag and “Ta-da!” he pulled out a 

six-pack of beer.   “You two should start riding around in wheelchairs,” he said.   “Amazing what 

you can get in these saddlebags.   This is gonna cost you though, guys.”   Pablo and Jamie 

pounced on him, grabbed a bottle each, twisted off the top and drank deeply. 

 

Darius was staring down at the cum smothering their chest and abs.   “Well lookee here,” he 

said.  “Holy shit, these too-cool-for-school muscle jocks finally broke down and had sex.  And 

about fucking time.   Always hanging around together like two butch straight guys, I knew there 

was a bromance brewing under those pants.  What did you do, guys, jerk each other off?  Two 

off the wrist?” 

 

They smiled sheepishly in reply and Darius was scathing.   “So you broke the ice with a couple 

a hand jobs.  Well big fuckin’ whoop.  So that’s the best the locker-room jocks can do these 

days.   Hey, Brandon …. you collected on those beers yet?” 

 

“Haven’t decided on a price yet,” Brandon grinned. “The figure that sticks in my mind is 69 so, if 

it’s all the same to you, I’ll take it out in trade.   OK, you two, you do what I say and there’s 

another bottle each for you.  First of all, see that jizz on your buddy.  Clean it off.” 

 

Pablo and Jamie didn’t need telling twice.   They were amused by Brandon giving orders but 

much more than that, they were lusting for each other’s body even more now that the sex freeze 

between them had thawed.   So they twisted round on their sides, facing each other head to toe, 

and began to lick the cum still running over their buddy’s chest.  They sucked the juice from 

between the ridges of their washboard abs, then moved lower to the cocks that had been 

soaked in cum too and were already standing up again like poles.    

 

In unison they sucked the cum out of the pubic hair, spat out the wiry hairs, then gently licked all 

the way up their buddy’s cock.   When they came to the head they hesitated, but Darius blasted 
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encouragement.   “Now come on guys, remember what Eddie taught us all.   Hell, that kid’s 

given seminars in cock sucking so surely you know by now how to give a decent blowjob.” 

 

The boys barely heard Darius’s commands and they certainly didn’t need his encouragement. 

They licked the hard corona round the base of the head, then each one in unison lowered his 

face over the long rod and swallowed it down his throat.  Their moans were muffled and their 

muscles flexed as they pressed their bodies together.  It didn’t take them long to synchronize 

their rhythms so, like all good 69 action, it felt like they were sucking their own cocks. 

 

Darius and Brandon stared down at the two hot muscleboys going at it and Darius said, “Now 

that’s what I really call buddies coming together – or they soon will be.    Man, look at that – the 

blond surfer jock and the boss’s boy sucking each other off.   Makes me fucking horny.” 

 

“Makes me hungry – and thirsty,” Brandon said, gazing up at the handsome black leatherboy, 

shirtless in tight leather pants hugging his hips, his ebony muscles dappled with sunlight shining 

through the leaves.   He faced Brandon with legs astride, arms folded across his sculpted chest. 

With a malicious grin he said, “Can’t have that, dude – my buddy thirsty and me with ten inches 

of prime beef loaded with jizz.” 

 

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his massive cock, hard as a battering ram, which in fact is 

just what it was.    He walked forward and Brandon instinctively opened his mouth wide and 

gripped the arms of his wheelchair.   The leatherboy slid his black rod inch by inch by inch down 

Brandon’s throat and he swallowed the whole thing without gagging.   He had paid rapt attention 

to Eddie’s cocksucker seminars and knew exactly how to do it. 

 

He loved the feel of the long hose snaking back up his throat to his mouth, he sucked on the 

head that oozed pre-cum, then breathed through his nose as the cock slid back in, even deeper 

than before.   Glancing sideways at the two senior boys sucking and slurping Brandon was 

consumed by lust and it was evident from his wide eyes that he couldn’t hold his jism back 

much longer. 

 

So Darius suddenly pulled out and said, “Hey, buddy, you gotta get some of the action here 

too.”   He pulled him from his wheelchair and laid him gently on his back on the ground, right 

next to Pablo and Jamie, and stood over him with his stiff ten inches protruding from his leather 

pants.  Staring up at him Brandon ripped open his own leather pants, pulled out his stiff dick and 

stroked it slowly, careful not to lose his load. 

 

Darius lay down beside him, head to toe, and in an instant they were going down on each other.   

From then on it became a cocksucking orgy as the four boys sucked and slurped, groaning into 

the gags of the bulging cocks powering into their mouths.    

 

Suddenly Jamie heaved himself and Pablo on top of Darius and Brandon and they were all 

wallowing in a confusion of cocks, switching from one to another, bringing one to the brink of 



3579 
 

orgasm, then abandoning it for another.   Tears were streaming down their faces, pre-cum 

dripping from their cocks, hearts racing, as the boy orgy gathered steam.    

 

Brandon was thrilled to be part of it with the three gorgeous senior boys and his mind raced.   It 

even flashed for a crazy instant on the mathematical question of what two 69’s added up to, 

before the thought was banished by the meatier problem of how to cope with so many cocks.   

At one point all three boys were kneeling round his face, taking turns fucking it. 

 

The action and sounds of sucking were so intense that the boys were unaware of the hawks 

circling high overhead in a frenzy, riding the thermals of hot air rising up from the blazing orgy 

on the ground. 

 

Darius suddenly found himself face to face with his lover Pablo and panted, “Hey, dude, you 

wanna do that thing you do best?”   Pablo knew from long experience what he meant and his 

face broke into his lopsided grin.  They pulled their cocks out of the others’ mouths and stood 

up, Pablo astride Jamie, Darius astride Brandon.   Darius unbuckled his belt and pushed his 

leather pants down over his ass.   They bent their knees and lowered their hips until their asses 

fitted neatly on top of Jamie and Brandon’s poles standing erect. 

 

“You ready, guys?” Pablo grinned at their astonished faces.   “OK, bro,” Darius said, “let’s do it.”   

They sat down on the shuddering cocks until their ass cheeks felt the scratch of wiry pubic hair.  

“Aaaah,” Jamie and Brandon moaned together, feeling the furnace heat of the asses consuming 

their cocks.    

 

“How’s yours feel, buddy?” Pablo asked.   “Deep dude … real deep,” Darius grinned.” 

 

They rode the cocks, bouncing up and down on them, and Brandon had the instant fantasy of 

two cowboy lovers riding side by side, the black one mounted on Brandon’s cock and the 

mestizo on Jamie’s.   Jamie reached up and ran his hands over Pablo’s chest, twisting his 

nipples in his fingers, their eyes locked on each other.   “You look so fucking hot,” Jamie said.   

“Come on, man, ride that cock.” 

 

Pablo and Darius turned to each other and kissed.   On the ground Brandon grinned at Jamie 

and they did the same.   Having been brought to the edge of orgasm so many times sucking 

dick they were all overheating and Jamie and Brandon were the first to blow.   Jamie said, “OK, 

kiddo, let’s fuck these studs.”   They arched their hips up, pushing their cocks in deep and 

blasted cum inside the two lovers.    

 

Darius and Pablo had been kissing but know broke away with a howl, stared down at the other 

two writhing in ecstasy beneath them, and poured hot jism over their faces.   Jamie and 

Brandon coughed as they swallowed, then clamped their mouths together and shared the 

musky juice between them. 

 

The hawks were screaming above them and Pablo said, “What the fuck’s got them so riled up?” 
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Darius stared at him.   “Duh!  Look at those two faces, dude, and tell me they don’t get you 

jazzed.”   Pablo looked down at the handsome faces smothered in cum and burst out laughing.  

 

Darius pulled himself off Brandon’s cock, got to his feet and grinned down at him.  “You, my 

man, have gotta get cleaned up.   You’re not fit for civilized society.”   Brandon frowned.  “I’m 

looking around me, dude, and all I see is a bunch of naked guys and a ton of jizz.   Not exactly 

my idea of ‘civilized society’.   

 

“Fuck you, asshole,” Darius laughed, leaned down, pulled Brandon up bodily and slung him over 

his shoulder.   He walked down to the pool and they both fell in, soon to be joined by the other 

two.   They splashed around like kids fresh out of school and suddenly Jamie said, “Well look at 

that.   Those fucking birds have finally hauled their asses away.   Guess it’s not hot enough for 

them anymore down here.   Wonder where they’re headed next.” 

 

“Huh,” Brandon said.   “If they’re looking for heat they should go look for Zack and Pete.  Last I 

heard they were headed for Zack’s ‘special place’ where he worked Hassan over.  Shit, those 

two leather-hunks could generate enough hot thermals to keep the birds airborne forever. 

 

******************************** 

 

It was true.   The view from above would have been spectacular as the two leathermen tramped 

through the woods, stripped to the waist, both in tight black leather pants and black boots.  

Testosterone was high, each man feeling the macho surge that came from the company of a 

virile muscle-god like himself.  As they climbed higher up the trail they talked guy talk – 

motorbikes, Zack’s opinion of the new Harley, Pete’s job as Chief Forest Ranger, and sports, of 

course, with a generous exchange of colorful obscenities. 

 

But their easy-going companionship had one hang-up that Jamie and Pablo had felt.   They 

admired each other’s brawny masculinity – two regular buddies just hanging out together, going 

on a hike.   They reverted to the old stereotype of masculinity, an image that had no room for 

sexual inclinations between them.   Until …. 

 

The rocks were piled steep and Zack turned round to check on Pete a few feet below him 

balancing on a ledge.  He reached down, grabbed the Ranger’s wrist and pulled him up to his 

level.   As Pete found his footing they bumped against each other, chest to chest, face to face.   

Pete found himself staring into the pale gray eyes set in the square, carved-in-ebony features.  

 

Embarrassed, Pete shifted clumsily and the bulges in their leather pants brushed against each 

other.  Pete pulled away and quickened his pace up the stony path, with Zack right behind him.   

From here on the easy-going conversation ceased and they walked in silence, each man 

acutely aware that some kind of sexual threshold had been crossed. 

 

Zack broke the silence.  “OK, turn right, Pete, through the trees here.   There’s a clearing here 

that I think of as my private space.   Hassan brought me here when we biked up here that time, 
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the place where I worked him over and…”   He checked himself.  “… where we got to know 

each other real well.”   Another uncomfortable silence, both knowing what Zack was referring to.   

Pete had heard the story from Brandon, who got it from Darius of course. 

Pete again turned away from Zack and looked round the clearing, at the trees and their canopy 

of leaves.  The place really did have a special feel to it, its heavy silence broken only by the faint 

trickle of the stream some distance away.   Suddenly Pete stifled a gasp as he looked up at a 

branch of one of the trees and saw a long length of rope hanging over it. 

 

He felt his cock lurch in his pants and his lust overwhelmed his modesty.   He walked over to the 

tree, leaned against it and looked Zack straight in the eyes.   “This is the tree, isn’t it?” 

 

“Yup,” said Zack, his gray eyes piercing Pete’s, the muscles in his ebony torso rippling in the 

dappled light under the trees.  

 

“I know the story, Zack, at least the version Brandon got from Darius, who probably exaggerated 

as usual.” 

 

“Not this time, I bet,” Zack grinned.   “No need to – it was a smokin’ hot scene.”   He stared at 

the Ranger leaning against the tree in his leather pants, his upper body flexing instinctively.  

“You are such fucking stud, Pete.   Let’s just cut the crap here and admit what we’ve both 

known all along.   We’re two hot leather guys who wanna get it on with each other, right here in 

the woods.”    

 

The Ranger felt his dick bulging in his pants as Zack walked toward him, the ultimate leather 

master with his rugged face and shaved head, his perfect torso narrowing down to a tight waist 

cinched by a heavy black belt, the leather pants clinging to his slim hips.   Pete’s heart beat 

wildly as Zack pressed their lips together and wrapped him in a bear hug, grinding their crotches 

against each other. 

 

The Ranger felt the leatherman crushing his body and he almost shot his wad in his pants, so 

he distracted himself by pulling his face away and looking upward.   His eyes focused on the 

rope above him and he groaned, “How did you do it, man?” 

 

Zack released him and grinned, “How did I tie the soldier up?”  There was a look of arrogance in 

his eyes that made Pete feel he had somehow lost a contest and Zack was preening in triumph.    

“I tied his hands and stretched his arms up behind him in a double hammerlock.  That’s how I 

tortured the naked Marine captain, and shit he looked hot, that gorgeous face howling in pain, 

his muscles stretched to the breaking point.  Man was he tough!   That soldier suffered 

magnificently before he finally submitted and begged for release. 

 

“But there’s a simpler way that doesn’t hurt so bad.   I’ll show it to you.   It’s what you want, 

Ranger, and you know it.” 
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Pete slumped against the tree, knowing it was true.  Expertly Zack used one end of the rope to 

tie the Ranger’s hands in front of him – but not for long.   Soon Pete’s arms were stretched 

straight above him, the rope looping over a high branch with Zack pulling the other end.   He 

secured it to a lower branch and stood back to admire his work.    

 

“Holy fuck that’s hot, like a scene from a porn movie.  You can see it – the shirtless leather stud 

stretched in bondage, muscles straining, at the mercy of his biker buddy who gets off hurting hot 

musclehunks like you.”  Zack ran the palms of his hands over the mounds of Pete’s chest, up to 

his neck and straining shoulders and biceps.   

 

“Ranger, you have one smoking hot body – fucking radical, man.   One day I’m gonna really 

work you over, whip that chest, make you beg for mercy like I did the Marine.   But today I’m 

gonna go easy on you.”   He traced the ridges of his abs with his fingers then gripped his hips at 

his belt line.  He let his hands stray under the belt and grinned as he felt the long hard pole 

straining inside his pants.   “Man, you got a huge dick … fucking big balls too.”  He wrapped a 

hand round them and squeezed hard. 

 

Pete’s handsome face twisted in pain and he moaned, “Fuck you, man …. shit that hurts.”   With 

one last agonizing squeeze Zack released the balls and pulled his hand out of his pants.  

“Course, there’s always this,” he said and rubbed the backs of his fingers over Pete’s tits.   The 

Ranger inhaled sharply and pulled at the ropes above him.    

 

Zack grinned.   “No escape, buddy – one thing I do know about is ropes and you ain’t gonna get 

out of those.  Shit you got hard tits … looks like they’ve been worked on plenty before.   But not 

like this, I bet.”   Zack gave him the full treatment, squeezing hard, grinding the protruding 

nipples in the rough skin of his fingertips, pulling on them, using his fingernails.  

 

Now the Ranger screamed, his face scrunched in pain, head thrashing from side to side and he 

pulled frantically on the ropes in a futile attempt at escape.   “Yeah,” Zack snarled, “that’s what 

turns me on, man, watching a stud like you writhe under torture.    Hell, I could rip those fucking 

tits right off you.” 

 

Pete’s chest was on fire that radiated through his body.  Acting on the instinct of desperation he 

grabbed the rope above him and heaved himself up off the ground to ease the pain.  He rose 

higher until his waist was level with Zack’s chest.   He raised his legs and wrapped them round 

his chest, locking his boots behind the leatherman in a killer leg-clamp, squeezing his torso with 

the full force of his muscular thighs. 

 

It was Zack’s turn to yell now.   He released the nipples and tried to push up under Pete’s chin 

to force him back.   But Pete resisted and clamped his legs tighter while Zack helplessly 

pounded on the Ranger’s chest.   He knew this was a submission hold and saw the light of 

triumph in Pete’s eyes – along with the lust.   And that gave him a desperate idea.  
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Instead of pushing down on Pete’s legs he pulled up, forcing his back to arch higher so his 

crotch was just below Zack’s face.    He unzipped Pete’s leather pants, reached inside and 

pulled out his rock-hard cock.   He bent his face down and lowered his mouth over the long 

pole, taking it all the way down his throat.    

 

With the wind squeezed out of him by Pete’s legs, breathing was tough, but Zack took rasping 

breaths through his nose.  With all the resilience he could muster he moved his head up and 

down and was rewarded by Pete’s ecstatic groans.   It was a trial of strength – with Zack 

clenching his mouth round the cock while Pete tightened his legs round his body.  Zack knew he 

had to make him cum – it was his only way of escape – so he clenched his throat muscles 

round the cock, spurred on by the taste of pre-cum oozing from it.    

 

He heard Pete’s panting breath, felt the legs shudder round his torso and the pressure ease. 

“No!” Pete howled.   “Fuck you, man.   Fuck … fuck …fuuuck…!”   Zack felt semen pouring 

down his throat as Pete screamed.   As his cock drained his legs went limp and fell away from 

Zack, and his cock slid out of Zack’s mouth.   He stared in a daze at the incredible man who had 

bested him, and he knew there was more to come – Zack’s revenge. 

 

Zack’s jaw clenched, his eyes blazed, and he angrily unbuckled his own belt, ripped open his 

pants and pushed them down to his thighs.   Pete gasped as he saw the huge black cock spring 

out of them … pointing straight at him.   Zack cupped his hand under his own chin and spewed 

into it Pete’s cum that still filled his mouth.  He used it to lube his cock, then stared at Pete. 

 

“You tried to beat me, Ranger, and you almost succeeded.   But I knew your lust for me was 

stronger than your body.   So get this, pal … I’m the master and nobody makes me scream in 

pain without paying a price.”  He reached forward, unbuckled Pete’s belt and pulled his pants 

down to his thighs just like himself.   He grabbed Pete’s lats and turned him around, to face the 

tree, the ropes twisting above him. 

 

Standing behind him Zack grabbed the Ranger’s hips and, with one forceful jerk, yanked him 

back onto his cock that drove down into his gut.   Again the Ranger screamed and tried again to 

pull himself upward but Zack pressed him against the rough tree trunk and he knew he was 

trapped … his ass impaled on Zack’s monster pole.  “No, man,” he pleaded, “it’s too big.   

You’re gonna split my ass open.” 

 

“Nah,” Zack growled, “you can take it stud, you’re one tough son-of-a-bitch like the Marine.   He 

learned to like it … so can you.   Just relax, big guy, and imagine the scene – two leather 

buddies, their pants hanging down off their asses.   The Ranger is stretched in bondage, 

trapped against the tree, and the black leather-master is ploughing his ass with his horse dick.” 

 

“Fuck you, asshole,” Pete snarled, but the defiance was fake and they both knew it.   Pete did 

relax and did fantasize on the scene Zack had described.   He had always been in awe of the 

muscular leatherman, and often fantasized about getting ass-fucked by him.   And now he was 

in his power and his huge prong was inside him, jack-hammering his ass.   Pete was intoxicated 
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by the smell of leather and the feel of leather pants banging against the back of his legs.   The 

pain had disappeared and he moaned in ecstasy. 

 

“Man that feels hot.   Yeah, fuck that ass, man.   Let me feel it, stud …” 

 

“You’re not only gonna feel it, Ranger, you’re gonna bust another load.  After what you did to me 

I gotta hear you submit to the master.” 

 

Zack increased the force and speed of his fuck.   His iron-hard rod was like a piston in the 

Ranger’s butt and now Pete’s ecstasy was tinged with pain.   “I can’t cum again, man … I just 

emptied my load.” 

 

Zack pressed his mouth against Pete’s ear.   “Use your imagination, buddy.   Think of that big 

black leather god behind you reaming your ass.  He’s beaten you, man, and he’s gonna shoot 

his jizz in the hot Ranger’s ass.   You know you want it, big guy.   All you gotta do is give in to 

the master, then you’ll feel his hot juice inside you.   I admire you, man – you’ve taken a heavy 

pounding.   What do I have to do – hurt you more?   Is that what you want?” 

 

The deep voice was mesmerizing and Pete knew he had to do as ordered.  And when he felt 

the monster dick plunge deeper and faster in his shattered ass he knew he was beaten.   

“Yeah,” he yelled, “I wanna cum … I wanna feel the master’s jizz in my ass.   Please …. OK, 

OK, I submit.   You are the boss, I give up … I submit …. Aaagh!” 

 

He felt the big black dick explode in his ass and his own cum spurted up between him and the 

tree.   He felt joined to the man – bound in lust to the leather god pouring his man juice deep in 

his ass.   He couldn’t believe Zack had made him shoot another load, and as his cock drained 

for a second time he fell against the rough bark of the tree in exhaustion. 

 

The cock pulled out of his ass, inch by inch, then strong arms turned him around and warm, full 

lips pressed against his in a ravenous tongue-probing kiss.   Only then did they become aware 

of the racket made by the screeching hawks wheeling frenziedly overhead as if in homage to 

the spectacular men beneath them.” 

 

Zack pulled away from Pete and looked upwards.  “Damn, those fucking birds up there are 

going crazy.   Guess our little scene down here turned them on good.   You know their trouble, 

Pete?   Those fucking birds are oversexed.” 

 

******************************** 

 

It took the men a while to recover and make their way back to camp.   When they finally broke 

through the trees into the clearing by the stream it was a scene of testosterone-heavy 

brotherhood as men and boys lounged on the ground drinking.    The noisy chatter ceased as 

the two shirtless leathermen arrived, with a glow round them and unmistakable streaks of jism 

on their chins and chests. 
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“Finally,” Mark grinned, “the leather fraternity has graced us with their presence.   Randy huffed, 

“So what kept you, guys?   You tie each other up so good you couldn’t get free?” 

 

“Well, half right,” Pete grinned bashfully.” 

 

Zack didn’t say a word … he let the guys’ imaginations speak for him.   It was obvious he had 

worked Pete over and he strode around preening, his ebony muscles flexing in a mute 

demonstration that he was and always would be the ultimate macho leather-master. 

 

They took their places on the ground and Pete said, “So, guys, did we miss anything?” 

 

“As a matter of fact, yes,” said Mark, “including Darius’s new game.   Tell him Darius.” 

 

“Well, sir,” Darius began, his eyes gleaming. “I once saw a movie – a porn movie actually – 

where a bunch of hot macho guys were sitting round a campfire – a bit like us here – and they 

were real horny, so they came up with the idea that they would all have sex together, and to 

spice it up it would be all of them against one – do what they like to him, no holds barred.   It 

was so fucking hot I must’ve cum three, four times. 

 

Yeah, sounds hot,” Pablo said, “but how did they choose the victim?”   

 

“Well, no one volunteered of course ‘cos they were all top men, so they drew lots.   There were 

so many of them they thought their chances of being chosen were slim.  Fact is, they were all so 

fucking macho that no one dared to wimp out.   So whad’ya think guys?    

 

All pumped up as they were by their recent sexual adventures they looked around at each other 

and grinned.   Their eyes settled on Randy for his seal of approval and he said, “Let’s go for it.” 

 

Brandon sprang into action.   He pulled himself up into his wheelchair, folded the table across 

his lap and pulled out of his saddle bag a pen and a big sheet of paper that he tore into eight.    

He looked up at the men, as if counting, and wrote a name on each slip of paper.   He folded 

them, put them in his biker helmet and held it up high. 

 

“Now let’s be clear guys,” Zack proclaimed.   “Whoever’s name is drawn has to submit to the 

other seven and they can do whatever they want with him – tie him up, fuck his mouth, fuck his 

ass, whip  him – whatever.   You all up for that?”  He grinned with a touch of arrogance.  “After 

what I just did to the Ranger here, I’ve got a few ideas of my own.” 

 

There was enthusiasm all round, but Jamie said, “Wait a minute here.   How do we know 

Brandon didn’t write his own name on all eight pieces of paper?”   He grinned at him.   “You 

know he wants it bad.” 
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He and Darius jumped up, emptied the papers out of his helmet and inspected them.   “They’re 

OK,” Jamie announced.    Brandon bristled with mock indignation.   “Did you guys really think I 

could pull a stunt like that? 

 

“Yes!” the other boys shouted in chorus. 

 

“And I thought you were my friends,” Brandon said … then giggled.   He put the papers back in 

the helmet, shook it and held it up high.   Milking the moment for all it was worth he slowly 

raised his other hand, dipped it into the helmet, raked around in it …. and pulled out one slip of 

paper.  He put the helmet down and dramatically held the folded paper out in front of him. 

 

“Get a move on, dude,” Pablo shouted, “you’re not giving out an Oscar here.”      

 

He might as well have been as he intoned, “And the winner is …. I mean, the loser is …” He 

unfolded the paper, looked at it and grinned around at their expectant faces.   He held the paper 

up for all to see.   “And the loser is …. Zack!” 

 

#            #            #  

 

 

Chapter 257 – “And The Loser is … Zack” 

 
There was a stunned silence and all eyes settled on the muscular black leather master.   Zack 

stared at the ground in disbelief.   The game had seemed the perfect opportunity for him to strut 

his stuff, to demonstrate his supremacy in working a guy over as he had worked on Hassan, the 

tough Marine captain, and then Pete, the authoritarian Ranger.   No man was too strong for 

Zack and he had hoped that either Randy or Mark would be chosen and end up at his mercy. 

 

But the tables were turned and it was he, the rugged construction boss, who was to be 

subjected to the sexual appetites of three masters and four boys.   He involuntarily flexed his 

muscles and stared defiantly at the awestruck faces gazing at him.   Brandon broke the silence 

and defended himself unnecessarily.  “I didn’t cheat, sir.   I did it fair and square.” 

 

“Everyone knows that, buddy,” Jamie reassured him.  “We checked the papers.” 

 

Darius had mixed feelings, with an instinct to protect his master but also a stiffening cock at the 

memory of the times he had been allowed to tie up the spectacular leather-god and shoot a load 

all over him.  The idea of seven guys working on him was a turn-on but, as he felt responsible 

for promoting the game in the first place, Darius said, “We could draw again and make it best of 

three, sir,” a suggestion that was not only mathematically suspect but rejected immediately. 

 

Zack stood up and faced them, magnificent in his leather pants and boots, his shaved head, 

clenched fists, the muscles of his bare torso rippling in the sun, and chiseled features set in grim 

determination.   His deep voice growled, “The draw was fair … I’m ready.  Do what you have to.” 
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He had expected an immediate onslaught but he was surprised as the men looked for guidance 

at Randy who lazily stretched his arms in the air.   He was looking at Mark.    “Old buddy, you 

and I still haven’t done what we came here for, you know that?” 

 

“Me and my cock are seriously aware of that fact,” Mark grinned. 

 

While the others were away upstream they had assumed that the men had jumped on each 

other right away, but they were wrong.   Randy and Mark had lazed in the pool talking – about 

Bob, of course, about their boys, Pablo and Jamie, and about the construction on the bungalow.   

They well knew the pleasure of protracted foreplay and were in no hurry.   They believed in the 

old Stevenson quote, “To travel hopefully is a better thing than to arrive” …. except that they 

had now arrived at last and they were ready … for each other. 

 

They stood up, locked eyes – and then locked mouths in a long, leisurely kiss.   All eyes were 

on them, including Zack’s, who somehow felt resentful that he was no longer the center of 

attraction.   At least he could have expected to be in the spotlight and flaunt it, but even that 

consolation prize was now denied him.   

 

Pete and the boys stirred, ready to leave and respect their privacy, but Randy broke away from 

Mark and said, “Hey, where d’you guys think you’re going?  Shit, do the officer and me look like 

guys who are embarrassed to fuck?   Nah, an audience makes it hotter so sit the fuck down and 

get off on it … play with yourself, get those dicks hard … if they’re not already,” he grinned. 

 

“All except you, stud.”  At last he turned his attention to Zack who was by now steaming with 

frustration.   You don’t get to touch that big piece o’ horsemeat of yours.  Mark, give me a hand.” 

 

They each took an arm and frog-marched Zack back to a tree. Randy pulled two lengths of rope 

and a collar from his bike’s saddlebag (‘never know when you’re gonna need them,’ he always 

said) and while Mark pulled Zack’s arms behind him Randy efficiently tied his wrists.   Then he 

ritualistically buckled the wide black collar round Zack’s neck, looped the other rope through it 

and tied the other end round the tree.  “You got a ringside seat here, big guy.   Enjoy the show.”    

 

Zack naturally pulled at his wrists but they were tightly bound – this was Randy after all, who 

knew all there was to know about ropes.   But he had some freedom of movement as there was 

enough slack for him to take a step or two forward.   It wasn’t even a stress position which 

would have at least allowed him to struggle and put his stretched muscles on display.    

 

He looked spectacular however, and as the boys gazed at the muscled leather master, stripped 

to the waist in leather pants and boots, their fantasies went into overdrive – a black slave 

shackled for auction – an angry stallion pawing the ground, tied by the neck to a tree.   But the 

boys were soon distracted by another homoerotic vision – the gypsy and the cop gazing lustfully 

at each other.   That image won out and a humiliated Zack faded into the background. 
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After their dip in the pool Randy and Mark had put on boxers and T-shirts – Randy’s a grubby 

brown, Mark’s a white V-neck.    Facing each other they ran their hands over each other’s chest, 

feeling the muscles flex under the thin cotton.    Randy shook his head …“Shit damn, officer, 

that body of yours just don’t quit.”  He pushed the short sleeves up over Mark’s biceps and over 

his shoulders, making it into a muscle shirt, and gripped the solid mounds of Mark’s shoulders.   

 

“Fucking massive,” he breathed.  “Flex those biceps, man, let me look at them.”  Mark smiled 

good-naturedly, raised his arms in a body-builder pose, and Randy, in an act of body-worship,  

leaned forward and licked each of his rock-hard biceps in turn, kissed them, then worked his 

tongue across the shirt on his shoulder and licked the veins throbbing in his neck. 

 

Randy pulled back and stared at him. “That fucking face,” he moaned.   “No wonder they call 

you a Greek God.”   He licked the stubbled jaw, up to his lips and pressed their mouths 

together.   They licked each other’s tongue, tasting the essence of beer and the man’s saliva. 

 

The boys were sitting on the ground watching in wonder, silent except for heavy breathing and 

the stroking of cocks, which they had already pulled from their pants. The sight of the swarthy 

gypsy and the Nordic blond cop in the foreplay of love was enough to make the boys climax 

over and over.   Instead they suffered the exquisite pain of pulling their hands off at the brink of 

orgasm, gritting their teeth as they willed themselves not to cum ….and then starting over. 

 

They didn’t even notice that Darius was on his feet with his camera that he took everywhere.  By 

now he was expert at remaining virtually invisible, the ideal documentary cameraman, filming 

unobtrusively without his subjects noticing.  With the sharp instincts Darius had developed in 

compiling his story of the tribe he knew that this afternoon would be one of its sexual highlights. 

 

********************************* 

 

By now the two men were rolling each other’s nipples through the T-shirts and their long, stiff 

cocks were protruding from the bottom of their boxers.   They teased each other in an intimate 

endurance contest, alternately increasing the pressure on the other man’s tits to the point of 

submission, then relaxing until the pain subsided before starting again. 

 

Their eyes were locked together, experiencing something close to that other-worldly sensation 

Randy always had with Bob of stepping into their own private, magical world.   With their whole 

attention locked on each other the rest of the world faded from view – the awestruck boys, Pete, 

and even the black captive straining against the collar round his neck. 

 

“So fucking hot, man,” Randy groaned.   “I gotta see that body.”    He leaned forward and 

clamped his teeth over the V-neck of Mark’s T-shirt.   He pulled on it, stretching the shirt, and 

jerked his head back until there were small ripping sounds.  After one long rip he let it go and 

pulled back to survey his work.    
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“Shit fucking damn,” he moaned, looking at the shirt that had torn on one side and fallen back to 

expose the slabs of Mark’s flawless pecs, the shirt hanging just below the nipples.   Randy 

clamped his hand over the pecs and dig his fingers into the rock-hard muscles.   “Man I could 

bust a load just touching your flesh.”   He leaned forward and licked the pecs, biting the shirt 

and ripping it more.   Then, gently, he bit the cop’s tits and heard him moan in exquisite pain. 

 

Randy raised his head, Mark’s eyes flashed and he growled, “Fuck you, man, you don’t get all 

the action here.”   He ripped at Randy’s old, frayed shirt until it was hanging from his shoulders 

in shreds, then squeezed the hard nipples in the gypsy’s chest hair.   Both men were breathing 

heavily now as they gazed defiantly at each other and squeezed each other’s nipples hard, their 

tears blurring their vision, making the image even more erotic.    

 

The image of the swarthy gypsy and the rugged cop, two muscle-gods working on each other’s 

chest flexing under the ripped T-shirts, was epic and the boys stopped stroking to hold back 

their orgasms for later.   

 

The effect on Zack was galvanizing.   The sight was so wildly erotic that his cock pulsed in his 

pants and he groaned with lust.   He tried to avert his eyes but found himself hypnotized by the 

contest between the two men.  He desperately wanted to join them, to feel what they were 

feeling, and strained at his ropes, backing up to the tree and scraping the rope against the 

rough bark in a futile effort to break it. 

 

By now the men’s shirts were hanging in shreds from one shoulder and their eyes were 

challenging each other, determined not to be the first to submit to the exquisite pain that flared 

through their bodies.   Pablo and Jamie gripped hands, even though Pablo was rooting for 

Randy and Jamie for Mark.    Randy grinned at Mark and said, “Man you are such a fucking 

alpha stud, I wanna see you at my feet – would be such a fucking turn-on.”  

 

It wasn’t so much the pain as the desire to please Randy that made Mark slowly bend his legs 

and allow himself to be forced to his knees at the feet of the powerful gypsy. 

 

The boys gasped and Zack yanked at his collar as the men stopped working their tits and Mark 

pulled Randy’s monster dick over the top of his shorts.    He looked up at the gypsy with a slight 

smile, licked the huge head of his cock, then took the whole length down his throat, gagging as 

it pushed against the sensitive membrane deep inside. 

 

Randy ran his fingers through the blond hair, then grabbed Mark’s head and pulled his face 

back off his dick.   “Man, that is damn beautiful – a gorgeous cop on his knees at my feet 

chowing down on my hunk of meat.   Makes me feel so friggin powerful, one muscle-god face-

fucking the other.   You know you get off on it.   I’ve seen you, officer – whenever you’ve 

stopped off at the work site on your bike you’ve always lusted for the rough construction boss 

barking orders.  Now he’s here with his dick down your throat.   So chow down, cop.” 
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Mark went to work on Randy’s cock, grabbing his hips and pulling them back and forth so the 

thick rod pounded his face.   What Randy said was true.  Sometimes the uniformed cop stopped 

at the construction site during his patrol just to get a look at Randy, covered in dirt, his sweaty 

tank clinging to his sculpted torso.     

 

When he left the site Mark would either speed home to fuck Jamie or, if he was in mid-shift, 

would ride to a secluded place where, sitting astride his bike, he would pull his dick out of his 

uniform pants and jacked off, spurting semen all over the shiny fuel tank in front of him.   With 

the macho image of Randy still vivid in his mind the cop bent down and licked the semen off the 

tank, fantasizing on sucking cum out of the boss’s cock. 

 

And now the fantasy was a reality and the kneeling cop swallowed the construction worker’s 

cock voraciously down his throat, clenching his lips round it, inhaling sharply through his nose 

each time his face was buried in the wiry mass of Randy’s pubic hair. 

 

Zack was pulling at his restraints, stomping on the ground like a maddened bull.   A whipping 

would be better than this – he could take physical pain.   But this was psychological torture, 

forced to watch Randy, his best buddy at work whom he loved like a brother and lusted for, 

having his dick sucked by no less than the muscular blond cop.   

 

The bare-chested leatherman was desperate to get free and leap in, to take Randy’s place – or 

Mark’s.   He fantasized about sucking Randy off, then Mark – or having them both eat his huge 

black dick.   Anything – he would do anything to touch them and submit his body to them. 

 

Pete and the four boys were mesmerized, torn between the ferocious cocksucking of the near-

naked cop and the tormented writhing of the leatherman tethered by the neck, his ebony 

muscles flexing and straining like a chained animal.  Darius used all his skill to alternate 

between filming one pornographic sight then the other. 

 

Brandon, his fists gripping the arms of his wheelchair, could not bear the sight of the magnificent 

leather master reduced to a slave writhing in humiliation, his heavy breathing coming in sobs.  

The boy glanced up at Pete who gave an encouraging nod.   The other boys gasped as 

Brandon broke away from them and nervously wheeled himself in front of Zack.  

 

Brandon cleared his throat, gulped and blinked behind his black rimmed glasses.  “Sir, It was 

me drew your name so I feel kinda responsible and I have to make things feel better.   There’s 

only one way I know how to do that – if you don’t mind, sir.” 

 

Through his haze of rage and frustration Zack looked down at the boy in amazement as he 

pulled off Zack’s boots, unzipped his leather pants and pulled them off over his feet.  He rolled 

back to get a good look at the bound leather master, buck naked now except for the collar round 

his neck, his long black club swinging between his muscled thighs.  It was the ultimate 

pornographic fantasy – the leather-god captured and humiliated as a muscular black slave tied 

naked to a tree by his neck, forced to serve the sexual appetites of his captors. 
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Brandon rolled forward, staring at the intimidating horse-dick pointing straight at his face like a 

pole.  He took off his glasses, opened his mouth and wheeled closer, closer … until his mouth 

rolled over the cock that slid all the way down his throat.    “Aaaah,” Zack sighed deeply, fired up 

by the intense feeling in his cock along with the sight of Randy also getting his dick sucked. 

 

For the first time Randy pulled his gaze away from Mark and subjected Zack to the laser flash of 

his steel-blue eyes.   Zack gasped, realizing that Randy was fully aware of the torment he 

suffered.   And there was worse to come as Randy started to play mind games. 

 

“Look at you, stud – stripped naked and helpless.   I knew a whipping would never break a guy 

as tough as you.  You can take any physical pain, but this is rough, eh, watching me fuck the 

face of this gorgeous cop at my feet?  You feel the kid’s hot mouth on that big schlong?   Think 

of it as the police officer’s mouth you’re ploughing and you can feel what I’m feeling.   Imagine – 

you’ve broken free, the construction worker and the cop are at your feet sucking your cock in 

turn.  Come on man, get free – I want you here – I wanna suck your dick.” 

 

“Fuck you, man,” Zack howled.  “You son-of-a-bitch you’re driving me wild.   Let me go, man …. 

whip me, fuck my ass, just set me free.”   The naked leatherman’s ebony muscles gleamed as 

he pulled desperately at his collar, veins bulging in his throat, his biceps and shoulders straining 

as he tried to sever the ropes round his wrists and break free. “Aaaagh” he yelled as Brandon 

used all his skill on his cock. 

 

Brandon was having a blast, playing a pivotal role in the contest between the two alpha males 

as the gypsy taunted the half-naked leatherman and reduced him to begging.   Brandon knew 

he even had the power to bring things to a climax and he clamped his lips hard over the pulsing 

black rod as it pistoned in his mouth.  Zack writhed in ecstasy and howled at Randy. 

 

“Man that feels so fucking hot.  I’m so close to busting my load.   Please, man, let me see the 

cop drink your jizz.   I gotta see that.   I love you, man.   Please….” 

 

Randy looked back down at Mark and said, “Let’s give the prisoner what he wants eh, buddy?   

You’re such a fucking turn-on, man, with that mouth wrapped round my cock.   OK, here it 

comes …. fuck … fuck …. yeaaah!”    He rammed Mark’s head down on his pulsing dick and 

blasted semen hard into his mouth, making the cop gag as he desperately swallowed the flood 

of cum streaming into him. 

 

Zack was hypnotized by the sight of the two muscle-hunks in their torn shirts, Randy’s long 

black hair flying as he threw his head back with a animal howl, the blond cop heaving and 

choking as semen oozed from his mouth, down his chin and onto his chest.    Seizing the 

moment Brandon gulped the leatherman’s cock down deep clenched his throat muscles tight 

and heard Zack yell as his cock erupted, spewing out a massive pent-up load of cum. 
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Unlike Mark, Brandon, who had been taught well by Eddie, didn’t choke or even gag as he 

relaxed his throat muscles and smoothly swallowed every drop of the black man’s spunk.   

Brandon finally slid off the cock and rolled himself back, watching in awe as Zack slumped to his 

knees against the tree, his head hanging down from the black leather collar round his neck, its 

long rope stretched up to the branch above, his hands roped behind him. 

 

Randy too sank to his knees, gazed at Mark’s tearful face, then embraced him, sucking his own 

semen from the cop’s mouth.     

 

The boys had watched speechless as the incredible twin blow-jobs reached their climax.   The 

hottest image was the naked leatherman on his knees, head bowed, sobbing with relief and the 

release of his juice that still dripped from his cock.  Mesmerized, Pablo and Jamie joined Darius 

and Brandon and all moved close to him.  Pete came and stood beside Zack, grabbed the rope 

and pulled his neck up so he was forced to gaze dazedly up at them, tears of humiliation 

running down his cheeks.   

 

“You up for this boys?” Pete asked, and they nodded eagerly, their eyes shining.   Their cocks 

were still out of their pants after stroking them and holding their orgasms back for just such a 

moment as this.  Still pulling up on the rope Pete wrapped his other hand round his cock.  He 

and the four boys gathered round the prisoner and pounded their rods. They were already so 

pumped that it didn’t take long. 

 

Too weak to resist Zack looked helplessly at the five cocks inches from his face.   He was 

groaning as he felt the first splash hit his face.  But what started as a light shower quickly 

gathered force into a storm, pelting his face and chest with a deluge of semen.    The boys 

yelled with exhilaration as they aimed their streams of cum at the black face, the shaved head, 

the ebony slabs of his chest and his bulging shoulders and biceps.   

 

Zack’s jaw sagged and immediately five jets of cum slammed into his open mouth, making him 

gag.   He swallowed desperately but felt he was drowning in cum, smelling it, tasting it, choking 

on it.  The storm seemed to last forever, but finally it slowed to a trickle and he opened his eyes, 

seeing through a film of jism five cocks shaking their last drops over him. 

 

The boys pulled back and Pete tightened the rope at Zack’s collar so his head was resting 

against the tree bark.   Darius, who had still filmed with one hand while jacking off with the other, 

now moved closer for his final shot of the homoerotic scene.    

 

Zack, the proud, strutting construction boss, an alpha male held in awe by his men, a strict 

leather master, heading up a team of bikers, the ultimate man’s man …. was now on his knees 

slumped exhausted against a tree, bound tight.   The naked black muscle-god was smothered in 

semen, streaming down his handsome face, oozing from his mouth over his stubbled jaw, 

dripping down over the slabs of his chest, his shoulders and arms, running over the ridges of his 

abs and soaking his pubic hair.  
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It was a pornographic fantasy of a tough leather-master overcome by his boys, stripped naked, 

tied up, forced to cum and to suffer the indignity of being deluged by their semen.   Darius’s final 

shot was of a tough, rugged alpha male transformed into a cum-soaked slave bound in naked 

degradation. 

 

*************************************** 

 

A howl of laughter diverted the boys’ attention away from Zack toward Randy and Mark.    They 

had been on their knees, their arms folded round each other but now they were rolling on the 

ground, still with their arms round each other but in a wrestling hold more than a loving 

embrace.   It was a light-hearted struggle and soon Mark had Randy trapped on his back 

beneath him, his wrists pinned to the ground.   Panting hard he grinned down at him.   

 

“So, you think you’re the King of the Gypsies, eh big guy, making me suck your dick and drink 

your jizz?   But you’re dealing with law enforcement here and cops don’t like to get beaten.   It’s 

payback time, buddy.” 

 

“Oh is that right?   Think again, asshole.”  Randy flexed one arm and used his great strength to 

power out of the hold, pushing Mark’s hand up higher and higher until he rolled him over on his 

back.   They were grappling again, rolling over and over until they splashed into the pool.   The 

struggle continued in the shallow water and mud, each man playfully taunting the other.  “OK, 

stud,” Randy panted, “let’s settle this with the time-honored ritual the tribe always uses to settle 

fights.  First man naked gets his ass fucked.” 

 

“You’re on,” Mark grinned.   He was familiar with this tribal tradition, had watched many such 

fights, and they instantly began making grabs at each other. The shredded shirts went first, torn 

off their shoulders and hanging round their waists.   They lunged at the thin boxer shorts as the 

two equally matched bodybuilders grappled in the mud.  

 

Darius tightened his camera focus on them filming yet another contest.   It ran through his mind 

that he was always filming fights, friendly or fierce, between the masters of the tribe.   What was 

it with these guys?   They were all so macho dominant that they were constantly testing each 

other.   Their lives were one long trial of strength.   Hm, that last phrase stuck in his mind and he 

suddenly had his title for when he finally wrote the saga of these men’s lives in one long story.    

 

He jerked his attention back to the battle that was heating up.   Still rolling in the water and mud 

Randy suddenly grabbed Mark’s neck and pushed his head underwater with one hand and used 

the other to rip off his shorts and bury them in the mud.  The effort knocked him off balance and 

as Mark surfaced, his face streaming water, eyes blazing, he easily grabbed Randy’s boxers 

and tore them off, swinging them over his head and tossing them ashore in triumph. 

 

The men sprang to their feet and circled each other warily.  Darius gasped as he stepped back 

and filmed them in full frame, two magnificent muscle-gods, one blond the other dark, their 

bodies streaked with mud, naked except for the ripped fragments of shirt hanging precariously 
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round their waists.   Their eyes locked on each other’s, psyching each other out with a grim 

smile on their lips.   They darted forward several times, lunged at the shirts and missed.   

 

Suddenly, Mark curled his foot round Randy’s leg, yanked hard and Randy fell back into the 

water with a splash. Mark instantly fell forward and reached for the shirt round his waist.   “No 

you don’t, cop,” Randy growled.  He pressed his foot against Mark’s chest and pushed hard, 

sending him staggering backward on his feet.   

 

Randy’s eyes glinted with triumph, but what he didn’t realize was that Mark had been able to 

grab his shirt an instant before he was shoved back.   Randy stared in shock at the cop towering 

over him, his shredded shirt still intact round his waist and waving Randy’s over his head in 

triumph.   He taunted him, “Look at the King of the Gypsies now, guys, naked as nature 

intended.   You lose big guy …. get that ass ready for some tough law enforcement. 

 

Pete and the boys were on their feet cheering, while under the tree the naked slave pulled at his 

ropes – his cock already hard as steel again. 

 

********************************  

 

Randy was lying face-down in the mud at the edge of the pool, pounding his fist on the ground – 

“Fuck … fuck … fuck…”   He dragged his naked body out of the pool and across the grass 

before collapsing on his stomach close to the bound Zack. 

 

The boys were in a state of shock and awe, but Pablo didn’t accept the fight at face value.   

“Randy took a dive,” he said defiantly.   “He never loses a fight and he could’ve beat Mark, but 

he let him win, that’s obvious.” 

 

“Not obvious to me,” said Jamie with equal certainty.   “Mark’s beat him before and he did now.  

You saw how pissed Randy was at losing.” 

 

Brandon chimed in, “Who cares if Randy threw the fight?   My guess is he wants to get fucked 

by Mark – hell, who wouldn’t – and, like it or not, we’re gonna watch the boss’s ass get 

ploughed.” 

 

“Well I, for one, like it,” Darius grinned.  “What’s not to like?”  He was taking a pause after 

closing out this chapter with a two-shot of the big gypsy slumped on his belly in front of the cum-

soaked slave, then had pulled back to show the muscle-cop standing over him, legs astride, 

naked except for the shredded wet shirt clinging to his waist.    “Brandon’s right.   I don’t give a 

shit how it went down but the fact is the cop is gonna pound the construction boss’s butt … and 

yours truly will be there to film it.”      

 

He pulled from the back of his bike the folding mirror he had brought, a photographer’s sun 

reflector that he often used to sharpen the light on a shoot.   He set it up, adjusted the angle to 

light the scene, and turned on his camera just as Mark hooked his foot under Randy and flipped 
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him over on his back.   Randy gazed up at him and said, “Well, looks like you got what you 

wanted all along, officer – my ass.” 

 

Mark chuckled, “What you want, you mean.   I know you too well, big guy – whenever you watch 

me fuck Bob I know you wanna be the guy with the cop’s bone sliding in your ass.    Well now 

you got it.”     

 

He knelt between Randy’s legs, hooked them over his shoulders and leaned forward, forcing the 

legs back until Randy was bent double, his knees beside his face.  Mark rose up on his toes so 

the only parts of him touching the ground were his toes and his hands that pinned Randy’s 

wrists on either side of his face.   His body was stretched straight above Randy, just slightly 

arched. 

 

Darius struggled to hold the camera straight as he focused on the cop’s stretched body, his 

back muscles rippling, arms and thighs flexed, his blond hair thick over the nape of his neck.   

And best of all, the head of his rigid prong was pressing against the hole of Randy’s helplessly 

exposed ass. 

 

“Your ass and my dick are wet from the pool, buddy, so no need for lube.    Let’s just do it.” 

 

“Aaagh….”   Randy threw his head back and howled as the cop’s iron rod speared his ass, 

driving deep into his gut.    Mark pulled back and Randy braced for another pile driver – which 

didn’t happen.   Instead Mark eased his cock back into Randy’s ass slowly and Randy’s scream 

changed to a deep sigh.   He gazed up at the smiling, Nordic-God face and moaned, “Shit, man, 

that’s fucking perfect …. it feels so …. oh fuck, fuck ….” 

 

“No point in making you cum too soon,” Mark smiled.   “Let’s take it nice and easy.”  And so he 

did, watching the gypsy’s stubbled face fall from side to side in ecstasy as his cock slid in and 

out of his ass, probing a little deeper each time. 

 

Suddenly Mark raised his eyes and stared at Zack’s face a few feet from his.   Once again Zack 

was staring into a pair of eyes set in the chiseled features of a handsome face.  This time the 

eyes were blue gray and the hair was blond – tousled wet and falling over the man’s high 

forehead.   He saw Mark’s body moving to a gentle rhythm, heard the deep, sighing sound from 

the man beneath him. 

 

And again he felt the agony of frustration – so near to these glorious men but unable to touch 

them.   He could feel what Randy was feeling in his ass, and what Mark was feeling in his cock.  

It was almost like he was fucking and getting fucked at the same time – and he desperately 

wanted both.    “He pulled at his bound wrists and at his collar and looked pleadingly at Mark.   

“Please, man,” he sighed – almost a sob.  Please….. 

 

Mark had mercy on the naked black slave.  He pushed Randy backward so his face was almost 

under Zack’s shuddering cock.   Then Mark smiled at Zack, leaned forward …. and clamped 
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their mouths together.   It was the first human contact Zack had felt except for his cock in 

Brandon’s mouth.   He had endured the agony of wanting to touch the men, fuck them, get 

fucked by them, kiss them ….  And now here he was with his tongue in the cop’s mouth. 

 

He kissed ferociously like a starving man, his whole body shaking with hunger for the naked 

cop.   He licked Mark’s face, his eyes, his cheeks, his neck – an animal begging his master for 

release.    Randy, still wallowing in the exquisite sensation of Mark’s cock in his ass, now felt the 

head of Zack’s cock resting on his forehead.  He could feel it pulsing. 

 

Mark teasingly pulled back from Zack who stared at his face.  “I love you, man,” he groaned.   

You’re so fucking beautiful …. You’re gonna make me ….”     

 

“Wait,” Mark said.   Still fucking Randy he dropped to his knees, took his hands off the ground 

and squeezed Zack’s nipples, rolling them hard in his fingertips.   His eyes pierced Zack’s.  “… 

gonna make you what, Zack?    Gonna make you cum?   Gonna make you shoot that pent-up 

load of jizz over your work buddy while I fuck his ass?” 

 

He was driving Zack wild … and he lost it.    “You mother-fuckers … let me go … I’m gonna fuck 

you … fuck you both …. Aaagh.”      His body tensed, muscles flexing as his cock reared up and 

blasted a ribbon of cum from behind onto Randy’s face and chest.  There was a pause, then 

another shower of semen, and more.   His juice had built up as he watched the men make love, 

wrestle in the mud, then one drive his cock into the other’s ass.    And now his bulging balls 

exploded, raining semen onto the dark gypsy writhing beneath him. 

 

And through it all Mark continued to plough Randy’s ass, increasing the tempo.   He grinned 

down at the muscular cum-soaked gypsy.   “Man, you look fucking spectacular smothered in 

your own slave’s cum, your ass impaled on your buddy’s dick.  Time for you to surrender your 

own jizz, big guy.   And you know I can make you.” 

 

Mark resumed his original position, stretched rigid on hands and feet, paused, then slammed his 

hips down.   And suddenly his cock was transformed from slow-moving rod to battering ram, as 

he increased the speed and force and drove it savagely into the gypsy’s ass.    “Aaagh,” Randy 

howled in pain but with a lust for more.    “Yeah, fuck me, officer …. fuck that ass … oh yeah … 

bust your wad in the boss’s ass …. Aaagh …. No … no …can’t take anymore, man …. I gotta 

cum … you win, man, I submit …. Aaagh!!” 

 

He felt Mark’s hot cum flooding his ass, his body spasmed, and his cock blasted a shower of jizz 

up onto Mark’s chest.    Darius’s final shot was of one bodybuilder stretched over the other, cum 

dripping from the cop’s chest down onto the heaving gypsy, mixing with the juice that had 

erupted out of their naked black slave. 

 

*************************************  
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Half an hour later the excitement had cooled and all seven men were sprawled under the trees 

munching on snacks and sipping beer.    Zack had been cramped from kneeling so long, so 

Randy had lengthened the rope from his collar and released his hands from behind his back so 

he could stand or, as he was now, crouch on hands and knees with his collar roped to the tree.   

 

He had made an attempt to unbuckle his collar or loosen the rope but realized that Randy’s use 

of a padlock had made them escape-proof.  It was another stunningly homoerotic image of the 

naked black leather boss reduced to a broken slave kneeling on all fours, body smothered in 

semen, his head hanging down in humiliation. 

 

The boys all had permanently hard dicks at the sight   But Brandon, although he knew this was 

a fantasy, part of Darius’s game, felt sympathy for the man he knew as a macho construction 

boss, a hot leather master who had always shown kindness to him.  And now he was reduced to 

this indignity.    The boy whispered a few words to Pete and Randy who nodded their consent.” 

 

Brandon put together a plate of snack food and put it on his tray table along with a bottle of 

water and a beer.   He wheeled himself over to Zack and cleared his throat.  “Excuse me, sir, 

but I thought you might need this.   Zack looked up, saw the proffered water, pulled back up 

onto his knees and grabbed it, pouring half of it down his throat and the rest over his head and 

face.   Then he took the beer and swallowed it down in two long gulps.  

 

Brandon gazed at the face, streaming with water, sweat and jism, and said, “Sir, I just want to 

say how much I admire you, and that right now you look more gorgeous than I have ever seen 

you before.   You are so hot – every boy’s fantasy.  Someday I would be honored to get fucked 

by you, sir.  Pete wouldn’t mind.  Hell, you could fuck him too.  Just so you know, sir.” 

 

The boy blinked nervously behind his glasses.   Zack looked at him, even managed a weak 

smile and said hoarsely, “It’s a date, kid.”   But his knees were still sore so he fell back on all 

fours, the least painful position.    Brandon placed the plate of food on the ground in front of him 

and silently wheeled himself back to the group.   The three senior boys threw their arms over his 

shoulders in a display of fraternal affection. 

 

Starving hungry Zack bent his face to the ground and sucked up the food straight from the plate 

like a dog, the ultimate image of total degradation.   It was another pornographic tableau, an 

erotic fantasy that gave everyone a boner.     

 

But that there was also a sense that Zack’s humiliation had at last reached bottom.   They all 

admired the gorgeous leatherman, Randy’s equal on the construction site, and while it was 

really exciting to see an alpha top-man turned into a slave, bound by the neck, they hoped his 

next trial would be the last. 

 

They looked at Randy who sensed the mood of the group, a mood he shared.   “OK, boys.   So 

far it’s been Mark and me tormenting Zack.   So now you get to choose the last act.   What 
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would you like best?”  There was an uncomfortable silence as they all glanced at each other.   

“Come on guys …. You, Pablo, what do you want, boy?” 

 

Pablo sat up straight and assumed the role of boss’s boy and leader of the others.  “Sir,” he said 

firmly, “Zack looks so incredibly hot right now – like Brandon said, hotter than he’s ever looked – 

and I’ll probably never get the chance again to see him shackled naked like a slave.   So ……”   

 

“So ….?” Randy prompted. 

 

“”So I’d really like to fuck him, sir.” 

 

There was a sigh of relief from the other boys, who had been holding their breath waiting for 

someone to speak for them.   Randy looked around and saw shy smiles and sparkling eyes.   

He winked at Mark and Pete.   “Can I take it Pablo speaks for you all?”    They nodded eagerly.   

“That goes for you guys too?” Randy asked the two men. 

 

“Pretty much,” said Mark.   “I always assumed it would come to this.” 

 

Kneeling on all fours, staring at the ground Zack had never felt so degraded – a naked prisoner 

in a slave collar, body soaked in semen, hearing his captors bargain for how they were going to 

use him.   He braced himself, knowing what came next. 

 

“Here,” Randy said, jumping to his feet, “give me a hand you guys.”    Mark and Pete helped him 

gather five sturdy logs and ropes, lashing together two pairs as A-shaped legs.   They laid the 

biggest log across the tops, forming a trestle, like a sawhorse or a gymnast’s vaulting horse.  

Mark got a blanket from their gear, doubled it over and threw it over the top beam. 

 

Randy untied the rope from Zack’s collar, pulled him to his feet and, with Pete’s help, dragged 

him to the trestle and laid him face down along its length.   Randy tied his wrists down to the 

feet of the front trestle, and Pete did the same to his ankles at the back.    

 

Darius set up his sun reflector mirror in front of Zack, then raised his camera to film the 

incredible sight of the black leather master spread-eagled naked, face down on the beam, arms 

and legs splayed downward and tied to the trestle, his ass hanging helplessly over the back 

end.    The boys hung back, awestruck at yet another porn icon, the muscle-god lashed down to 

satisfy the lust of his buddies. 

 

“OK,” Randy said.   “It was your idea Pablo, so you go first.”   Pablo was unnaturally nervous as 

he walked up to Zack.    He was in no mood for roughness and had brought a tube of lube which 

he now squeezed into Zack’s hole, then onto his own cock.   Carefully he guided his cock 

between the black cheeks and pushed it in.   “Aaah,” Zack moaned and raised his head.   He 

found himself staring into the mirror, looking at Randy’s boy behind him … and groaned as he 

saw a line of six other guys behind Pablo waiting their turn. 
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The black leatherman inhaled sharply, clenched his jaws and his fists, and tensed his whole 

body …. bracing to get gang-fucked. 

 

********************************  

 

Pablo was tentative at first and fucked gently, so in awe of Zack that he almost didn’t dare to 

hurt him.   But that changed as a sense of power surged through him at the idea of fucking the 

tough construction boss, Randy’s macho buddy.   He looked down at the muscles rippling in his 

back and felt cum surging through his cock.  

 

He was soon being jostled by the other senior boys, Jamie and Darius, and they ended up 

trading off.   One shoved his rod into the black ass to be quickly replaced by another.  When 

Pablo’s turn came again he looked into the mirror and saw Zack’s face staring back at him.  The 

image of the rugged face grimacing in pain was so intense that the boy couldn’t hold back. 

 

“I’m cumming,” he yelled, driving his rod deep one last time and blasting a load of jizz into the 

shuddering ass.   Jamie watched the prisoner’s back heave, his head fly back and his mouth 

open in an animal howl.   The erotic sight was too much for Jamie who pulled Pablo away, 

shoved his dick into the cum-slick ass just in time to bust his load and add his jizz to Pablo’s.  

 

As Darius took his turn behind his master, Brandon rolled round in front of Zack whose face was 

hanging over the front end of the trestle.   He shoved his dick under his face, held the sides of 

his shaved head and pushed his mouth down on his rigid pole, making him choke.  Brandon 

looked across at Darius and said, “Hey, dude, let’s work together on this.”    

 

Darius grinned, “Right there with you, dude.”  He pushed his long ten inches into his master’s 

ass and the boys held each other’s eyes as Darius fucked ass and Brandon fucked Zack’s face. 

 

The naked leather boss was getting spit roasted by the boys and he struggled helplessly, tears 

springing from his eyes.  Darius had fucked his master before, of course, but this time was 

different with so many men watching his humiliation.   He was glad he couldn’t see his master’s 

agonized face and focused instead on his young buddy in the wheelchair. 

 

As they locked eyes, their cocks on fire, they realized that neither of them could hold out much 

longer and Darius said, “You wanna cum, big guy?   You ready?”   Brandon’s eyes opened 

saucer-wide under his glasses and he yelled, “Here it comes, dude …. Now!”    

 

Zack felt juice spurting into his mouth and his sore ass and he tried desperately to swallow the 

cum pouring from Brandon’s cock.    Once again it seemed like he was drowning in cum and it 

was a long time before the cocks ran dry and pulled out.   His body shook and he sobbed quietly   

Tears ran down his cheeks, semen oozed from his mouth and his ass and ran down his legs.  

He had endured the indignity of the boys’ group fuck …. now for the men. 

 

*********************************  
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The three masters shared a camaraderie with Zack – he was their equal, one of the tribe’s 

leaders, so they all felt a need to bring his suffering to a conclusion.   Like the boys, they 

teamed up, taking turns working on their buddy’s shattered ass.      

 

Pete came first.    He drove his stiff dick into the pool of jizz in his ass and Zack raised his head.  

Their eyes met in the mirror and Pete smiled grimly.   “It’s payback time, stud.  Sure it was hot 

getting tied up and fucked by you but, as one leatherman to another you know I have to get my 

revenge.   You would do the same … so here it is.   

 

He pulled back, plunged in again and his rod became a pile-driver.   Zack flexed his muscles to 

withstand the onslaught.   It was one thing to get fucked by boys, but this was an alpha male, a 

Forest Ranger who played rough.   Zack gripped the legs of the trestle, gritted his teeth and 

braced against the long pole pounding his ass.   Pete glanced over at Brandon whose eyes 

were shining, watching his master get his own back on the naked leather-god. 

 

But Pete had no intention of prolonging the punishment.   He felt they were brothers under the 

skin, two bare-chested bikers in leather pants and boots, though Pete was now naked like all 

the other men – including his buddy lying helplessly bound before him.  “Like you said to me 

before,” Pete said, “I’ll go easy on you this time – ‘til the next time we meet.”  But ‘going easy’ 

was a relative term and it took another fierce pounding until Pete finally yelled and blasted his 

juice inside his biker-buddy’s ass. 

 

When Mark took over Zack knew he was in for an easier ride.   Mark could be a tough son-of-a-

bitch when necessary but, as a cop, he saw a lot of violence and pain on his daily beat – and 

hated what he saw.  He was sworn to ‘Protect & Serve’ so, faced with a man, his friend, tied 

down and unable to fight back, all his protective instincts kicked in.  

 

“Look at me, man,” he said gently.   Zack raised his head and stared at the smiling blue-gray 

eyes in the mirror.   “Your ass has been fucked raw, buddy, but do you want my jizz in it too?” 

 

“Yeah,” Zack groaned hoarsely.   “Fuck me, officer.” 

 

Marked was surprised by the slickness and heat of the plundered ass as he eased his cock 

inside.   He watched the pain drain from the face in the mirror, saw it relax, and heard Zack sigh 

as he felt the long rod slide slowly inside him.    “Oh, man,” Zack groaned, “that feels so good.   

Keep doing it, buddy.   Keep doing it ‘til I cum.” 

 

Feeling the hot membrane closing round his cock Mark made love to the battered ass, much as 

his cock daily made tender love to his boy Jamie’s gorgeous butt.   “Feel good, buddy?” his 

deep voice asked softly.    “Yeah, real good.” Zack sighed.   “Make me cum, man.   Please ….” 

 

When Mark poured his juice into Zack’s ass it was like a soothing balm healing the membrane 

that had been fucked raw.   “Oh shit, man, that feels so ….. “  Zack breathed heavily, his 
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magnificent body shuddered against the beam he was tied to, and “aaaah” he heaved a long 

sigh of relief as his cock emptied its juice under him. 

 

********************************* 

 

There was a long silence in the clearing, with only the sound of rustling leaves and rippling 

water.   But the calm was not entirely without tension.   They all admired Zack’s endurance 

hugely, but they also knew there was one man who had still not had his turn behind the black 

man with cum now streaming from his ass down his legs. 

 

As Mark took his place with the group Randy stood up, stretched, then strode lazily over to Zack 

and stood behind him.   Zack raised his head and stared at the laser gleam of the steel blue 

eyes he knew so well, the man he always lusted for.  “Well,” Randy grinned, “the cop was real 

gentle with you… real nice and easy.   But you and me, buddy, we know each other well, and 

you know I don’t do anything nice … and easy.   I play rough. 

 

“All those times we’ve fucked behind the sheds at the construction site after work … let’s see 

now, the last time you got to hold me down and fuck my ass.  Shit, you were brutal – even made 

be beg and submit to you.   I admire you, big guy – you’ve taken more punishment today than 

I’ve seen any man take in a long time, and you’ve endured it all like a real man.   But it seems to 

me I haven’t once heard you submit.  So we gotta put that right.   After all, this is the climax of 

our show.   So let’s get it over with.”  

 

Randy had brought a rope with him that he now tied to the collar round Zack’s neck.   He pulled 

on the end from behind, forcing Zack to raise his head, his tear- and cum-stained rugged face 

staring wildly at Randy’s reflection in the mirror.   Randy held the stretched rope in his right hand 

and placed his left on the small of his back, like a cowboy preparing to ride at the rodeo.   

 

“Shit,” Randy growled, “that’s the way I like you best, man, tied by the neck …. like I’m riding my 

favorite black stallion, showing him who’s boss.   All you have to do is let me hear you submit, 

man.   Not a word you’re familiar with, I know – but this time you will.  So … open the trap and 

let the rodeo begin!”     

 

With one massive plunge he drove his beer-can thick cock straight into the already savaged 

ass, pulling on the rope so Zack’s head jerked back and he howled like an enraged animal.   

And then Randy fucked, one of his legendary, ferocious fucks.  The watching boys gripped 

hands tight as they watched the unbelievable scene – a rodeo fantasy with the wild gypsy 

cowboy riding the ass of the bucking black bodybuilder.    

 

Zack’s naked body was heaving, his muscles straining for release, his neck twisting in the collar, 

tugging against it in a wild and futile attempt to break the rope.  “Aaaagh,” he screamed as the 

huge rod pistoned inside his raw ass. 
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It was Randy at his most savage, eyes blazing, his black hair flying over his demon gypsy face, 

his biceps bulging as one hand pulled the rope taught and the other arm was raised high in the 

air in triumph.   Every muscle in his body rippled as his hips slammed back and forth, his cock 

jackhammering the agonized ass. 

 

Zack looked desperately into the mirror and his eyes were trapped in Randy’s penetrating gaze.   

“This is it, man,” Randy yelled.  “You know I can break you, like I can break any wild stallion.   

You gotta give up, man.   Simple … you submit … I bust a load in your ass … and you’re free.”  

 

“Go to hell, asshole,” Zack groaned, choking against the collar. 

 

“It’s you who’s in hell, man, and you know it.   OK. You asked for it.”   He ratcheted up the 

intensity of his already brutal assault on Zack’s ass, and when the agonized captive saw the grin 

spread over the gypsy face he knew he was beaten.   Pain was flaring through his entire body 

and his vision started to blur as he howled, “OK… OK … I’ve had enough … I can’t take 

anymore.   I’m gonna cum …. I give up …. I submit, man …. I submit …. Aaagh!” 

 

His body shook, tears streamed from his eyes, his hips arched up and he shot another stream 

of cum underneath him as he felt Randy’s cock explode in his ass.   Randy waved his arm up 

high with a whoop of triumph knowing he had broken the spirit of his buddy … the alpha male 

he admired as an equal in strength and endurance. 

 

His cock drained, he pulled out, ran to Zack’s head and quickly untied his arms, while Mark and 

Pete ran forward and released his feet.    Randy reached under Zack’s arms and pulled him 

gently to his feet.   The exhausted man slumped against him and Randy held him steady by 

folding his arms round him in a tight bear hug.  Zack managed to raise his head and stare 

through his tears into Randy’s eyes.  

 

“Fucking amazing, man,” Randy said.  “You were fucking magnificent.   I could never do that 

with any other man but you.   Shit, you’ll be a legend in this tribe after that.   I love you man …. I 

love you like a brother.”  Randy pressed their mouths together and they kissed hungrily, two 

alpha males at the peak of their masculinity, glorying in their ability to inflict and endure pain and 

still stand tall among men.    

 

At last there was a burst of raucous cheers from the boys, knowing they had witnessed a 

seminal event in the history of the tribe … an event that Darius had captured on camera, which 

he waved joyfully in the air.    Pete and Mark supported Zack on each side, his arms over their 

shoulders, while Randy ceremonially unlocked the padlock at Zack’s neck, removed the collar 

and displayed it up high. 

 

“Gentlemen, I give you Zack, the toughest son-of-a-bitch I’ve ever known.   I am proud to call 

him my buddy, my workmate and my friend.   We’re honored to have him as a pillar of our tribe.” 

 



3603 
 

 As the cheers erupted even louder the tears in Zack’s eyes this time were tears not of pain, but 

of pride at his endurance, and his total acceptance by this extraordinary group of men and boys. 

 

******************************** 

        

Later, after a cleansing dip in the pool, and a much needed meal put together by the boys, Zack 

finally slept, wrapped in the arms of his boy Darius who was bursting with pride as he grinned 

round at his young buddies.    The others had paired off too, Mark with Jamie and Brandon lying 

in the arms of Ranger Pete. 

 

Randy had gone a short distance away with Pablo until he found a cell-phone signal so he could 

call Bob.   It was a long conversation as Randy related all the happenings so far, with Pablo 

excitedly grabbing the phone occasionally to add his colorful commentary.   Finally Randy said, 

“Shit, here I go gabbing on about us, and not a word about you.   What you up to there, Bob?” 

 

“Well,” Bob laughed, “nothing as crazy as your testosterone-macho shenanigans, which, by the 

way you have to demonstrate to me when you get back.  But it’s shaping up to be an interesting 

weekend.   As you know, Hassan, Eddie and Mario are up at Steve’s house, leaving just me and 

the twins here.   But Jason and Ben just got here, and Adam and Nate right after.   All four boys 

are in the kitchen cooking a late lunch but it sounds like there’s more yelling and laughing than 

actual cooking. 

 

“Adam and Jason look spectacular, of course, in gym shorts and tanks, ready for a workout 

together before they eat.  You know how competitive those gym jocks can be so I’m just here to 

watch and adjudicate – and blow the whistle if there’s a foul.  Altogether a cool domestic scene.” 

 

“Oh yeah?” said Randy doubtfully.   “You seem to have it all planned out … but you know what 

they say about the best-laid plans.   What if the unexpected happens?” 

 

“Ah well then I play it by ear.   If I get into trouble I’ll be sure to call you … provided you’re not, 

er, all tied up with your buddies,” Bob chuckled 

 

“Asshole,” Randy laughed.   “I love you, big guy, you know that.   Can’t wait to see you … and 

demonstrate some of our ‘shenanigans’ – just for you.” 

 

He shut off the phone, put his arm round his boy, and they went back to join the others. 

 

#            #            #  

 

 

Chapter 258 – “The Aussie & The Fireman – Gym Rivals” 

 
Bob was feeling good about the upcoming day.   He always enjoyed the house when it was 

quiet – free of boisterous boy chatter and Randy’s booming voice.   Before the other guys 
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arrived he had been sitting at the outdoor table with the twins drinking coffee and going over 

their plans for the day.    

 

The twins loved times like this, having Bob all to themselves, feeling like a small family within a 

larger one.  They worshipped the man who had transformed their lives, saving them from living 

rough on the streets and guaranteeing that the brothers would never be split up, something so 

important to them that they had fought to preserve it all their lives. 

 

Bob had also given them back their self-esteem by making them the chefs for the whole tribe.   

They loved to cook and the kitchen was their kingdom.   They consistently turned out gourmet 

food that impressed everyone and earned them respect.   Their calm, practical outlook on life 

that they learned from Bob, along with a constant sense of amusement at the goings on in the 

house, confirmed their maturity and their position in the house as senior boys, along with Pablo, 

Darius and Jamie. 

 

It was mostly food they were discussing now, making sure with Bob that they had all the 

supplies necessary to feed three hungry men and their boys for the next two days.  “It’ll probably 

be a late lunch,” Bob said.   “When Jason and Adam get here they’re bound to want to work out 

in our gym before they eat.   They’re two of the most dedicated gym jocks I’ve known.” 

 

“Not to mention two of the most gorgeous,” Kyle grinned. 

 

“That too,” Bob chuckled, “and two of the most competitive.   I’ve seen them work out together 

at Jason’s house and the words ‘workout partners’ don’t begin to cover it.  They’re workout 

competitors too, and that friendly rivalry becomes sexual as they sweat and strain.  Hell, when 

they showered together afterwards they went in with rock hard rods and came out with limp 

dicks.   You do the math.” 

 

The twins laughed, pleased to be taken so far into Bob’s confidence.  But Bob himself realized 

that he had veered dangerously close to gossip – something he normally frowned on – except 

with his boys, with whom he shared almost everything.  It was one of the things that made their 

relationship unique, unlike any other master/boy relationship in the house. 

 

He was saved from changing the subject by the appearance of Jason and Ben.  The fireman 

had evidently just got off work as he was still wearing his uniform dark blue pants and boots and 

a sweaty blue LAFD T-shirt, his tousled blond hair falling over his chiseled, sweat-stained face.   

Bob and the twins gazed at him in awe and Bob laughed, “Shit, man, don’t you ever look 

anything less than totally fucking gorgeous?” 

 

“I try not to,” Jason laughed.   In fact he looked sexier than ever with his damp T-shirt clinging to 

the flawless muscles of his torso, his biceps bulging below the short sleeves.   His smiling blue 

eyes transformed his grimy face into an icon of rugged male beauty.   “Anyway, you’re in no 

position to go on about ‘fucking gorgeous’, you being a dead ringer for Superman and always 
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give me a boner whenever I look at you.    Sorry I’m still in my work clothes, buddy, but this 

young punk dragged me out of the house right after I got home and fucked his ass.  

 

“I couldn’t wait to see you guys,” said an excited Ben squirming in his seat.   Ben was a real 

charmer, a young dark-haired gypsy boy who bore a striking resemblance to his big brother 

Randy.   Wearing his usual loose tank and cargo shorts that he had pulled on right after getting 

fucked, his youthful muscles rippled as he fidgeted.    

 

Ben grinned mischievously at the twins, proud that they knew he got fucked every time the 

fireman came home.   It was the twins who had first discovered the stunning firefighter when he 

came to the house to knock down a small brush fire.   They had immediately recognized the 

muscle-god on the August page of their well-thumbed fireman’s calendar that they jerked off 

over regularly.    

 

They were pleased that Jason had subsequently taken Ben as his boy, though the young 

fireman had to fight hard for Randy’s approval and Randy still kept a careful eye on his kid 

brother.   If nothing else it meant he was a regular visitor here so they could jack off to the real 

thing – even more beautiful in the flesh than his picture.   

 

Jason jumped up and inspected the new gym that Randy had built under a covered patio on the 

side of the house similar to what Jason had at his place.  Randy had grown tired of working out 

in the basement and brought all the equipment up here.    “Man, this is radical,” Jason said 

approvingly, “just like a professional gym.   Hell, Randy never does things by halves, does he?” 

 

“Watch it, mate,” said a deep Australian voice.   “That gym has my name on it – I get first crack 

o’ the whip so to speak.”  

 

Adam and Nate had arrived.   Like Jason, the rugged Aussie had just come home from work 

having worked a flight from Sydney, and he too had been dragged to the house by his impatient 

cheeky-faced Aussie boy.    So Adam was still wearing his smart airline uniform – black with 

gold bands round the jacket sleeves to denote his senior status as chief purser.      

 

But he had brought his gym gear, hence his challenge to Jason.   Even covered by his uniform 

there was no mistaking Adam’s gym-honed body.  Tall with a muscular, athletic physique, he 

had short dark hair and a handsome rugged face that was now beaming with his confident 

Aussie smile.   “So how’s it hangin’, mate?” he said, grabbing Jason’s hand and pulling him into 

a macho shoulder bump.  “You ready to get your ass kicked in this brilliant new gym here?” 

 

“In your dreams, stud,” Jason laughed.   “Randy’s installed enough equipment here for two guys 

to work out together – soon sort out the jocks from the jokers.” 

 

Adam waved him off with a laugh, turned to Bob and shook his hand vigorously.  “G’day, mate.   

Real sporting of ya to invite me and my boy for the weekend.  You got a posh group here, just 

the elite, uh? … except for this deadbeat here,” jerking a thumb at Jason.   He saluted the twins 
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with a cheerful, “Hey, you two, looking more gorgeous than ever.   You’re always in the kitchen 

when I visit – we should hang out together more – that’s if the big boss here will let you off the 

leash.” 

 

Bob laughed, “They’re not on a leash, Adam – well, except for the other day when I used two 

collars to…..”    He checked himself, seeing the embarrassed blushes on the boys’ faces.    He 

stood up and hugged Adam lightly, then pulled back and said, “Hell, can’t even hug you properly 

in case I rumple that sexy uniform.   What is this anyway, you and Jason in your work duds?   

Why don’t the two of you get comfortable for Chrissakes?” 

 

“Too right, mate,” Adam grinned and turned to face Jason.    “OK, Aussie,” Jason challenged, 

“let’s see what you got.”  

 

Adam was good at this.  Whenever he came home from work in his uniform Nate wanted him to 

take it off slowly and hand each piece to his eager houseboy.   And this is what Nate did now, 

standing beside his master with a mischievous glint in his eye as he glanced at the other boys.   

Adam’s eyes were fixed on Jason’s as he unbuttoned his jacket, slipped it off and handed it to 

Nate, who hung it carefully over the back of a chair.  Nate loved this ritual and now he had an 

audience of boys to show off to. 

 

Slowly Adam loosened his tie until it hung loose over his shirt.   He unbuttoned the shirt, pulled 

the tail out of his pants and let the shirt hang open.   Underneath he was wearing a tight white 

tank top that clung to the mounds of his chest.   Adam slid the tie from round his neck and held 

it out to the side without glancing at Nate.   It was an act of faith that his loyal boy would be 

there to take whatever was handed to him. 

 

Nate took it and laid it over the jacket, smoothing out the wrinkles.  The other boys, plus Bob 

and Jason stared at Adam in awe as he shrugged the shirt farther back on his shoulders and 

exposed more of his chest.   The boys rubbed the growing bulges in their shorts as they saw 

most of Adam’s torso through the tight cotton of the tank.   Adam let the shirt slide off his 

shoulders, caught it in one hand and handed it to Nate who folded it carefully over the chair. 

 

There was a low gasp from the onlookers as Adam stood tall, stretched, then preened in front of 

Jason, his tight tank emphasizing his broad shoulders and wide lats tapering down to his slim 

waist where the tank disappeared under the stylish brown belt of his uniform slacks.   He looked 

superb, the bottom half elegant in tailored slacks and business shoes, his top half stripped down 

to the tank, looking like a fitness model.    

 

“Impressive,” Jason smiled.   “Jeez, if the passengers on your plane could see you like this they 

would all have orgasms and send the plane into a dive.    ‘Course, they’d have the same 

reaction if they saw a hot L.A. fireman.   I’ll show you what I mean.” 

 

The challenge was made and they both rose to the occasion.  Each man reached behind his 

neck and pulled on the back of his shirt – Jason on his sweaty blue T-shirt and Adam on his 
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clean white tank.    The spectators gasped as they watched the twin visions appear – two shirts 

rising up from tight waists, over washboard abs, slowly higher to reveal the slabs of their 

sculpted chests, and finally off over their broad shoulders.   They knew how stunning they 

looked stripped to the waist, and they smiled at each other flexing the muscles in their torsos. 

 

Not to be outdone by Nate, Ben ran forward as Adam handed his tank to Nate, who shook it out 

and folded it over his other clothes.  Ben took Jason’s shirt and held it to his face, inhaling the 

sweaty maleness of his master, then stuffed the shirt into his shorts pocket. 

 

Adam and Jason laughed and wrapped their arms around each other.  Then they faced the 

group, linked hands and held their arms up high like triumphant boxers, two high-spirited 

shirtless athletes evenly matched at the start of a macho contest of strength and beauty. 

 

**********************************  

 

Bob and the boys rose and gave a standing ovation to the two preening muscle jocks and when 

the cheers died down Bob said, “That’s better, guys, now come sit down and grab some coffee.”   

As they walked toward the table Bob unthinkingly pulled off his T-shirt and tossed it carelessly 

over a chair.   Adam and Jason stopped in their tracks, amazed as always at the sight of Bob’s 

flawless muscularity.  Not noticing their reaction he sat down and talked casually to the twins. 

 

When he became aware that they had stopped he looked up at their stunned faces staring at 

him.   He grinned innocently.  “What’s up guys?   I got spinach in my teeth or something?” 

 

“You really don’t know, do you?” Jason said and shrugged at Adam.   “He really don’t know.” 

 

“Know what?” Bob asked, blushing slightly, feeling his teeth for spinach he had eaten earlier. 

 

“Know how fucking gorgeous you are, lame-brain.  Shit that body won’t quit.”   

 

What Jason didn’t add, but what they all knew, is that there’s nothing sexier than a gorgeous 

man who is unaware of his beauty – or at least takes it all in stride, like having brown eyes.   

Bob had once said to Randy on the subject, “Shit nobody flaunts their eyes do they?”    

 

(Actually he was talking to the wrong man.   Randy never actually flaunted his eyes but one 

laser flash from those steel blues was enough to turn a person to a pillar of salt like Lot’s wife.) 

 

Anyway, the point was that Bob never flaunted his looks – unlike the two guys who had just 

made a three-act drama out of taking their shirts off.  Doctor Steve, the therapist, had once said 

that vanity and a lack of it were similar.   His theory was that if a guy never displayed any vanity 

it was an indication of self-confidence about his looks – the same thing as vanity.  

 

Adam still gazed at Bob and persisted, “That body … how do you do it, Bob?  Do you spend all 

day in this gym here?” 
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“No…” Bob laughed.   “But when I do work out it’s always with Randy, and that man’s a damn 

slavedriver.  He’s a tyrant, never lets up, yelling sexual obscenities at me if I don’t give him 110 

percent.   At the end of a workout with him I feel totally pumped – horny as a jackrabbit too. 

Randy makes it all about sex – and that’s what we do after every workout – fuck.” 

 

Adam grinned at Jason and said, “Yeah, we know just what you mean.  A lot of gym jocks go to 

the restroom after their workout and jerk off looking at themselves in the mirror.  Either that or 

they have sex with their workout partner, eh Jason?” 

 

Bob chuckled.   “What the hell is it about this house that makes every conversation turn into 

sex?   Can’t we leave sex out of it just for once?” 

 

“No!” shouted all four boys in chorus.   Adam grinned, “Guess that’s your answer, big guy.”  

 

He sat down with Jason and the twins poured their coffee.  Then the four boys ran off to the 

kitchen and the men fell into easy conversation, mostly about their boys.   Adam talked of Nate’s 

plans for him and his assistant, Eddie, to form their own profit making house-cleaning service 

with Bob’s help.   Then Bob asked Jason, “So how’s Ben, Jason?   Randy not butting in too 

much and protecting his little brother?” 

 

“No, he’s backed off a lot.  Guess he trusts me to be a role model for him.   Doesn’t mind if Ben 

has a streak of vanity like me.  Says it gives him arrogance and Randy’s all in favor of that.”  

 

“Talking of vanity, mate,” Adam said, “time we hit the gym and let you flash those muscles of 

yours.”   Jason grinned and they both stood up facing each other flexing their bodies.  Bob 

happened to glance toward the kitchen and saw four eager faces pressed to the window.  Soon 

the boys were back, the twins carrying two protein drinks, with Nate and Ben ‘helping them’. 

 

Ben had told them the ingredients of the pre-workout light protein drink he always mixed for 

Jason and now all four of them stood around with no apparent desire to go back to the kitchen.   

Bob sighed and said, “OK, guys, you can stick around.   Guess lunch can’t happen anyway until 

these guys have strutted their stuff.”  The boys sat beside Bob, two on each side of him, like a 

family taking their seats at the theater, which in a very real sense they were. 

 

“Good on ya, mates,” said the Aussie, “thanks for the drinks.   Everyone knows protein’s good 

after a workout but what a lot of guys don’t know is that a light drink like this is also a great pre-

workout booster.    He turned again to Jason.   “So, you ready, mate?”     

 

He bent down, unlaced his shoes and pulled them and his socks off.   Jason matched him, 

pulling off his boots and socks, then they straightened up and stared at each other, stripped to 

the waist and barefoot.    Slowly they unbuckled their belts, opened their pants and let them 

drop along with their undershorts.    
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The boys held their breath, gazing at the naked muscle jocks’ sculpted physiques.  Their eyes 

focused on the cocks swinging between their thighs as the men walked toward the table and 

picked up their drinks, tilted their heads back and gulped the mixture down.    

 

Ben and Nate ran forward and picked up the clothes they had shed, then handed them the 

workout gear they had brought.  The boys had picked out their favorites – red Aussiebum swim 

briefs for Adam, and light blue boxer briefs for Jason that hugged his muscled thighs. 

 

The boys resumed their seats beside Bob as Adam and Jason walked over to the sunlit gym.   It 

was theater – as if the house lights had dimmed, and the curtain rode on the brightly lit stage. 

 

******************************* 

 

It was quite a show – big on action, thin on dialogue, except for groans and shouts of 

encouragement and derision, liberally laced with obscenities.  “Push, man, one more.   Don’t 

pussy out on me, mother-fucker.   You’re fucking pathetic … push ….”  

 

They reminded Bob of Coach Randy, and his cock stiffened at the memory of the savage gypsy 

standing over him, torturing his body then fucking his ass. The boys’ boners were caused by the 

two stunning athletes pushing each other to their muscle-breaking limits.    

 

Of course the two jocks were turning each other on too.   

 

Jason was spotting Adam who was lying flat on the bench press.   He stood behind the Aussie’s 

his head, fingers curled lightly round the bar ready to assist.  Adam’s muscles popped, veins 

protruded as he strained to lift the bar one more time, trying not to be distracted by the sight 

above him of the shape of Jason’s long, hard cock outlined under his snug boxer briefs. Jason 

stared down at the flexing chest and ripped abs and grinned at the bulge under Adam’s briefs 

and a wet spot of oozing pre-cum. 

 

And so it went on, with each set becoming more competitive – incline and decline presses, flies, 

lunges, crunches, every muscle in their magnificent bodies rippling, their handsome faces 

contorted in pain as they summoned every ounce of strength.    

 

They discovered that Randy’s arrangement of the gym equipment invited competition – like the 

chin bars placed side by side in front of a mirror.   The boys, who had long since pulled their 

cocks out of their shorts, now stroked harder as they saw the men jump and grip the chin bars 

side by side.  They pulled themselves upward easily at first, their back muscles rippling, as they 

admired themselves and each other in the mirror. 

 

The count seemed endless, but at last they slowed, their shoulders and arms aching, their faces 

and bodies running with sweat.   The boys stared wide-eyed, waiting to see which one would 

give up first – the blond fireman in the soaking boxer briefs, or the dark-haired Aussie, his swim 
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briefs molded round his ass.   Ben and Nate shouted encouragement to their masters, the 

impartial twins silently mesmerized by the sight of the competing athletes. 

 

But in the end the result was inconclusive, the partners were so evenly matched.   With one last 

desperate heave they hauled themselves halfway up, held the strain, and grinned at each other 

effortfully in acknowledgement that neither could win.   “Fuck you, asshole,” Adam said as they 

both dropped to the floor at the same time to cheers and whistles from the boys. 

 

They paced around, rotating their shoulders and loosening their arms – but their blood lust was 

up.   There had to be a winner.    They stared defiantly at each other, circling round, waiting for 

the moment to pounce.   Suddenly they locked hands in the air in an opening wrestling move, a 

trial of strength to see who would buckle first.   It went on a long time with much grunting and 

cursing, until Jason wrapped his leg round Adam’s, sending them both crashing to the ground. 

 

Locked together they rolled over the grass, first one gaining advantage then the other.   The 

boys stood up to get a good view of the wrestling match between the two gym jocks, a tangle of 

straining muscles, the red swim briefs and blue boxer briefs pressing together.  But again it 

looked like a stalemate as their strength and skill were equal. 

 

Bob had finally had enough.   It had been a turn-on to watch the fireman and the Aussie 

compete in the gym, and the near naked wrestlers grapple erotically on the ground.   But in his 

mind he could hear Randy growl, “Is this fuckin-well going anywhere, guys?  For fuck’s sake 

let’s cut to the fucking chase here.”  (The number of ‘fucks’ in one sentence always indicated the 

level of Randy’s impatience, and the same now applied to Bob.) 

 

He stood up and shouted, “Enough … quit it.”   He strode forward, separated them forcefully 

and hauled them to their feet, displaying his own strength, though not by choice.   Panting hard 

the combatants glared at each other, muscles flexing, fists clenched, but Bob kept them apart. 

 

“OK,” he proclaimed with all the authority of a master’s master.    I’m the ref here, and I’ve had 

enough of this competition to nowhere.   There’ll be one last matchup, and this time we’ll spice it 

up by giving you something to fight for.   The loser will submit his ass to the winner.”   He rubbed 

his stubbled chin.   “Let’s see now, a simple, clear-cut contest….   Push-ups!   Why not?” 

 

Adam and Jason accepted the challenge defiantly and paced around recovering their breath 

and loosening their limbs.  They never had any trouble with almost limitless pushup, though now 

their bodies were weakened after a punishing workout and wrestling match.   The boys were 

quietly ecstatic at the idea of more to come and Bob turned to the twins.    

 

“Kyle, Kevin, you’ll keep the score as you’re impartial.   Nate and Ben have too much skin in the 

game as they are the competitors’ boys.   OK, men, take your places for the last round.” 

 

******************************* 
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“One last thing,” Bob said.   “Let’s see those asses that are up for grabs – or whatever,” he 

chuckled.     Jason and Adam, still glaring at each other, pushed down their briefs and stepped 

out of them.  The boys gaped as the men’s long, hard dicks sprang to attention.    Evidently the 

contest not only raised their testosterone levels, it raised their cocks too.   For them a challenge 

from another hot jock was a huge aphrodisiac. 

 

In unison, they fell forward onto the ground facing each other, their bodies rigid with only hands 

and feet touching the ground in the usual push-up position.  Their faces only inches apart, they 

locked eyes as Bob shouted, “OK, guys …. begin.” 

 

It was almost ritualistic as the two men, in perfect sync, lowered their chests to the ground and 

pushed back up, never losing eye contact.   “One!” the twins said loudly, enjoying themselves 

hugely, while Ben and Nate yelled encouragement for their respective masters.    

 

The men began confidently as pushups were part of their daily gym warm-ups.   But this was no 

warm-up – it came at the end of grueling physical exertions that had left their muscles weak.  To 

make things worse, their stiff cocks hit the ground each time they lowered their bodies, which 

forced them to arch their bodies and raise their butts, displaying them like prizes on the judge’s 

table at an athletic contest.   Which was, after all, exactly what their asses were. 

 

The twins dutifully counted off, but the other boys and Bob fell silent, mesmerized by the erotic 

sight of the two naked jocks flexing their muscles, their shoulders and biceps bulging with the 

strain, the white globes of their bare asses bouncing up and down.    

 

And still they stared into each other’s eyes, gaining strength from the intimate communion of two 

athletes in competition – and in lust – with each other.  Each could feel what the other felt, the 

pain, the determination, the raw masculinity.   But just as their strength was evenly matched so 

was their exhaustion.   As their strength waned, their sexual desire increased and their eyes 

melted into each other’s in a macho mix of rivalry and admiration. 

 

“55, 56, 57….”   The twins’ metronome voices lulled them into a machine-like trance as 

adrenaline took over to provide the fuel that kept them going …. up, down, up, down.   Ben and 

Nate were stroking their cocks again, dazzled by the hypnotic image of the muscle-god fireman 

and magnificent Aussie in a naked trial of strength.   What turned each boy on most was the 

image he had of his master in the same pulsing movement later tonight as he rode his boy’s ass 

in bed. 

 

Bob, typically, never liked inflicting pain, especially on good buddies, so he circled the pair and, 

encouraged them to end the contest.   “Very impressive, guys, but enough’s enough.   You 

know you can’t take much more of this … one of you has to submit to the other.”    

 

They knew he was right but in the end the respect and admiration between two athletes 

overcame their rivalry.    Their muscles were cracking with exhaustion, but that was secondary 

to the lust in their eyes, the desire they felt to get ass-fucked by their buddy.  
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“96, 97….”    The two jock’s paused, at the pitch of exhaustion, and stared into each other’s 

eyes.    They groaned in unison, “I submit….”, and collapsed on the ground on their stomachs.  

 

“98!” yelled the twins together.  “It’s a draw!”   The four boys jumped up and down with raucous 

cheers as Bob looked carefully down at Jason and Adam, making sure they were OK.    They 

were more than OK.   Each had tested the physical limits of his buddy in the sweaty arena they 

always found sexually charged with athletic testosterone – the gym.    

 

Their hearts were beating hard beneath them, partly from physical strain, but mostly from their 

intensely erotic feelings for each other.   They raised their heads, locked eyes and crawled 

painfully toward each other.    They managed weak smiles, licked the sweat from the other’s 

face, then clamped their mouths together, to the roar of more cheers from the boys.  

 

“That was epic guys,” came Bob’s voice from above.   They broke apart, rolled over on their 

backs and stared up at him.   Jason said, “But it was a draw, no loser, so no fucking.”   The boys 

all looked at Bob in disappointment and Kyle said regretfully, “That’s true, sir.” 

 

“Not necessarily,” Bob said, pacing round and stroking his stubbled chin in thought.  Bringing his 

legal training to bear he was like a courtroom judge (albeit a shirtless one) tussling with a point 

of law.   “You see, the truth can often have two sides like a coin.   In this case what we have is 

two winners – but, by the same token, two losers, which presents us with several choices. 

 

“One – we break the tie and toss a coin to determine which guy fucks the other.  Two – as 

winners, neither guy gets fucked.   Three – as losers, both guys get fucked.   Tough choice.  It’s 

the kind of decision that is usually turned over to a jury.  Of course we need twelve for a jury but, 

in view of the urgency of the matter, with the pride of two jocks at stake, I rule that we can go 

with four …. namely, you boys.” 

 

They all perked up.  They loved Bob always, of course, but especially when he was being 

solemn like this, with his semi-serious tongue-in-cheek act and the hint of a sparkle in the corner 

of his eye.   Plus the fact that he had no shirt on. 

 

“OK, the table will have to do as the jury box.   Gentlemen, be seated.   The four boys eagerly 

took their places perched on the edge of the table, giggling and jostling each other so Bob 

cautioned them sternly, “The jury will come to order.  And you will not discuss the case among 

yourselves until we have a verdict.”  The boys sat still and forced serious expressions onto their 

faces, with the solemn responsibility of having the fate of two men in their hands.   

 

“Gentlemen of the jury, I shall place three alternatives before you and you must vote for one 

only.   We’ll do it with a show of hands.    Number one – shall we choose which of the 

defendants fucks the other?”   The boys didn’t move.   “No votes.” 

 



3613 
 

“Right, number two – shall neither of the defendants get fucked?”   No movement.  “Again, no 

votes.  

 

“Number three – shall both of the defendants get their asses fucked?”   Four arms shot in the air 

and waved frantically in an over-the-top display of enthusiastic agreement. 

 

“Right, we have a verdict,” Bob intoned.  “Both asses get fucked.  Gentlemen of the jury, thank 

you for your service and you are now free to discuss the case.  You are discharged ...” his voice 

lowered confidentially “… but I strongly suggest you stick around.  Should be quite a show.” 

 

Bob turned to Adam and Jason who had been sitting on the ground with looks of amusement 

and affection.   “Gentlemen, a jury of four good men and true has decided your fate.   You are 

both to get fucked in the ass.  Sentenced to be carried out immediately.  Court dismissed.” 

 

*********************************  

 

Jason and Adam helped each other to their feet and walked rather unsteadily back to the gym.   

The boys followed them and stood at a respectful distance to watch the sentence (or rather two 

sentences) carried out.   Bob had said the four boys were free to discuss the case and they took 

him at his word, talking animatedly about their role and the decision they had come to.     

 

Ben looked up at Bob standing with them and asked, “Sir, you said the jurors could talk about 

the case but can we whack off while we watch the sentence being carried out?” 

 

“Well,” Bob said doubtfully, “that would be unusual and would need the dispensation of a judge.” 

 

“But you’re the judge, sir … can’t you, like, depenserate?” 

 

“Hmm,” Bob frowned, then smiled.   “OK, as you all seem to want to I guess it would do no 

harm.   Go ahead and …. Oh, I see you already are.”   Before he finished speaking they had 

ripped open their shorts, yanked out their cocks and were already stroking them watching the 

naked jocks prepare.” 

 

“And now,” Bob said, “we do need a coin toss to see who goes first.    Bob fished a quarter from 

his pocket, flipped it and slapped it on the back of his hand.  “Heads for cock, tails for ass.  Your 

call, Adam.    “Heads,” Adam said without hesitation. 

 

“Heads it is,” Bob smiled.  “Adam’s cock, Jason’s ass.   Go to it guys.” 

 

The men gazed at each other with a hint of a smile and Jason swung into full narcissist mode.    

He reached up and grabbed the gymnastic rings hanging from long ropes and, thanks to Randy, 

right in front of a mirror.   The boys beat their cocks faster as they saw the blond, naked muscle-

god stretched before the mirror, admiring his own sculptured  body as he twisted and flexed. 
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When Bob had earlier taken his shirt off the boys knew how sexy it was when a beautiful man 

seemed unaware of his beauty – took it all in stride.   But the opposite was also true.  There was 

something about a man who knew just how gorgeous he was and flaunted it.   The more he got 

off on his reflection the more he drew attention to his looks and turned on anyone watching him. 

 

The Aussie faced him and kissed him hard on the lips.   He pulled back and smiled, “You’re a 

real gorgeous bloke, mate…. and that ass….”  He reached behind Jason and cupped the hard 

mounds of his ass in his hands.   “Oh, man, since the moment we started working out I wanted 

to slide my rod in that perfect butt.    And now I’ve been ordered to.   So brace yourself, mate.” 

 

He walked behind him, looked over his shoulder and grinned at their reflections in the mirror.   

Adam reached round and ran his hands over the slabs of Jason’s chest.  Then he licked his 

thumbs and gently massaged his buddy’s nipples between forefinger and thumb.   Jason moved 

his head from side to side and moaned, “Shit, that feels awesome, man.” 

 

“You feel my dick pressing against your ass?   You want it, man?   Tell me you want it.” 

 

“Yeah, stud, I want it bad.   Come on, buddy.   Fuck my ass.   Let me feel it.   Aaaah…...”  He 

moaned loudly as he felt the Aussie’s shaft driving into his ass, deeper and deeper down his 

chute until he felt wiry pubic hair pressing against his ass cheeks.  His muscles flexed as his 

body twisted in front of the mirror.  It was one thing for Jason to get off on his own image, as he 

did so often, but watching himself get fucked by the muscular Aussie was ten times better. 

 

The boys were now pumping their dicks hard as they watched the two workout partners fuck, 

the dark-haired one driving his rod like a piston inside the flawless ass of the blond, his writhing 

muscles rippling in the sun.  Adam grabbed Jason’s hips and pulled him back onto his cock, 

harder and harder, making the handsome blond face wince in pain. 

 

“Take it, man,” Adam said.   “How’s it feel to have your ass impaled on a huge Aussie prong, 

mate?   Feel good?” 

 

“Yeah …. Aaah …. Shit it feels fucking great.”   He gazed at the mirror mesmerized by his own 

image.    “Look at that hot fireman getting fucked by his gym buddy.   Fucking incredible, man.”    

Exhilarated by the sight of his upstretched body Jason knew how to display it to the max.   He 

tightened his grip on the rings and pulled himself up a foot off the ground.  

 

As Jason hung there swinging from the ropes Adam took full advantage of his ass suspended in 

midair.   Still holding his hips Adam found it easier to slam the fireman’s ass back onto his cock.   

He pushed Jason far forward, off his cock, then let momentum take over.   Jason swung 

backward and impaled his own ass on the Aussie’s battering ram.  

 

The boys held their breath in disbelief and Ben especially pumped his cock harder.  He had 

never seen his master look more beautiful and watching the muscle-jock’s straining body swing 

forward and back on Adam’s cock sent the boy over the edge.    He walked forward, stood close 
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to Jason and shouted, “Thank you, sir …. you’re making me cuuuum…!”     Ben blasted a long 

stream of semen that splashed onto Jason’s chest and ran down over his razor-sharp abs. 

 

“Don’t cum, Jason,” Bob warned softly, but that didn’t apply to Adam.   Seeing the naked 

fireman smothered in his boy’s cum stoked the Aussie’s adrenaline and he felt cum swelling his 

cock.    He pushed Jason far forward, paused, then slammed his ass back onto his cock that 

blasted a load of juice deep in his gym buddy’s ass as howls bounced off the glass. 

 

*************************************** 

 

It took a Herculean effort for Jason to hold back his own orgasm as he felt Adam’s cum pouring 

inside him.   He was so close that he frantically pulled his ass off the dripping cock, grabbed the 

back of Adam’s neck and pushed him forward to the bench press.    

 

Adam leaned forward and braced his arms by grabbing the bar at waist height, his body arched, 

legs splayed behind him, feet firmly planted on the floor.  He was facing Bob and the boys and, 

more importantly, the globes of his ass, white against his tan lines, were pointing up at the blond 

jock behind him.  Jason scooped the cum off his own abs and used it to lubricate his pulsing 

cock.  “Payback time,” he shouted.  “Here it comes, stud.”    

 

He pressed the head of his cock into the soft, dark hair round the Aussie’s butt, then drove it 

mercilessly into his ass.   Adam threw his head back, his eyes opened wide and he yelled at the 

sudden penetration deep in his gut.   The rugged Aussie was always a dominant top-man – 

except for now, submitting his ass to the blond athlete.   Beating their cocks again the boys 

stared at the handsome face contorted in pain, at his flexing shoulders and biceps as he braced 

against the bar.  

 

But the pain in Adam’s ass was nothing to the agony in Jason’s cock that had been building 

cum throughout the gym session and especially when his ass got ploughed.  He lost all restraint 

now and his blond hair tossed wildly as he strengthened the onslaught on the macho 

bodybuilder, pile-driving his ass with his throbbing dick. 

 

With wide-eyed wonder the boys watched the blond muscle-god take savage revenge on the 

agonized Aussie who was now staring straight at his boy, Nate.    Nate stared into the dark 

brown eyes and whispered, “I love you, sir.   You look so hot, so sexy, I think I’m gonna ….”   He 

stood up, pointed his cock at his master and, with a choking sigh, poured hot jizz onto his face. 

 

That did it for Jason and, at last, he released the whole load of pent-up jism that had been 

building for so long.   “Yeah …. fuck yeah,” he howled as the hot liquid slammed deep inside his 

gym-buddy’s ass.   It filled his ass, oozed out the sides, and ran down his legs in a seemingly 

never-ending stream.   They remained silent, their breath heaving, hearts thumping, having 

finally done what they both wanted from the time they arrived.  Their show had ended. 

 

And then Bob took over. 
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************************************ 

 

Barefoot and shirtless in cargo shorts Bob faced the two men as Jason pulled out and they 

stood up straight.  “Great show, guys,” Bob grinned, “two gorgeous athletes competing, then 

pounding each other’s ass.  But so far the action here has been all about you.  Our four-man 

jury here has been discharged, true, but they deserve recognition for their verdict which turned 

out to be exactly the right one.  Only the judge can decide that … and I’m the judge.   So … on 

your hands and knees, guys.” 

 

Bob grabbed the back of their necks and pushed them in front of the mirror where they 

obediently knelt and leaned forward, hands on the ground, doggy style.   Instinctively they 

raised their heads and stared at each other, side by side. 

 

“So far,” Bob said, “the boys could only stand back and watch. Only Nate and Ben have shot 

their loads so far, so we’ll give them time to catch their breath.  All this time I have made the 

twins hold back for the right moment … and that moment is now.  Kevin, Kyle, the floor’s yours. 

 

The lithe, muscular twins, with smiles on their handsome young faces, walked up to the men 

kneeling on all fours.   Kyle knelt behind Adam, Kevin behind Jason.   Acting calmly and, as 

always, in unison, they probed the men’s holes with their fingers, feeling them slick with cum.   

No need for lube, so they pushed their cocks between the cheeks and eased inside them.   The 

symmetry was perfect as the brothers began a long, slow fuck, gentle but highly erotic. 

 

Adam and Jason stared into the mirror at the exotic image of the young twins, identical in their 

beauty and in their actions.   The men knew they were both feeling exactly the same sensations 

and pleasures – it was like getting gently fucked by the same boy at the same time.  Lulled into 

a state of bliss the men turned to look at each other … and kissed.   All thoughts of their battle 

for supremacy dissolved in the fluid tenderness of the boys.   

 

The men finally broke apart and gazed again at the twins’ mirror image, seeing double, feeling 

double.   Their youthful muscles rippled as they moved and the sun streamed straight down on 

their angelic faces.    The action was prolonged but at last the twins glanced at each other, then 

Kevin said into the mirror, “Gentlemen, my brother and I are going to cum inside you.   We will 

do it together and we hope you will too.   Please kiss each other again, sirs.  We like that.” 

 

They didn’t need telling twice.  Again they turned to each other and their mouths locked in an 

act of love formed in the crucible of virile combat.  At exactly the same moment they felt warm 

juice pouring inside them – no shouts, just gentle sighs.  They shared the same air, the same 

elation, and released streams of semen that gathered in twin pools on the ground before them. 

 

***********************************  
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“You boys ready yet?”   Bob was addressing Nate and Ben who were impatiently waiting their 

turn.  “Ready and willing, sir,” Nate grinned.    The twins leaned forward and kissed the napes of 

the men’s necks, then slid their cocks out, stood up and made room for their buddies.   Nate 

instinctively stood behind his master Adam, and Ben behind Jason.  But Bob said, “No, no, that 

won’t do, you guys can do that any night of the week. Try this…” and he switched them around. 

 

Nate had always been turned on by Jason’s ass (they all were) and Ben licked his lips at the 

thought of topping the handsome Aussie.   They fell to their knees and, with none of the twins’ 

finesse, clamped their hands on the ass cheeks and shoved their dicks between them. The men 

winced but the initial pain quickly subsided and they gave into the novelty of being ploughed by 

the other man’s boy – Jason by the cheeky young Aussie and Adam by the sexy boy gypsy. 

 

The boys eagerly pounded away, enraptured by the sight of the two muscle-jock buddies getting 

hammered by a couple of boys.   Nate looked across at Adam and said, “Sir, you were so great 

today, are you gonna fuck me tonight … please, sir?” 

 

“If you’re good,” Adam panted. 

 

“Oh we’ll be real good, sir.”  He grinned at Ben.  “Let’s show them how good, dude.” 

 

Joyfully they pounded harder and harder with the inevitable result.  Pretty soon they started to 

yell and each one stared down at his own cock pistoning into the muscle-jocks ass.  “I gotta cum 

dude,” Ben yelled at Nate.   “Ready when you are,” Nate replied …. “in fact, right now!” 

 

For the third time that day Adam and Jason felt cum streaming into their asses, their groans 

drowned out by the jubilant shouts of the boys.  Adam waited for the boys’ cocks to drain, then 

grinned at Nate.   “OK, mate, that does it.   Be warned, tonight you get your ass hammered.”   

Jason stared at Ben, “That goes double for you, punk … even if I have to tie you down.”  

 

*********************************  

 

The ensuing silence was broken by the sound of two hands clapping.   The boys had stood up 

and joined the twins and now Bob was circling, slowly clapping his hands in appreciation of the 

men’s endurance.    Everyone knew that Bob was the only one of them who had not yet cum 

and now he was pacing like a predatory animal.   The two jocks were still on their knees and 

their dicks were already hard at sight of the Superman lookalike gazing down at them. 

 

“So,” Bob said, back in the courtroom.  The defendants and the jury have had their say, in no 

uncertain terms.   But judges are human too.  They gotta get their rocks off like any man.”   The 

two men and four boys all gasped as Bob undid his shorts and let them drop, leaving him buck 

naked, his magnificent body gleaming in the sun, his huge cock swaying between his legs. 
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Adam and Jason looked up at him in lustful anticipation but Bob glanced down at the cum 

oozing out of their asses and said.    “Hmm, not sure I want to settle for sloppy seconds though 

– or sloppy fourths in this case.”    

 

He taunted them by stroking his cock and they looked up at him in the mirror.   Jason, for once 

ignoring his own mirror image, stared at Bob and murmured, “Please, man.   We want it … bad.”  

Adam said, “You’re the boss.   Do it, stud …. You want us to beg?” 

 

Bob relented.   “OK, move closer to the mirror.”   Eagerly they shuffled forward on hands and 

knees until their faces were almost touching the glass.   Bob dropped to his knees behind them 

and said, “You two guys are helluva narcissistic, but that’s fine.   Randy gets real turned on 

when he tells me to make love to myself in a mirror while he fucks me, and now I wanna see 

that from his point of view.  I think you know what I mean, guys.” 

 

He moved behind Jason and looked down at his cum-splashed ass.  “Jeez, Adam was right … 

that is one spectacular set of buns.  What, you firemen do squats all day in your gym?  Still, I 

know it’s been fucked three times already, so maybe it can’t take another big dick.” 

 

“No, man … I mean yes, it can, it wants it …. I want it buddy.   Aaaah …” He sighed as he felt 

Bob’s long rod slide down his chute.   He looked up at Bob’s reflection, at his hard pecs, ripped 

abs, biceps flexing as his hands squeezed his ass.  And that face, those chiseled square-jawed 

features, his tousled dark hair falling over his brow.   He was getting fucked by Superman. 

 

The feeling of Bob’s cock in his ass was exquisite, with the same gentleness as his twins, but 

packed with all the strength and power of the ultimate muscle-god.   “Man,” Jason sighed, “that 

feels incredible …. I wanna touch you, kiss that gorgeous face.” 

 

“How about settling for second best?” Bob smiled with a playful hint of arrogance.   “Normally 

you don’t need to be told this but …. look at yourself, Jason, not me.”   Jason obeyed and stared 

at the face of a hot young athlete getting fucked by a flawlessly handsome bodybuilder.   “Looks 

great, uh,” Bob said softly behind him.   “The kind of blond jock you wanna make love to.   Show 

me how much you want him, big guy.” 

 

Bob’s hypnotic voice and the beauty of his own face consumed Jason and it was as if he walked 

through the mirror.   He pressed his lips against glass, kissing the face in the mirror, grinding 

their lips together while he felt the long rod piercing his ass.  As the fuck intensified, so did his 

lust for himself.   Kissing himself he had the other-worldly sensation of fucking himself too.    His 

passion mounted and he was about to make himself cum when suddenly the fucking ceased 

and he crashed back to earth. 

 

Bob quickly transferred his cock to Adam’s ass and the Aussie smiled up at Bob’s reflection.  

“You are so fucking amazing, man.  No wonder Randy is so damn wild about you.   Fuck, you 

could make a man do anything.” 
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“Even make love to himself?” 

 

“You son of a bitch,” Adam said.   “OK, I said anything and I meant it.”   He lowered his eyes 

and stared at his own face.   Adam was not narcissistic like Jason, but he admired his own 

looks, got off on them in the way most gym studs do, and now as he stared at his own ruggedly 

handsome features and heard Bob’s seductive words he found a new level of self-love.    

 

He leaned forward as Jason had done and discovered the fantasy of kissing his own lips.   They 

were cold, but he saw his face reflected in his own eyes, like infinity mirrors, and he was 

momentarily launched into a world where he didn’t have to be tough and decisive.     

 

As the cock in his ass gathered force he saw another face in the mirror come close to his. It was 

Jason, the gym buddy he always lusted for, and in an instant the four men, two real, two mirror 

images, were kissing each other ravenously in a sexual fantasy of man-on-man lust.   Bob had 

started out with the twins’ tenderness but was now fucking with Randy’s savagery.     

 

He felt Adam’s ass contracting, ready for orgasm so he quickly pulled out and pounded Jason 

with the same savagery for a few seconds.   Then he pulled out, got to his feet, grabbed their 

hair and pulled them back so their hands left the floor and they were kneeling straight up staring 

at the mirror.  

 

Reflexively they grabbed their cocks and began to pound them in their fists, gazing at the mirror 

in disbelief.  Each man saw himself and the buddy he had just made love to … and the stunning 

Superman standing behind them beating his meat.   It was a spectacular sight … two handsome 

muscle jocks and the magnificent man who had taken charge and now towered over them. 

 

“You know what to do, men,” Bob said.   “Show me how much you love each other – and 

yourselves.   Their ragged breathing came in sobs, every muscle flexed as their bodies went 

rigid and …. “Aaaagh”   Three shouts bounced back off the mirror and three long streams of 

cum slammed against the glass, diffusing the images of the exultant men like a movie fading to 

black, ending the show and bringing the audience back to the real world. 

 

********************************* 

 

After thunderous applause from the boys Bob helped Adam and Jason to their feet and the boys 

rushed forward, fell on their knees and greedily sucked their masters’ jizz from off the glass.   

The men broke apart from a three-way kiss and Bob said, “I don’t know about you guys but I’m 

starved.   As Randy would say, “What the fuck’s the delay?   Where’s the fucking food?” 

 

“We’ll get right on it, sir,” said the twins. Looking firmly at Nate and Ben, Kevin said.   “Alone this 

time, dudes – it’s faster that way.”   They dropped their shorts, dived into the pool, got straight 

out and ran bare-assed to the kitchen.   They were masters of quick, improvised meals and in 

no time a feast was on the table by the pool.  

 



3620 
 

The conversation was spirited, raucous even, and Adam smiled quizzically at Bob.   Do you 

know how many times you’ve mentioned Randy today, mate?   Does he live on your shoulder?” 

 

Pretty much,” Bob grinned – “and, man, is he heavy!”   Just then his phone rang and he called 

for silence. “Hey Steve … hold on a second.”   He muffled the phone and said, “It’s Steve. As 

the tribe’s therapist he said he would check in on the groups and make sure everything’s cool.”   

 

He went back to the phone.  “So what’s up, Steve? … Yeah, everything’s terrific here. …  “Yeah 

Randy called me and told me the whole story – sounds as if they’re acting like a bunch of 

savages up there in the woods – no surprise there – and  Zack’s been put through the ringer.   

What about your group up on Mulholland?” 

 

Steve chuckled.  “Oh, we got a few things to sort out.  I wanna make sure this three-way thing 

with Hassan, Mario and Eddie is on the level.  I mean, it’s a bit of a stretch – a husky Marine 

Captain, a sophisticated Italian gardener, and an urchin with a dirty face, all sharing each 

other’s affections.   Like I said, bit of a long shot.    But Lloyd and I will make sure nobody gets 

hurt.   I’ve got my methods.” 

 

Bob laughed.  “Yeah, I’m familiar with your ‘methods’, doc.   We’ve all been subjected to them at 

one time or another. ….  Yeah, yeah, I promise I’ll call you if we have any problems but judging 

from the action here so far I don’t think that’s likely.  Later, dude …. have fun.” 

 

He shut off the phone and grinned, “Hell, those two brothers not only look alike but they have 

the same protective instincts to take care of the tribe.  Only difference is Steve uses his brain 

and Randy uses his fists.” 

 

“How’s Eddie doing, sir?” asked Ben, anxious for his friend, one of the ‘three amigos’.   I mean 

after what happened to him last time when Hassan put him to work shoveling dirt and then him 

and Steve and Lloyd made him suck their dicks all afternoon.” 

 

Bob ruffled the young gypsy’s hair.   “Well I don’t recall Eddie complaining about sucking those 

musclehunks’ dicks.    He’s never been happier.   And I don’t think they’ll make him shovel dirt 

this time.    My guess is he’ll have a blast.   ‘Course, I don’t know what Steve has in mind.” 

 

“Oh Steve’s OK,” Ben said confidently.    He’s Randy’s brother – mine too – and Randy don’t let 

him get away with shit.   Actually, the three of us are a real peaceful family.” 

 

The other boys laughed and Nate said, “Huh, you can tell that to the Marines.” 

 

“Well,” Ben said, “all’s I know about the Marines is Hassan.   Now he’s another story.” 

 

#            #            #  
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Chapter 259  –  “Team Hassan” 

 
That other story had begun when Hassan took Eddie in his military jeep up to his guesthouse on 

the grounds of Steve and Lloyd’s elegant house on Mulholland Drive.   Before they walked up to 

the main house Hassan made Eddie put on clean cargo shorts and a blue Polo shirt (Hassan’s 

favorite).   Hassan himself changed out of his usual military pants and put on jeans and a clean 

white T-shirt that clung to his muscular torso. 

 

Eddie looked at him with his urchin grin and licked his lips.   He stroked the Marine’s chest and 

said, “S’pose we don’t have time for me to show you my ass, sir?” 

 

“I’ve seen your ass, kid, and I intend to stick my dick in it later.  But right now we’re expected up 

at Steve’s.   He’s getting brunch ready, and apparently he’s making it a pretty fancy meal today.” 

 

“Uh-uh,” Eddie said, “I don’t do good at fancy meals.”   

 

To tell the truth Eddie was always a bit intimidated by Steve and Lloyd, two successful 

professional men – one a Beverly Hills psychiatrist and the other an architect who worked 

mostly for Randy’s construction company.   They were both classy, sophisticated and rich, with 

their big home on the spine of the Hollywood Hills, a panoramic view of the city on one side and 

the Valley on the other. 

 

One thing that eased Eddie’s nervousness around them was that they were both fond of him – 

and both totally gorgeous.   Steve looked like a twin of his brother Randy (minus the grime and 

the gruffness of the construction boss).  And Lloyd was a handsome gym-jock who groomed his 

body to perfection in daily workouts.  Only a week ago when Eddie was shoveling earth they 

had stood round him and made him suck their cocks, then blasted cum over his naked body. 

 

In fact the boy was more comfortable, not to say thrilled, with that kind of earthy action than with 

sitting at table with them over a fancy brunch.   However, when he and Hassan walked up the 

gravel path to the main house all Eddie’s jitters vanished seeing that Mario had already arrived.    

 

Mario, with his European poise and his Italian accent could go toe-to-toe with the guys when it 

came to sophistication, dressed as he was now in floppy beige pants and a white linen shirt that 

hung open over his chest.   He had recently become attached to Hassan and Eddie, and the 

boy was sure that Mario would help him, a young urchin, navigate the ways of a stylish house. 

 

As Steve had explained on the phone to Bob, he was anxious to take a close look at the 

interactions of the new threesome – the Marine, his boy and the handsome young Italian.  As a 

therapist Steve had counseled many men in three-way relationships which more often than not 

became complicated and soon foundered.   He didn’t want that to happen to these three whom 

he liked a whole lot. 
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Hassan was surprised to see just how elaborately the table had been set, with an array of 

knives, forks and spoons set beside the place settings – enough to intimidate any boy.   

Knowing Steve as well as he did Hassan suspected that this was all part of the doctor’s 

infamous methods, which could never be found in any psychiatric manual.   

 

Hassan was pleased when Eddie, after hugging Mario, stretched out his hand to Steve and said 

in a rather exaggerated formal voice, “Good morning, sir.   Thank you for inviting me.” 

 

Steve shot a glance at Hassan, then smiled at Eddie.   “The pleasure’s all mine, Eddie, but you 

know, you could do me a big favor.   Lloyd is struggling in the kitchen to put brunch together and 

I’m sure he would welcome some help.    Would you mind?” 

 

“Sure, sir, I’d like to help…”      Mario made a move to go with him but Steve said, “It’s OK, 

Mario, I think one’s enough.   Don’t wanna crowd the kitchen.”   Mario smiled, with a slight shrug 

and raised eyebrows to Hassan.   They both had a vague feeling that Steve was running to 

some kind of master plan.   His ‘methods’ again. 

 

“OK, I’m off.”  Eddie grinned at Hassan, then ran off to the kitchen, pleased to be of use rather 

than standing around making small talk, which usually ended up with him running off at the 

mouth with an unstoppable stream of very small talk indeed. 

 

*********************************** 

 

When Eddie walked into the large, modern kitchen Lloyd had his back to him, leaning over the 

sink.   When he turned round Eddie’s eyes opened wide.  The architect was wearing a 

sleeveless black cotton T-shirt that clung to his classic torso, showing off his sculpted pecs and 

the sold muscles of his shoulders and arms.  The round globes of his ass were accentuate by 

tight black jeans hugging his narrow hips. 

 

With his tousled dark hair and soft gray eyes he looked stunning, and his face broke into a 

dazzling smile.   “Hey, kid, you’re here at last.   Come and give old Lloyd a hug.   He held his 

arms out wide, Eddie walked into them and felt the crush of Lloyd’s hard body engulfing him.   

His cock instantly reared up in his shorts and he felt it pressing against the bulge in Lloyd’s 

jeans as the architect kissed him lightly on the lips. 

 

When they finally broke apart Eddie looked down at his shorts that were stretched like a tent on 

his rigid pole.   He blushed and stammered, “Sorry, sir, I couldn’t help it ….” 

 

“Kiddo, never feel embarrassed when a hot man gives you a hard-on.   Think of it as a 

compliment …. I do.     Besides, look here…” he pointed don’t at his own swollen crotch.   “You 

did that, Eddie.   You don’t realize what a sexy young buck you are, do you?   Hell, if you didn’t 

belong to that tough Marine Captain out there I’d tie you down across this counter, pull your 

pants down and fuck that sweet ass of yours.” 
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“Aaah,” Eddie shuddered and forced himself not to cum.  He had a feeling that cum spraying out 

over the brunch supplies in the kitchen was somehow not hygienic.   Lloyd folded his arms 

across his chest and grinned affectionately at the boy.   “So, did Steve send you out here?   Not 

too cool of him the minute you arrive.   Sorry about that.” 

 

“Oh, I’m not, sir,” Eddie grinned mischievously.  “What can I do for you?” 

 

“Apart from sucking my dick and then dropping your shorts, you mean?   Well, you could take 

over washing the spinach in the sink here.” 

 

“I can do that, sir.”  (‘The other things too,’ he mumbled under his breath.)    Lloyd grabbed a 

black bib-apron and said, “Don’t think Hassan would approve of you coming back with food all 

over that sexy blue shirt of yours.” 

 

“No, sir, it’s Hassan’s favorite.” 

 

“There you go then.”    Standing in front of him Lloyd hooked the apron round Eddie’s neck, then 

reached behind him to tie the strings round his waist at the back, tight enough to accentuate his 

slim waist and his ass.   Lloyd’s body was pressing against Eddie, the bulges in their pants 

rubbing against each other as he cupped Eddie’s ass cheeks bulging through the apron slit at 

the back. 

 

“Yeah, perfect,” Lloyd grinned salaciously, kissing him lightly on the lips, then standing back to 

admire the boy.  “Only thing that would make it better is if you were naked under the apron.   But 

Steve has decreed that this should be one of his classy brunches and I don’t think a naked 

waiter would go down as classy.   Hotter than a pistol, though.” 

 

For a brief moment Eddie wondered why Lloyd was coming on to him so much, but it made him 

feel real sexy so he decided just to enjoy it.   He knew the hot architect wouldn’t try anything 

with Hassan sitting outside … though Eddie kind of wished he would. 

 

“OK, kiddo, spinach.”    Lloyd stood beside Eddie at the sink and explained the drill. “The 

spinach in the water here just needs to be drained, then you wash the other bunches over here.”     

 

Lloyd leaned sideways and stretched his arm behind Eddie’s neck to reach the rest of the 

spinach on the draining board.   Eddie felt the hard bicep flex behind his neck and inhaled the 

smell of man sweat from Lloyd’s armpit next to his face.   Their hips were pressed together and 

the boy’s crotch was squashed against the side of the sink.   And it again took all his self-control 

to stop from losing his load. 

 

The work progressed quickly as Lloyd had already completed most of it.  Eddie ended up 

making the whole of the spinach salad while Lloyd handled the eggs and poached salmon.   

When it was ready Lloyd said, “Just let me get out of this damp T-shirt.   Can’t sit at Steve’s 

‘classy’ table stinking of sweat.”  Eddie bit his tongue to stop saying that he wouldn’t mind at all. 
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Lloyd pulled the wet T-shirt off over his head and tossed it in a hamper.  Eddie gasped as he 

gazed at the flawless body, stripped to the waist in beltless black jeans, gray undershorts just 

visible above the waistband.  With his square-jawed features and disheveled dark hair, his torso 

gleaming with a sheen of sweat under the kitchen spot-lights, the architect looked spectacular 

and Eddie felt pre-cum oozing from his cock.   

 

“You wanna do the honors, boy?” Lloyd asked, holding out a towel.   At such moments as this 

Eddie always fantasized – this time about being the body-slave of this gorgeous man.   In a 

daze he took the towel and slowly ran it over Lloyd’s face and neck, then his broad shoulders 

and arms.   

 

Lloyd raised his arms and Eddie wiped the tangled black hair of his armpits.  Without thinking he 

leaned forward and licked the wiry wet hair, then ran his tongue over the slabs of his pecs.  

Sweat trickled down the cleft between them and Eddie buried his face between the pecs and 

sucked in the salty taste. 

 

Suddenly realizing he was going too far he pulled back and murmured, “Sorry, sir,” then rubbed 

the towel over the ridges of Lloyd’s washboard abs.   Lloyd turned round and the boy wiped the 

rippling muscles of his back, tracing his V-shaped lats down from the broad shoulders to his 

tight, narrow waist. 

 

As Eddie cleaned him up, in an act of obedience and body worship, Lloyd stared at all the food 

waiting to be taken to the dining room and he said, “Shit, we did a damn good job there buddy.   

We make a great team.”    He turned round, shook Eddie’s hand with a grin, then pulled him into 

a tight hug.  

 

Eddie wrapped his arms round him and stroked his back, hypnotized by the feel of Lloyd’s 

muscular torso flexing against him.  He noticed a bead of sweat trickling down from Lloyd’s 

Adam’s apple into the cleft below and flicked out his tongue to catch it.   And that brief act put 

him over the top.    He buried his face in the crook of Lloyd’s neck, his body shuddered and he 

tried not to make a sound as his cock poured jism in his shorts. 

 

Lloyd squeezed him tighter, then released him and held him at arm’s length.   “Feel better, 

kiddo?”    Eddie blushed and grinned at the same time.  “Much better, thank you, sir.” 

 

“OK, Eddie, let’s knock ‘em dead with our cooking skills eh?”   Lloyd took a fresh T-shirt from a 

drawer and pulled it on. This time it was a pale gray V-neck and, even though Eddie had just 

this second cum, he tensed and felt a tingle in his cock.   That was vintage Eddie – one of the 

perpetually horniest boys in the tribe. 

 

*********************************  
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A burst of applause greeted the food carried in by Lloyd and Eddie, and the guys helped them 

arrange it on the elegant table.   They all congratulated Lloyd who bowed jokingly then grabbed 

Eddie’s wrist and held his arm high.   “Gentlemen, give it up for my assistant chef, without whom 

this meal would not have been possible.”   They all cheered affectionately and Hassan smiled at 

his boy, but was surprised to see him look away, blushing deeply.    

 

As the guys moved around to take their places Hassan took Eddie aside and said, “Thanks for 

doing that, kiddo.   I’m proud of you.   Here, let’s get that apron off you.”     

 

Eddie hesitated.   “Oh I … I kinda like it, sir.” 

 

“Hey, kid, this is fixing to be a fancy-shmancy brunch so you can’t sit down wearing an apron.   

Besides that blue shirt always looks hot on you.   Before Eddie could protest Hassan had untied 

the apron and pulled it off.   Eddie looked up at Hassan and held his breath in the unlikely hope 

that his master would not see the big stain spreading over the front of his shorts. 

 

Hassan had to stifle a laugh as he looked at the forlorn boy staring up at him like a misbehaving 

street punk who had just been caught out.   He had seen the look so often before and it always 

made him want to hug him.   But, as usual when Eddie thought he was in trouble, he turned on 

the spigot and words flowed out. 

 

“Sir, it’s not what it looks like … well it is … I mean, sure, I creamed my shorts, sir, like you can 

see but … it’s not what you think.    It wasn’t Lloyd’s fault at all – he didn’t do anything …. he 

didn’t have too …. just being close to him did the trick.   I mean, he looked so hot in the kitchen 

… I don’t mean hot from the oven … although that too now I think about it, kinda sweaty … I 

mean hot as in sexy … and I mean major sexy in that black shirt and all … like sweaty-wet, you 

know ….. ”  He saw Hassan shuffle impatiently. 

 

“OK, I know, sir … cut to the chase, right?  OK, so there we were close to together … I mean 

close like kitchen workers not close like fuck buddies or anything … nothing like that … and in 

the end he took off his sweaty shirt to change it and gave me a thank-you hug and that’s when I 

lost it and ….” 

 

“… and gushed,” said Hassan, keeping a straight face.” 

 

“Well, I guess so, sir.   I mean, gushed as in busted my load, not gushed like talking to much …. 

but that too I s’pose now that I think about it ….”    He had finally run out of steam and stared up 

at Hassan, waiting for the verdict. 

 

Hassan said, “You say that Lloyd didn’t do anything, but … would you have liked him to?    Do 

you want him to fuck you?” 
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“No, sir,” Eddie said indignantly, “of course not sir … I would never ….”  He trailed off as Hassan 

raised his eyebrows in disbelief and folded his arms across his chest.   With a shrug and a slight 

grin Eddie said, “Well …. I guess it would be kinda nice, sir, if he kinda just…” 

 

“Kiddo, you can’t get ‘kinda’ fucked by a guy, as I’ll demonstrate later when we’re in bed.    But I 

get the picture ... and maybe it’ll be OK … provided I’m there to watch.   Now come and let’s eat 

the food prepared by Lloyd and his horny assistant chef with the wet shorts.” 

 

************************************ 

 

The others were already seated and Hassan made Eddie stand beside him at the table, giving 

everyone a good look at the cum stain on his shorts and letting Eddie squirm a little.   Steve 

took pity on him (though Eddie’s orgasm was no less than he expected – all part of his plan) and 

said, “OK, Eddie, you’re sitting here, next to Hassan facing Mario.”   His seating arrangement 

was evidently another deliberate piece of his plan. 

 

Eddie was still embarrassed by everyone knowing he had creamed his shorts before sitting 

down at this elegant table.   Nice shirt – cum-stained shorts.   So Hassan saved him.    

 

“Did you guys get a good look at my boy in that apron?   Last time I saw him in one of those he 

was naked under it.   I came home from a bitch of a day at work to find the table set for dinner – 

candles, flowers, the works – with the kid standing there butt naked under the goddamn apron. 

Well, you can bet that dinner was delayed while I threw him face down on the bed and fucked 

his sweet ass through the gap in the apron.” 

 

That was greeted by a howl of laughter and Eddie’s embarrassment was replaced by pride at a 

revelation of his sex life with the Marine Captain. 

 

So now he could relax.  Well, not really, as a new challenge faced him in the array of knives and 

forks beside his plate.   He knew that Steve and Lloyd were used to this kind of dining, and 

Hassan too, at formal dinners in the Marine Officers’ Mess.   Mario, with his European 

upbringing and experience as a waiter, was no stranger to elaborate table settings either.   But 

poor Eddie was totally out of his depth.    

 

Fortunately he had been seated opposite Mario who now smiled encouragingly at him.  

“Signori,” Mario said to Steve and Lloyd, “the table looks magnifico.  You know, in rural Italy we 

always had just one knife and fork for all courses, but when I went to the fine houses of Milan 

and was faced with so many knives and forks all lined up, I was relieved to find there’s a system 

…” He smiled deliberately at Eddie and spoke slowly… “You simply start from the outside and 

work your way inwards.” 

 

A wave of relief swept over the boy as he realized that this was meant as advice for him, and 

that Mario, in his subtle way, would guide him through the meal.  So Eddie confidently picked up 

the outside knife and fork, but Mario cleared his throat, obtrusively picked up the small serrated 
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knife above the plate and cut the half-grapefruit before him into segments.  Eddie grinned and 

copied him. 

 

Steve smiled with satisfaction and glanced at Hassan and Lloyd.   It was then that Hassan was 

sure this whole elaborate meal, Eddie’s trip to kitchen, and even the boy’s orgasm was all part 

of Doctor Steve’s unorthodox methods.   It would have been easy to vocally guide Eddie 

through table etiquette but that might have embarrassed him.  Steve wanted to see exactly how 

Mario played his role in the three-way relationship.   And he was beginning to get his answer. 

 

Hassan was starting to understand Steve’s motivation.   As Steve had told Bob, he had seen so 

many three-way relationships end badly that he wanted to take a close look at the dynamic 

between this new seemingly mismatched threesome, the rugged Marine, the young Italian and 

the fresh-faced kid from the wrong side of the tracks.    

 

The therapist wanted to see how Hassan interacted with his boy (the seeds of which he had 

already planted with Lloyd’s help), and how the Marine really felt about Mario.  Hassan 

suspected that he himself would play the principal part in seeing how the trio worked together.  

As always with Steve’s therapy, sex would surely play a pivotal role. 

 

Steve was especially interested in how the two younger sides of the triangle, Mario and Eddie, 

interacted, a dynamic that was on display right now as the little scene played out.  Eddie was 

paying close attention to Mario who skillfully kept up his part in the general conversation while 

making sure that Eddie followed his mimed directions on table etiquette.   

 

With Eddie’s innate sense of fun it quickly became a game to him and Hassan’s eyes misted 

over as he watched the two boys communicate wordlessly with shining eyes, and Eddie copying 

every one of Mario’s moves.   Steve felt he had rarely seen such warm affection between two 

young men, in this case teacher and pupil.   The experiment was a success and the therapist 

mentally closed the case on this part of his plan.   

 

Hassan grinned at Steve and murmured, “Son-of-a-bitch, you set the whole thing up.” 

 

**********************************  

 

Now for Hassan.   Steve wanted to ensure that, with the arrival of Mario, Hassan’s love and 

protective instincts for his boy had not been diminished.   The meal was winding down and 

Steve flashed a quick glance at Lloyd.   Lloyd stretched and sighed.    

 

“Funny thing,” he drawled, “food in the middle of the day always seems to make me horny.  Any 

of you ever get that midday boner that won’t go away?   At work I just go to the restroom, take 

off my shirt and jerk off looking at myself in the mirror.”   He got languidly to his feet.   “So if you 

guys will excuse me for a few minutes, I gotta take a bathroom break.” 
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Eddie, who when he was not watching Mario had his eyes glued to the sexy architect, now 

looked frantically at Hassan.   The Marine grinned at him with a small nod.   “Er, before you go 

Lloyd, I think my boy has something to say to you.”   Steve was glad to hear Hassan punting the 

action back to him.   Eddie stood up and blinked nervously at Lloyd.   

 

“Sir, when a guy’s horny, sir, there’s always another way to, like, get his rocks off.”   The 

boldness of his own statement stunned Eddie and he took refuge, as always, in more words.   

“What I mean is, sir, like, out in the kitchen you looked so hot, sir, working close to me in that 

black shirt and all … especially when you took the shirt off and ….” 

 

“You mean, like this?” Lloyd smiled.   He crossed his arms over his waist, grabbed the bottom of 

the gray shirt and pulled it up slowly, over his abs, his rib cage, over the rock-hard pecs, over 

his head and arms, and tossed it over the back of his chair.   He stood in all his shirtless glory 

smiling at the speechless Eddie – well, speechless for about a second. 

 

“Yeah,” he said in a high-pitched voice, “that’s the one, sir.”   He cleared his throat, took a gulp 

of water, and stumbled on.    “Here, you can still see this patch of … you know … on my shorts 

… that was when you gave me a hug….”    

 

Lloyd wrapped his arms round him.   “Like this, Eddie?”    

 

“Hm, hm,” he whimpered… “yes, sir, that’s the one, sir … that’s what made me … you know….”   

Lloyd held him at arms’ length and Eddie felt he was sinking in a swamp of words but he 

soldiered on.  “But it’s OK, sir, cause Hassan said it would be OK if …and he’s a Marine Captain 

and everything … except he has to watch us to make sure I… I dunno … don’t die or anything 

…” He gulped as Hassan and Mario stared at him wide-eyed, willing him to stop talking as the 

swamp pulled him deeper.   Steve choked back laughter, but it was Lloyd who saved him. 

 

“Hassan said it was OK if …. if what, Eddie?” 

 

He gulped again and blurted out, “… if you fuck me, sir.”   Eddie heaved a huge sigh and looked 

around at the others with an unexpected look of triumph that he had at last got it out.   To avoid 

the embarrassment of laughter Steve took over.   “Well, he said, using his cool professional 

voice, if that’s the case and Hassan says it’s OK, it’s easily arranged.   He got up and pulled a 

red, deep pile rug in front of a floor-length mirror.  “You want to give me a hand here, Mario?”     

 

Eagerly the Italian walked forward and pulled off Eddie’s Polo shirt.   “You sure about this, 

amico?” he asked softly.   “Yeah,” Eddie whispered.   “Dude, I wanted Lloyd’s dick in my ass the 

minute I saw him in the kitchen.”    

 

Mario dropped to his knees, pulled off Eddie’s sneakers and unbuckled his belt.    He pulled 

down his cargo shorts, then his boxer briefs and eased them off over his feet.   He leaned back 

on his haunches and looked up at the naked Eddie.  “Bellissimo,” Mario smiled, “worthy of any 
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man.  Aah …” he looked at Eddie’s iron hard cock that had sprung out of his shorts.   “That 

smells of dried cum, amico.   You must be spotless for your handsome architect.” 

 

Mario leaned forward, held the cock in the palm of his hand and licked it, from the head down to 

his pubic hair.   Steve and the others gazed down in awe at the unusual sight of one boy on his 

knees cleaning another with his tongue, preparing him as an offering to one of the masters.   

When he was finished Mario pulled Eddie down and laid him gently on his back on the carpet.  

Mario withdrew and resumed his seat next to Hassan. 

 

Stretched on the blood-red carpet the handsome young colt did look like a naked offering, 

staring nervously up at the shirtless gym jock towering over him, his torso flexing, his tousled 

dark hair falling over the square-cut features of his smiling face.   “You are a very beautiful 

young man,” Lloyd said.   “The Marine Captain must be proud to call you his boy.    But as the 

soldier has loaned you out to me for a while I will be honored to take your ass.” 

 

Standing under one of the soft spotlights in the dining room (Lloyd knew his lighting) he looked 

magnificent stripped to the waist as he had been in the kitchen, in beltless black jeans with his 

undershorts showing over the waistband.  He kicked off his boots, pulled off his socks, then 

unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down.   Stepping out of them he paced around in his 

gray boxer briefs, with successive spotlights playing over his near-naked, chiseled physique.    

 

Eddie gritted his teeth, willing himself not to cum too soon.  The sight of Lloyd was enough to do 

this, but the thought of this man dominating him and fucking his ass made pre-cum drip from the 

cock Mario had cleaned so well.   And when Lloyd pushed down his undershorts and stood 

naked over him Eddie shut his eyes tight to stifle an orgasm. 

 

When he opened them again the muscle-jock was kneeling before him on the edge of the 

carpet.   Locking eyes with Eddie, Lloyd pushed the boy’s legs up and doubled them over his 

chest so he got a clear shot at his ass, sweet and tender with downy soft hair round the hole.   

“Boy, that ass is gorgeous,” Lloyd said.   “I bet it gets fucked a lot by the captain’s big cock.” 

 

“All the time, sir.   Are you gonna fuck it too, sir?   Hassan said you can.” 

 

“Damn right I am.   But first I gotta get a taste of that hole.”   Still pushing down on his legs Lloyd 

leaned down and pushed his face between the globes of the boy’s ass.  His tongue pushed 

inside the warm cavity and Eddie moaned with pleasure as he felt it massage the tingling 

membrane inside his butt.  Stroking his own cock he looked down at the tangled dark hair, at the 

rugged face pull back then bury itself again between his ass cheeks.    

 

Suddenly he felt Lloyd pull his ass open and breathe his hot breath inside it, licking, blowing and 

driving Eddie wild.   He couldn’t hold out and lost the battle to restrain his pulsing cock.   “Ohh,” 

he whimpered, “sorry sir I can’t …. Aaah….”   A ribbon of cum spurted from his cock onto his 

chest and up to his face, followed by several more. 
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“Good boy,” Lloyd grinned.   “Now I can fuck you good.”   He wiped the palm of his hand over 

the cum on Eddie’s chest, scooped it up and used it to lube his cock.   “Now it’s good and wet, 

and so is your butt.   You sure you want this, boy?” 

 

“Yes please, sir.   More than anything.”    

 

Steve felt Hassan tense beside him as Lloyd slowly eased the whole length of his dick into the 

young ass and watched the trance-like expression of pure ecstasy on his boy’s face.   Eddie ran 

his hands over Lloyd’s chest above him, then his neck and face, and moaned, “You are so 

beautiful, sir.   I love your body – and your cock inside me, sir.   Fuck me, sir, it feels so good.” 

 

Lloyd began a long, slow massaging of the boy’s ass, smiling down at him while Eddie gazed up 

at the handsome jock like he was the only man in the world.   Mario gently placed a hand over 

Hassan’s that was white-knuckle gripping the arm of his chair.  Steve watched Lloyd fuck the 

mesmerized boy, then scrutinized Hassan’s reaction.  He was clenching his stubbled jaw, his 

eyes laser-focused on his boy, body tense as if he were about to leap from the chair. 

 

But seeing the joyful look on his boy’s face Hassan sat back in his chair and tried to relax.  He 

knew Eddie had wanted this as soon as he saw Lloyd and he didn’t want to spoil his obvious 

enjoyment.   Still, it was hard to take, watching his boy get fucked by the architect who always 

had a touch of arrogance about how he had sculpted his body at the gym.    

 

There was even a hint of fear deep in Hassan’s gut.   Lloyd was not only beautiful, he was more 

sociable, outgoing and fun, which would appeal to a boy like Eddie.   Hassan was a clench-

jawed military man, reclusive when off duty, serious minded, a far cry from the happy-go-lucky 

kid so full of mischief.   That was one reason he had welcomed Mario into their relationship – a 

kind of bridge across the social divide between master and boy, the warmhearted young Italian 

who even now was resting his hand on Hassan’s. 

 

After busting his first load Eddie had eased into the rhythm of the long rod driving into his ass, 

spellbound by the erotic sight of the rugged muscle-jock rising and falling above him.  “Feel 

good to you little buddy?” Lloyd asked in a caressing tone of voice.  “Does it make you wanna 

cum again?’ 

 

“Yes, sir,” Eddie sighed.   “I’ll do anything you tell me to, sir.” 

 

Hassan inhaled sharply and flexed his whole body, restrained only by Mario’s gentle touch.  

 

“OK, kiddo, do it for me,” Lloyd said, seducing the boy with words.  “Your ass feels so perfect, 

Eddie.   After a hot workout in the gym, my body running with sweat, I’d love to strip down to my 

jockstrap, make you suck on it, then pull out my dick and shove it in your ass.   I’d shoot a 

massive load in your ass, just like you’re gonna do for me now.   Right?” 
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“Yes, sir,” said Eddie, totally seduced by the fantasy Lloyd had described and the feel of his 

cock probing ever-deeper inside him.   “This is for you, sir … aaah…”   Another deep sigh as 

cum flowed out of his cock, living up to his reputation as ‘Hassan’s little gusher’.   Except that 

this time he was gushing for Lloyd. 

 

Hassan moaned quietly and would have risen from his chair but for Steve grabbing his other 

hand.   It was as if he were being physically restrained and mentally manipulated … and no man 

ever did that to this Marine.   Hassan was an expert not only at physical warfare but also 

psychological domination from his time as a military interrogator, and he knew what was 

happening here.  

 

“Yes,” Eddie yelled.   “Fuck me more, sir.   Fuck me harder, please sir.” 

 

“You got it, boy,” Lloyd said and accelerated the pace and force of his fuck   His rod became a 

piston pile-driving the ass of the boy who was howling with pain and exhilaration.   Hassan’s 

eyes flashed, his muscles flexed and he shook off Steve and Mario.   He leapt from his chair, 

stood behind Lloyd and glared at him in the mirror.    

 

The soldier stripped off his T-shirt and stood shirtless in blue-jeans, a tall, fearsome Marine, his 

incredible, muscular physique flexing with anger and determination. 

 

Lloyd stared at the powerful muscle-god, the exotic Asian/Arab face with its olive-hued features, 

clenched jaw, slanted eyes and jet black hair falling over his blazing eyes.   Lloyd’s biggest 

weakness in life was staring at handsome, muscular men … and there had never been one like 

this.  Lloyd was mesmerized and terrified at the same time 

 

He had reason to be.   Hassan growled, “No man does that to my boy.”   He dropped to his 

knees behind Lloyd, ripped open his jeans and pulled out his monster dick.    He spat on it only 

once, grabbed Lloyd’s hips and plunged his almost-dry cock deep in his ass.   Lloyd threw his 

head back and screamed as he felt the massive rod drive deep inside him.   He looked up in 

agony at the pornographic mirror-image of the soldier, felt his pole deep inside him, the pain, the 

ecstasy and …. Aaagh! …. his own cock exploded in the ass of the soldier’s boy. 

 

********************************* 

 

“Don’t stop,” Hassan yelled.   “My boy wants you to fuck him so get hard and fuck him.   That’s 

an order.”     Lloyd was in a daze, overwhelmed by the multiple sexual sensations cascading 

over him.   But he didn’t have time to gather his wits before the huge cock pulled back and 

slammed inside him again and the deep voice boomed, “I said … get hard and fuck my boy.” 

 

Amazingly, in the vortex of pain and euphoria Lloyd felt his cock pulse as he gazed at Hassan in 

the mirror, felt his rod in his ass, and the sticky heat of the boy’s cum-filled ass round his cock.  

Semi-hard already he managed to pull back and ease his cock back down the boy’s chute. 

 



3632 
 

Hassan’s face changed from fierce to affectionate as he looked over Lloyd’ shoulder and smiled 

down at Eddie.   “How’s that feel, boy, his cock still feel good in you?” 

 

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir,” Eddie said, staring up in awe at his master’s triumphant face, a 

contrast to Lloyd’s that had been transformed from arrogant jock to subservient fuck slave.  The 

architect lay sandwiched between the boy and his master, face down over the boy, his dick 

inside him, and his own ass impaled on the master’s giant dick.  

 

Hassan had taken over completely.   He eased his pole in and out of the muscle-jock’s captive 

ass as Lloyd stared at Hassan’s face and body in the mirror, hypnotized by the sensation of 

being dominated by the stunning Marine.   Obeying the soldier’s command he was still fucking 

the boy, bending him double so Eddie’s knees were beside his head and Lloyd’s ass was fully 

exposed to the Marine.     

 

“Fuck me, sir.   My ass is yours.  I love you, sir,” Eddie moaned.  But he was not looking at 

Lloyd.  He was gazing past him at Hassan, speaking to his master.   Lloyd too could not take his 

eyes off Hassan’s reflection in the mirror.    

 

As Hassan and his boy stared at each other it was as if Lloyd had been discarded.   He was 

merely the fuck conduit between the two, transferring the sensation in his own ass to the boy’s 

ass.    Eddie felt he was being fucked by the man he worshipped, fucked indirectly maybe, but 

as he gazed into his master’s eyes, Hassan was all he saw, all he felt. 

 

In total control, Hassan set the rhythm and pace of the action, giving pleasure to Lloyd’s ass and 

his eyes, and making the awestruck Eddie fall in love with him all over again. 

 

Steve sat spellbound watching the scene unfold.   He had sought reassurance that Hassan still 

felt as loving and protective toward Eddie, even with the new distraction of Mario … and he had 

his answer.  He marveled at the muscular power and mental control that the soldier exerted, all 

of it focused on the love of his boy.  No one would ever hurt his boy, or love him with the same 

intensity as Hassan.  The Marine was a true master of men … and crazy in love with his boy. 

 

His authority unquestioned, Hassan was bringing things to a head.   “I’m gonna bust my load in 

your ass, Lloyd, and when I do you’ll cum again inside my boy.”   He grinned down at Eddie.   

“As for my little gusher there … well, you know what to do.   But no hands, OK?” 

 

As wild as the scene had been, the climax was slow and quiet, except for deep sighs from all 

three.   Hassan smiled at Eddie and said softly, “Here it comes, boy …. Aaah”   As Lloyd felt the 

soldier’s hot juice flooding his ass he shot his own load inside the boy, staring not at him but at 

Hassan in acknowledgment of his sexual supremacy. 

 

As for Eddie, his cock once more poured jizz on his chest as he held his arms out wide and said 

with an impish grin, “Look, sir … no hands.” 
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*************************************  

 

A half hour later, after a cleansing swim, all four men were sprawled on the deck in the sun 

wearing swim trunks.   Lloyd stirred and got to his feet.   “Drinks, I think.  Wanna give me a hand 

in the kitchen, Eddie?”  The boy jumped up – “Sure, sir” – and smiled mischievously at Hassan.    

 

“Careful, guys,” Hassan said.  “You know what all that led to last time.  No repeat performances, 

OK?” 

 

“Aye-aye, sir,” Eddie saluted.   Lloyd grinned and said, “Don’t worry, big guy.  I still got the 

bruises from last time,” and he rubbed his ass as they went into the house together. 

 

Alone with Steve for the first time since the sexual action indoors Hassan grinned at him.  “So, 

how did I do, doc?” 

 

Steve gave a self-satisfied smile.   “You passed with flying colors, captain.” 

 

“Son of a bitch,” Hassan murmured.   “I knew it – you set this whole thing up, didn’t you?  Eddie 

in the kitchen with Lloyd, Mario helping him navigate that fancy meal, then Lloyd fucking my 

boy.   And Lloyd was in on it too, I bet.” 

 

“Yeah,” my lover plays his part well, especially when his role is sexual and there are gorgeous 

men around.   He loved every minute of it, even getting his ass reamed by a vengeful Marine. 

 

“The best part is, it all worked.   My experiment showed that Mario is a great, and necessary, 

part of the triangle, a good friend to Eddie and a middle-man between the strong, silent Marine 

and his playful boy.    You and Mario hit it off real well, a good fit.  And you erased all my 

concerns about your feelings for Eddie – as loving and protective as ever.   Yup, my methods 

worked perfectly as always.” 

 

Uneasy at the note of smugness in Steve’s voice Hassan said, “Maybe so, on an individual 

level.   But you know what they say in the military – unit cohesion is never really tested until the 

component parts work together in combat.   That’s where the stresses show.   And you haven’t 

seen our little unit work together yet, seen how the individuals come together – if you’ll pardon 

the expression.” 

 

Steve laughed, but he was impressed by the Marine’s logic and precision … and a little 

intimidated by him too.   He suspected that whenever it came to a test of supremacy, physical or 

mental, the Marine Captain would come out on top. 

 

******************************** 
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The rest of the afternoon passed happily in the sun, with drinks and snacks, interrupted by 

frequent dips in the pool.   Eddie’s joyful voice gurgled on like a stream and became wallpaper 

to dreams when the men dozed off. 

 

But through it all two of the men had nagging feelings that were imperceptible to the others.   

Hassan still had a slight lingering resentment at having been manipulated as an experiment to 

satisfy the professional curiosity of the therapist.   He prided himself on being his own man – in 

total charge of his life – and he needed no help from anyone when it came to his friendships.   

He felt his dominance had, in some way, been usurped and he needed to restore it. 

 

Steve suspected some of this and feared that his methods may have gone a little too far.   He 

had been taken aback by the absolute way Hassan had finally taken control of Lloyd and Eddie, 

asserting his dominance through raw physical strength, the power of his personality and sexual 

magnetism.  A man like that did not allow himself to be manipulated without pushing back.  And 

Steve knew that, if push came to shove, he himself was no match for the Marine. 

 

These simmering feelings finally came to a boil late in the afternoon.   Hassan had gone into the 

house to pee and when he came back he was not wearing his swim-trunks.   The other four 

men looked up and saw him standing in the open glass doorway, buck naked, his horse dick 

swinging between his legs.   He was a perfect specimen of male power and beauty.    They all 

sensed that something big was in the air. 

 

“A word to my team, Eddie and Mario,” Hassan said in his deep accented voice.  “Guys, we owe 

a vote of thanks to Steve and Lloyd here, not only for their gracious hospitality, but also for 

proving that our little threesome passes muster.   Yes, we three have been kinda under a 

microscope, put to the test, which I’m happy to say we passed with flying colors.”   He picked up 

a glass from a nearby table.  “So, troops, raise your glasses to Steve and Lloyd.” 

 

“Steve and Lloyd,” Mario and Eddie intoned, detecting a note of irony – and something else – in 

Hassan’s words.  And Hassan didn’t let it rest there as he stroked his chin pensively.  “Only 

thing is – and I had a little chat with Steve about this – it’s one thing to test the individual parts of 

a machine but it’s no good unless you test the whole machine in action.   And guys, our 

machinery has not been tested like that.   Not until now.” 

 

The group stirred, suddenly sensing where this was going.   “Only trouble is, I don’t have 

Steve’s expertise in devising a plan to do that, so my methods may seem a bit crude.  But I think 

we work together pretty good, don’t you, guys?”  

 

“Aye-aye sir,” said Mario and Eddie, standing up and saluting with military precision and a big 

smile. 

 

“Good, so let’s see here.”   Hassan strode forward and looked down at Steve and Lloyd who 

were lying on the deck naked, side by side on their backs, propped up on their elbows.   Hassan 
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picked up a nearby jar of lube that was always kept on the deck and lubed up his cock that was 

already hard as a rock.   “Steve, I think we’ll start with you.” 

 

Steve made a move to protest but was caught in the gleam of Hassan’s hypnotic eyes, felt the 

magnetic pull of his sexuality and knew he would do whatever Hassan said.   “Hands and knees 

first, I think, doc.”   Obediently Steve pulled himself up onto all fours.   Eddie and Mario gazed 

down at the doctor, handsome and muscular just like his brother Randy, his back and shoulder 

muscles rippling in the sun.   The self-assured, professional man who always set the rules was 

now kneeling doggy style at the mercy of the soldier. 

 

Hassan gave orders to his guys.   “You, Mario, up forward.   You, kid … I think you know where 

I want you.”   Hassan knelt behind Steve, Mario knelt at his head, and Eddie lay on his back on 

the deck and slid under Steve’s arched body. 

 

“OK, guys … teamwork.   Let’s do it.”   The solider pressed the head of his lubed cock against 

the doctor’s hole, then drove the whole shaft deep inside his ass.   Steve raised his head and 

opened his mouth to scream but he was stifled by Mario’s cock sliding down his throat.   With 

cocks stuffing his ass and his throat the doctor’s hips bucked, but Eddie was ready for him.  

Lying beneath him he caught Steve’s cock in his mouth, sucked it in and clamped his throat 

round it as only Eddie could. 

 

It was wild sensory overload for the macho doctor as he choked on one cock, felt another pile-

driving his ass, and felt his own cock gripped in the vise of a boy’s mouth.   It was total 

domination of the big guy, the boss’s brother, architect’s lover, a successful professional now 

being sexually abused by team Hassan.   

 

“You impressed, Steve?” Hassan yelled.   “This is how we work, me and my boys – teamwork in 

action.    Lloyd gaze in disbelief at his lover, always the top man, getting spit roasted and cock-

sucked – his ass, his face, his cock invaded at once.    

 

Steve moaned into the gag of Mario’s cock as the attack persisted inexorably.   But it eventually 

reached a point where Hassan knew they were all ready to cum, and he didn’t want that – not 

yet.   It was time to shift gears.   

 

“OK, guys, give him a break.”   Steve felt the cock pull out of his mouth and his cock released by 

Eddie.   But his ass was still impaled on the massive rod and spun on it as he was flipped over 

onto his back.   Gasping he looked up at the Marine who grabbed Steve’s ankles and pushed 

his legs up high. 

 

“Now it’s you and me, big guy,” Hassan taunted him, “with a little assist from my guys.    OK, 

Mario, Lloyd’s all yours.” 

 

Lloyd did not resist as the beautiful young Italian knelt between his legs and pushed them up as 

Hassan was doing to Steve.   Mario’s cock took care of itself.   Already hard and wet from 
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Steve’s mouth it slid easily into the furnace of Lloyd’s ass that had been fired up by Hassan’s 

earlier penetration.    Hassan grinned down at Steve.   “We’ve got the precision of a drill team, 

big guy.   Let’s show him, Mario.” 

 

It was like synchronized fucking as the soldier and his Italian sidekick fucked the two lovers.   

Lloyd reached up and traced his fingers over the contours of Mario’s pecs, gazing up at the 

beautiful face, long eyelashes, curly black hair and chiseled features.   “So fucking gorgeous,” 

Lloyd said.   “That body – and that cock.   Shit, man, you could plough my ass all night.”   Mario 

smiled, “Grazie, amico.  The pleasure is all mine.” 

 

Eddie was bouncing around them, asking Hassan, “Where do you want me, sir?” 

 

“You need to ask a question like that, junior?   Look there … two hard cocks, two mouths, one 

horny boy … you do the math.   You’re gonna be busy, kid.” 

 

Eddie jumped right in and worked like a beaver, supplementing the twin fucks with his own 

special talents.    He knelt down and slid his mouth over Steve’s cock, giving him the Eddie 

treatment.   When he knew the doc was about to cum he pulled off, straddled Steve’s chest and 

shoved his cock into his mouth.    

 

He pumped hard, mesmerized by the strong, masculine face, the blue eyes, the chest heaving 

beneath him, and knowing that his master behind him was fucking the doctor’s ass.   

“Permission to cum, Captain?” he shouted to Hassan who grinned, “Permission granted, boy.” 

Steve gagged as the cock rammed in deep and musky juice poured down his throat.    

 

Eddie turned his attention to Lloyd.  “You want help with this amico?” he asked Mario who 

ginned and nodded.   In an instant Eddie’s mouth was wrapped round Lloyd’s cock, making him 

gasp, “Oh shit, that’s fucking hot. You’re gonna make me …” But just as Eddie brought him to 

the brink of orgasm he did the same as with Steve, straddled Lloyd’s chest and fucked his 

mouth. 

 

He looked over his shoulder and flashed his urchin grin at Hassan who said, “Yeah, yeah, kid, 

permission granted.”     Knowing Eddie had just shot a load down Steve’s throat Lloyd was 

amazed to feel the boy slam more jizz down his own.   The architect and the doctor were both 

choking, swallowing the juice of the Marine’s boy while the soldier and the Italian rhythmically 

fucked their asses. 

 

“Like I said, Steve,” Hassan said jubilantly, “it’s known as teamwork.   You think my team wins?” 

 

“Fuck you man,” Steve grinned, “you know you’ve won.   You’re the best … we give up.” 

 

“That’s what my team likes to hear, buddy.   And we hear it a lot.  OK, guys, let’s finish them 

off.”   The final tableau was amazing – two muscular bodies bucking and writhing as cum 
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poured into their asses and they pumped their own cocks into an explosion of jism over their 

chests, while semen splashed on their faces from the exultant boy grinning down at them.   

 

Hassan pulled out of Steve’s ass and stood up butt naked, cum dripping from his swinging cock.  

Mario and Eddie stood on either side of him and Hassan threw his arms over their shoulders.   

“Take a good look, Steve old buddy, ‘cos what you see before you is a team, and we’re gonna 

stay that way.   We knew it all along, even without your ‘plan’.   Any doubts left, doc?” 

 

Steve gazed up at their shining eyes, grinned and shook his head.   “Not a doubt in my mind, 

Captain.” 

 

************************************  

 

With Steve’s experiment out of the way and Hassan firmly established as the ultimate man’s 

man, the rest of the weekend was a huge success.   The only questions left were who would 

sleep with whom, but they worked out all those permutations between them and the days 

passed in total sunbaked harmony.   

 

The same could be said of the other two groups, once they had settled the friendly rivalries 

natural between any hot-blooded males.    Bob was especially happy as he lay under a tree at 

home looking up through the leaves at the cerulean sky and let his mind wander. 

 

He knew exactly what had gone on in the other groups.  Guys always confided in Bob and he 

had received calls from the other men with long and detailed descriptions of their adventures.    

Still, he thought, a lot of loose ends.  And that made him ponder on the possible outcomes.    

 

There was Brandon’s kindness to Zack and Zack’s promise to hang out with the boy, just the 

two of them, and get to know him.    

 

Bob recalled his own clumsy reference to the twins, leather collars and ropes, which had 

embarrassed them in front of the others but made their eyes gleam just the same.    

 

And then, of course, there was Randy, boasting about the sexual games he had orchestrated in 

the woods with Mark, Pete and their boys, especially the painful sexual torments they had 

subjected Zack to as the designated black muscle slave.   Bob was intrigued and had made 

Randy promise to demonstrate the acts to him when he got home.   He laughed to himself.   Or 

maybe I’ll demonstrate them to Randy – now there’s a thought. 

 

Yeah, lots of loose ends, he mused, letting the images drift into fantasies, then blur into dreams 

as he closed his eyes and fell asleep under the tree. 

 

#            #            # 
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Chapter 260 – “Men & Boys Reunite” 

 
Bob woke with a start and saw the sun getting lower in the sky.   “Shit,” he murmured, realizing 

the other two groups would be home soon.   He went straight to the kitchen where he was 

relieved to find the twins making a start on dinner preparations with the help of Nate and Ben. 

 

“Gee thanks, guys,” Bob said.   “Just as well I’m not cooking ‘cos I would have slept right 

through dinner.” 

 

“But you gotta get your beauty sleep, sir,” Ben grinned slyly.   “’Least, that’s what Jason always 

says and he knows all about beauty, him being the most gorgeous man on the planet.” 

 

That provoked instant objections from the other boys, always loyal to their masters, until Bob 

interjected.    “OK, OK, guys, cool it, and focus …. ‘cos this is a big one.   You know how 

reunion dinners are, and tonight all the guys will be here.   Dinner for 20, if you can cope.”    

 

The twins gave a scornful look and Kyle scoffed, “If we can cope!   Sir, we could handle 200 

without batting an eyelid.   Hassan said he might even use us to manage the kitchen for his 

Marine Regimental Dinner.” 

 

“OK, sorry, guys,” Bob smiled.  “I know you’re the best.   So you’re in charge, with Ben and Nate 

helping.  Ben – best behavior or Nate will whip your ass, eh Nate?” winking at the young Aussie. 

 

“Thank you sir,” said Kevin.   “Like Kyle said, you can leave it to us now,” which Bob took as a 

strong hint for him to get out of the kitchen.   As he left he heard the usually mild-mannered 

twins turn into drill sergeants.   “OK, guys over here, at the double ….” 

    

Outside, Adam and Jason were lounging in the pool chatting like the good buddies they were, 

having put behind them their narcissistic gym-jock brawling.   “Hey, guys,” Bob grinned, “if you 

can stop cruising each other for five minutes maybe you can help me put the table together.” 

 

They pulled themselves out of the pool and stood butt naked with water streaming down their 

flawless physiques.  “Thought you’d need reinforcements, mate,” said Adam in his Aussie drawl.   

He picked up his swim trunks and grinned at Jason.  “Better put on our work clothes, eh stud?” 

 

“Oh, naked is fine,” Bob shrugged nonchalantly, then they burst out laughing at the sight of 

Bob’s swim trunks stretched by the stiff tent pole of his dick.    They went round back to the big 

storage area and brought out trestles and a wide wooden plank.  They positioned the trestles 

beside the table by the pool and placed the plank on top, effectively doubling the size of the 

table into a square that seated five on each side.   

 

Nate and Ben had been watching from the kitchen window (couldn’t let the sight of naked 

muscle-jocks go to waste) and they now ran out with a huge white cloth that they threw over the 
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table.   Nate saw that one of the wooden trestles had not been used and asked, “Sir, shall I take 

this back to storage?” 

 

“Yeah sure, Nate,” Bob said absently, then suddenly checked himself.   “No, Nate.  Leave it to 

me – I’ll take care of it.”   His mind flashed on the image Randy had described in his phone call 

from the guys’ biking trip, where he had built a similar trestle and roped Zack down to it to be 

worked over by the rest of the group.  Bob’s mind raced with possibilities as he took the trestle 

down to the basement.   

 

Randy had recently transformed the basement into an elaborate play room.  He had removed 

the gym equipment up to the patio where just yesterday it had been put to spectacular use by 

the two rival gym-jocks Adam and Jason.  

 

Back in the garden Bob looked with satisfaction as everything fell into place.   Nate and Ben 

were setting the table with enough plates, utensils and glasses for twenty men.  And Adam and 

Jason (who had finally put on swim trunks) had rustled up twenty mismatched chairs, using 

some from Adam’s house next door.   The four boys were taking a breather outside the kitchen 

door, with the twins still wearing their usual white bib-aprons. 

 

“Hey,” Bob laughed, “now this is what I mean when I talk about the ‘domestic calm’ I enjoy so 

much.”    But he spoke too soon because at that moment there came a squeal of brakes outside 

and tires on gravel. The troops were home.”  

 

*************************************  

 

The four boys ran to the gate and Bob, Adam and Jason sauntered after them.   It was Hassan, 

Eddie and Mario in the military jeep, followed by Steve and Lloyd in their BMW.   There was an 

instant eruption from the boys who greeted each other with the over-the-top euphoria of two lost 

tribes reuniting in the desert.   The men smiled indulgently and Bob said, “Hey, guys, how’d 

everything go up on Mulholland?  You manage to keep the peace?” 

 

“Well, restore it anyway,” Steve laughed, “thanks to the Marine Captain here taking charge.”   

Hassan blushed, reverting to the strong, silent soldier after having exerted his natural authority 

over the group – muscular, mental and sexual.   Even now his quiet but imposing presence in 

their midst was enough to make several cocks stir.    

 

The men walked into the garden, sluggishly followed by the boys in a tight group, all of them 

noisily gushing the CliffsNotes versions of their adventures.  Darius had filmed the action in the 

biker group in the canyon and had made Nate do the same here in the garden with what Darius 

dubbed the ‘jock group’.  Eddie especially was dying to see the videos but Bob’s voice suddenly 

jerked them back to reality. 

 

“Boys, could you bring out drinks and appetizers for the men here?   Last time Randy called, his 

‘biker gang’ was only twenty minutes away so we might as well get started.  The boys all moved 
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toward the kitchen together like a swarm of bees buzzing about their exploits, but by some 

miracle the drinks and appetizers appeared and all the men – Bob and Hassan, Jason and 

Adam, and Steve and Lloyd – were relaxing at the table, speculating about the mood of the 

bikers when they got home. 

 

Steve grinned at Bob.  “Wouldn’t give much for your chances, big guy.   You know how Randy 

can be when he gets home after being away from you for a few days – a barbarian with a club 

aimed straight at you.   Picture it – he’s been having hot leather-sex all weekend with a bunch of 

musclehunks soaked in testosterone.   And for the last two hours he’s had that new Harley 

throbbing between his legs, thinking of you, balls ready to explode.  You’re in for it, man.” 

 

“OK, OK, doc, I get the picture,” Bob laughed.  “But don’t worry, I know how to handle Randy.” 

 

“Too right, mate,” Adam chuckled, “but what you really mean is you know how Randy handles 

you – and you love it.”   He paused, cocking his head to one side.  “And if my ears don’t deceive 

me you’re gonna get your chance real soon.” 

 

The distant rumble of engines quickly grew into a deafening roar as four motorbikes pulled up 

outside.   The gang had arrived. 

 

******************************  

 

The table was deserted as men and boys went out through the gate to stare at the amazing 

sight.  It was like the opening scene in a porn movie – four powerful bikers astride four powerful 

machines, engines still throbbing, with their boys behind them, grinning with pride, knowing how 

totally hot they looked.    

 

On the last bike, sitting behind Pete, Brandon took off his helmet and beamed at the welcoming 

committee, his face flushed with excitement, eyes blinking hard behind his black rimmed 

glasses.   The boys mobbed him.    

 

“Dude,” Eddie gushed, “you look way cool in those leather pants … and that leather vest.   

Where d’you get it?” 

 

“Pete gave it to me as my inauguration present – my first bike run.”   Brandon’s eyes sparkled.   

“You think I look good enough as Pete’s leather boy?” 

 

“Duh!   You look like a real badass motherfucker on that bike.   Scares the shit outa me – next 

thing you’ll be tying me up and working me over like Zack does to Darius.” 

 

“You talking to me?” Darius growled with mock severity, swinging his leg over Zack’s bike and 

walking up to them.   “Hey, Pablo, give me a hand with this chair will ya?”    Pablo swaggered 

up, on top of his game, and he helped Darius unbolt Brandon’s wheelchair from the back of the 

bike.  They opened it up and Ben and Eddie lifted him off the bike and sat him in the chair.  



3641 
 

 

The noise was deafening as everyone got reacquainted (having been separated for all of 48 

hours!).   While the boys talked over each other with mounting volume, the men exchanged 

handshakes, fists bumps, shoulder bumps, and all the other paraphernalia of macho greetings. 

 

In the chaotic tumult nobody noticed that the only two men who had not verbally greeted each 

other were Randy and Bob.   They glanced at each other across the sea of men but quickly 

lowered their eyes as if the sight unnerved them.    

 

Randy inhaled sharply as he glimpsed Bob’s astonishing beauty as if he were seeing it for the 

first time.  It was always that way when he came home from a trip.   Bob saw a feral savagery in 

the gypsy’s laser gaze piercing him with unmistakable animal lust.    That also was usual 

whenever Randy came home to him, only this time the fire burned more fiercely than ever. 

 

Steve’s lighthearted remark about Randy’s homecoming had been right on the mark.  “You’re in 

for it, man,” he had predicted.   The doc was always right, of course – the tribe’s know-all shrink. 

 

“Damn, I could murder a Scotch,” Zack’s deep voice boomed over the tumult.   The twins 

snapped to attention and Kevin said, “Right this way, sir.   Inside you’ll find everything you need 

to eat and drink.”  The shirtless leather master grinned lasciviously at the sexy brothers.   “Hm, 

I’m looking at what I’d like to eat right now.” 

 

Darius grabbed Zack’s arm and dragged him toward the house.   “Sir, please allow your boy 

(with extra emphasis on the ‘boy’) to find that Scotch for you, and give you whatever else you 

need.”  He flashed a smile and winked at the twins as he pulled his master through the gate.   

 

The boys unloaded the gear from the bikes and piled it inside the gate.   The twins ran back to 

the kitchen, followed by Eddie, Ben and Brandon, and soon the three amigos were running a 

shuttle to and from the kitchen, loading the table with food.   Brandon, still pumped with the 

excitement of his first leather/biker experience, carried food piled on his wheelchair’s tray table. 

 

The men took their places at table, along with Nate, Mario, and Darius.   Darius was firmly 

planted next to Zack, tending to his every need as promised, so devotedly that Zack growled, 

“Don’t worry kid, I’ll attend to you later.”   Mario stifled a laugh and Zack added, “You too, 

‘amico’ …. if you’re not careful I’ll rope you up and make you watch.” 

 

The lighthearted banter spread to the rest of the men, except for Bob who sat there rather 

tentatively, thought Steve, who never missed nuances in the men.  The only two not at table 

were Randy and Pablo who had lingered outside to inspect the new Harleys after their trial run.    

 

“So how’d they perform, sir?” asked Pablo casting a professional eye over the machines. 

 

“Great … we’ll buy them,” Randy replied curtly, dispensing with his usual enthusiastic 

conversation with his boy, the expert mechanic, about details of the bikes’ performance.  



3642 
 

Knowing Randy well Pablo felt a tension in his master whose attention was focused elsewhere.   

He also saw a fire in his eyes and a set to the jaw that he knew meant only one thing …. sex. 

 

“Bob say anything to you?”    Pablo was thrown by Randy’s question and stammered, “N…no, 

sir.   I’ve hardly spoken to him.”   

 

“OK.”   Randy turned to the gate and mumbled absently over his shoulder, “Thanks, kid.” 

 

When Randy strode into the garden the noisy conversation subsided as they all stared at the 

wild-eyed gypsy, his body tense, fists and jaw clenched.   He was wearing old jeans and boots 

and a ragged tank top that hung loose over his bulging muscles.   Bob looked up and stared 

straight at him.   Randy jerked his head toward the house and Bob, wearing shorts and a T-shirt, 

got up and silently followed him.  

 

************************************ 

 

In the bedroom they faced each other.   Bob had never seen Randy this wound up and was 

amazed to see tears brimming in his blazing eyes – a contradictory mix of ferocity and affection.     

This trip Randy had missed Bob more than ever, to the point of irrational fear that he wouldn’t 

be home waiting for him.   It was a kind of home sickness – a longing for his man. 

 

With a whimper he suddenly grabbed Bob’s head and pulled him into a savage kiss, grinding 

their lips together, shoving his tongue deep in his mouth.  He pulled back, licked his face, kissed 

his eyes, then attacked his mouth again in a frenzy of passion.  When Randy released him at 

last his steel blue eyes pierced Bob’s and tears ran down his cheeks.    “Man, I’ve missed you 

so bad it hurt.   All that macho stuff in the canyon got me stoked but all I kept thinking of was 

you.   I wanted you so bad …. Godammit, man – you’re mine.”  

 

Randy needed to prove to himself, to Bob and the whole world that this stunning man belonged 

to him.   With an animal howl he grabbed Bob’s T-shirt, ripped it clear off and tossed it aside.  

“Fuck … he groaned, slapping his palms on Bob’s chest, digging his fingers into his pecs like 

bear claws.  “Man, you are so fucking beautiful … I gotta have you, buddy.”      

 

He ripped off his own tank, turned Bob around and pressed him face-first against the floor-

length mirror.  He stared at the muscular V of his back, leaned forward and licked it all the way 

up to Bob’s neck that he bit and kissed, running his tongue up into the thick dark hair curled at 

the nape.     

 

Then he reached round, ripped open Bob’s shorts and they dropped to the ground.   He yanked 

open his jeans and let them fall round his boots.  Pausing only to scoop a handful of lube from 

an open jar on the nightstand he shoved his greasy fingers into his lover’s butt-hole, followed by 

his beer-can dick, driving it down deep in one massive thrust. 
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Bob’s scream echoed round the garden below and Mark tensed and impulsively started to rise.  

But Steve pulled him back down, saying gently, “Leave them, Mark.   Bob wouldn’t want you to 

intervene – not yet.   Believe me he’s OK.” 

 

More than OK.   Bob was used to Randy’s notoriously savage fucks and had come to long for 

them.    It was what had brought him back for more to that old motel so long ago.   Intense pain 

radiated from his ass throughout his body and he stared desperately into the mirror reflection of 

the wild gypsy face over his shoulder.    Randy pulled his cock clear out, then slammed it in 

deep again, but his physical savagery was mitigated by the softness of his deep voice.  “I love 

you man …   I gotta show you how bad I need you.” 

 

The jackhammer intensified but the pain dissolved.   Bob stared into his own eyes in the mirror, 

then Randy’s, and he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he was passionately loved by this 

magnificent wild-man.  He also knew that Randy’s way of showing his love was to fuck … 

harder and harder and harder.  

 

Randy reached round Bob from behind and gripped his chest as his ramrod powered into him 

and he said into the mirror, “Look at my eyes man and I’ll take you where no one else can – or 

ever will.”  And so once again they saw themselves reflected in each other’s eyes and they 

passed together into that private, magical world that folded round them and nurtured their love.      

 

Pain, anguish had no place in that world and even now, as his ass was impaled on the driving 

piston of Randy’s cock, Bob felt only the heat of his lover’s body pressed against him and the 

euphoria of the blue eyes piercing his.  Bob was consumed with lust for him and said to the face 

in the mirror, “Yeah, fuck me, man.   I love it.   Fuck that ass … make me cum.     Make me 

shoot for you, Randy.” 

 

His arms upstretched Bob was clawing at the mirror, every muscle flexed, his handsome 

Superman face writhing in ecstasy as Randy’s club savaged his ass.   The macho muscle-god 

became a slave to the demon gypsy’s overpowering sexuality.   He surrendered his ass and 

yelled, “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m gonna shoot ….. aaah…!”   Bob felt a rush of semen blast upward 

from his cock between his belly and the glass, just as Randy’s cock exploded in his ass with all 

the pent-up sperm that had been torturing his balls for so long. 

 

Even as his cock emptied in his lover’s ass, Randy pulled Bob away from the mirror and, with 

his cock still inside him, carried him bodily to the bed and collapsed onto it where he held him 

down and fucked him again, his cock still hard as steel.   They rolled over and over – Bob lying 

on his face, his side, then kneeling astride Randy’s chest and riding his cock. 

 

Laughing now, Randy pushed Bob sideways onto his back with Randy in the classic position 

between his legs, leaning forward, pinning his wrists and gazing into his lover’s face, breath 

heaving.   But out of nowhere doubt suddenly consumed him.  His smile clouded with concern 

that he had been too rough and, even in the midst of a passion such as this, his insecurity 
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reared up.  “I didn’t hurt you, man, did I?   Tell me you’re OK … tell me you love me … I wanna 

hear it, buddy …. please….” 

 

Bob smiled teasingly.   “No, buddy, you didn’t hurt me, and I still love you.  But I’ll love you more 

if you cum again.”    Randy grinned at him.   “You think I can’t?   This is me you’re talking to, 

stud.  Brace yourself, big guy.”   Again his rod became a pile-driver as Bob grabbed his own 

cock and pumped it like mad.   Their eyes locked, their smiles turned to laughter … and once 

again their cocks erupted.    

 

As so often before, they had expressed their mutual passion in the way they knew best – 

through raw, man-on-man sex.   And if Bob had his way there would be more to come.  

 

*************************************** 

   

When all the shouting from upstairs died down the men below relaxed and waited with amused 

curiosity for Bob and Randy to emerge.    And when they did, Randy had been transformed from 

a tense, sex-crazed animal into a mellow lover, his arm draped over Bob’s shoulder and a self-

satisfied smile on his face. 

 

There was a ripple of applause from the boys and looks of admiration from the men as the 

lovers took their places side by side at the table.   Bob and Randy grinned at Mark to reassure 

him as the third man in their triple partnership.   Mark loved seeing the men so strongly united, 

knowing that it wouldn’t be long before he would be joining them again.   He chuckled, “OK, 

guys, so you’ve just fed one kind of appetite, but have you ever considered food?” 

 

“Asshole,” Randy grinned.   “But now you mention it, officer, where the hell is it?”  Instantly the 

twins were at his elbow with covered plates.  “Ta-da!”   They whisked off the covers with a 

flourish.   “We kept it hot for you, sirs,” Kevin said.   Kyle added puckishly, “Although you seem 

to have no trouble keeping things hot yourselves, sirs.” 

 

“Watch yourself, punks, or I’ll throw you over my knees and heat up those cute buns of yours,” 

and Randy slapped their butts to show he meant business.   The meal and the conversation 

resumed, with the men talking mostly about the performance of the new Harleys, while the boys 

huddled excitedly at the prospect of a boys’ jerkoff fest when they watched Darius’s videos after 

he had edited them.    

 

When stomachs were full and throats were hoarse from talking, the energy finally began to wind 

down.   The twins went into action clearing the remains of the meal, with the help of the three 

amigos.   While Brandon was in the kitchen Pablo looked questioningly at Ranger Pete, who 

smiled, “You tell ‘em Pablo – it was you and Darius who hit on the idea about Brandon after all.”  

 

All eyes turned to Pablo who held the floor confidently.  “Well, sirs, Darius and me were talking.”  

A groan went round the table as the phrase “me and the guys have been talking” usually meant 

that they had hatched some kind of plot.   This time was no exception.   “No, wait, guys,” Pablo 
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protested, “let me talk.”   The men fell silent and looked respectfully at the boss’s boy (noting his 

impulsive use of ‘guys’ instead of ‘sirs’).  

 

“See, me and Darius were talking about Brandon and how he really loved the ride – you know, 

the bikes, the speed, his leather outfit and all.   Well, we was thinking …”   

 

“… ‘were’ thinking,” Bob instinctively interjected, correcting his grammar, earning an impatient 

scowl from Randy.   Bob grinned, “Sorry, Pablo … carry on.”   

 

With as much of a glare at Bob as he dared (with Randy watching) Pablo continued, “We ‘were’ 

thinking how great it would be if Brandon had a motorcycle of his own.   You know I research 

trucks and bikes all the time, me being head mechanic and all …” (he could never resist a little 

self-promotion) “…. and I’ve seen pictures of three-wheel motorbikes adapted to take 

wheelchairs – even seen a few on the road.   They’re real snazzy looking and would be way 

cool for Brandon.” 

 

Pablo paused for effect.   “See, the wheelchair goes up a ramp and latches into place, then the 

ramp comes up as a wall behind the bike.”   There were looks of admiration for Pablo and 

Darius, especially from Randy who beamed at his boy with pride.   

 

“I know just what you’re talking about,” Zack said.   “I knew a guy who had one … made all the 

difference to his life.  Would to Brandon’s too, and he deserves it.   You’re al lucky man, Pete.   

Your kid is something special – I really like him, admire him.   And he’s real discreet – you could 

tell him anything and he’d keep them to himself.”   He paused for a moment, lost in errant 

thought, then snapped back to business.   “’Course, those machines don’t come cheap.” 

 

“We talked to Pete about that,” said Pablo, “and told him that the senior boys would like to chip 

in part of our wages – maybe the other boys too – and Pete would come up with the rest.  And 

sir,” he said to Randy, “that motorbike dealer we use all the time could cut us a deal, you being 

such a good customer and all, and buying two brand new Harleys.” 

 

Randy gazed at him affectionately.   “You’ve really thought all this through, haven’t you, kid – 

you make me real proud of you.   What’s your take on all this, Pete?” 

 

“I think it’s a terrific idea,” Pete enthused.  “Damn, I can picture me and my boy going on bike 

runs together.   He would get off on that so much – make all the difference.   I want him to do 

everything the other boys can do, and I agree with Zack, he deserves it.  Maybe we can check 

out this dealer of yours this week, Randy, ‘cos I’d like to get started on it right away.  I’ll keep it a 

secret from Brandon right now, though, ‘til we know it’s feasible.  Sshh, here he comes.” 

 

If Brandon noticed a special gleam in his master’s eyes he thought it was the prospect of their 

spending the night together.   As if to confirm it, Pete said, “Your chores done, boy?  You ready 

to drive me up to your place in your truck?” 
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“Of course, sir.   Place is a bit of a mess, though.”  Pete ruffled his hair and grinned.   “Just the 

way I like it, kid – especially a messy bed.” 

 

That was a signal for the party to break up.  With thanks and congratulations all round they 

paired off – Ben left with Jason, Eddie with Hassan, and Nate with Adam.   Jamie and Mario 

went off to hang out in Mario’s room. 

 

As Pablo and Darius went up to their apartment Pablo was saying, “And dude, I don’t want you 

messing with those videos tonight.  I’ve got other things in mind for you.”   Darius squeezed his 

ass.   “If that includes these cute buns, lead on kid.   Me and my ten-inch schlong will be close 

behind you – real close.”  

 

The twins went up to their small apartment over the kitchen, and Steve and Lloyd took their 

leave.   “Well,” said Steve, “I gotta hand it to you guys and the trips you’ve been on.   This tribe 

of yours may separate for a while but it never breaks apart.   It just stretches like a rubber band 

and then snaps back together.   And you, Randy, have done a great job with that boy of yours.   

He’s beginning to look a lot like you – and it don’t get better than that, brother.” 

 

He hugged Bob goodbye and whispered in his ear, “If that’s revenge I see in your eyes, don’t 

hurt my brother too bad, eh?” 

 

“Hell, doc” Bob said quietly.  “Do you always know what I’m thinking?”  

 

“Pretty much,” Steve laughed.   “Come on, Lloyd, let’s leave these horny alpha males to their 

own devices – whatever they may be,” and he winked at Bob.   As they purred away in their 

BMW Zack stood up and said, “Jeez, time to myself at last.   That hasn’t happened in a while…” 

adding cryptically, “… and you know how I value my solitude.”  He saluted – “’Night, brothers” – 

and walked across the street to his own house. 

 

Randy Bob and Mark were left together sipping brandy the twins had left out for them.  Mark 

shook his head with a smile, “That guy is the toughest, most stoic, and occasionally most 

mysterious leatherman I’ve met.   Wonder what he meant – ‘value his solitude’?   You ever 

wonder what he gets up to all alone in that house of his? ” 

 

“Dunno,” said Bob.   “Whatever it is it’s something so private he doesn’t even share it with his 

own boy, Darius.   Maybe one day he’ll share his secrets with someone he’s not so intimate with 

– a man he especially likes and admires …” a thought occurred to him “… or a boy.” 

 

“All I know,” said Randy stretching  his arms, “is that Zack has never looked hotter or more 

pornographic than in the canyon when we stripped him naked, tied him down splayed over a 

trestle and all the men and boys lined up and took turns fucking the ass of their naked black 

sex-slave.   Still gets me hard thinking about it.” 
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Actually all three men were hard as they imagined the sight.   “Come to think of it,” Bob said, “I 

never did get all the gory details.   I seem to recall your promise, Randy, to give me a 

demonstration when you got back.” 

 

Randy’s eyes gleamed.   “Yeah, I did at that.   And you, old buddy, are just the kind of muscle 

hunk to demonstrate on.   A bound and naked Superman would look at least as hot as a naked 

black slave any day of the week.   You up for it, Mark?   We’re a threesome, after all.   This 

kinda stuff we gotta share.   Show this arrogant son-of-a-bitch who the bosses are in this outfit.” 

 

Lead on,” Mark grinned.   “Downstairs, I presume?” 

 

*********************************  

 

Randy knew what he was doing when he designed the basement playroom.   A fantasist’s 

dream, the room was black, fitted with ceiling spotlights on dimmers and wall to wall mirrors.  

Wherever you were you could see at least two reflections of yourself and, with parallel mirrors, 

see yourself reflected to infinity.  Whenever Jason visited the house he always spent time down 

here, accompanied or alone.   Actually, a man could never be alone with so many mirrors – 

exactly what turned Jason on. 

 

There was all sorts of equipment, some left over from the gym such as chin bars, slant boards 

and gymnastic rings hanging from ropes, all of which lent themselves to sexual acts of bondage 

even better than they did for mere exercise.   On the walls hung the many instruments the 

house had amassed over the years – whips, ropes, restraints – more than a man could get 

through in a month, no matter how horny or how frequent a visitor 

 

Now, as the three men came in, they felt the usual surge of testosterone that all men felt when 

entering – a sexual charge impossible to resist.   And these men had no intention of resisting – 

except maybe each other.   They had all put on blue jeans and T-shirts as the evening turned 

chilly though they remained barefoot.     

 

“Hey what’s this?” Randy said.   “A new addition.   Shit, Bob, you really are anxious to get 

worked over like our black slave yesterday.”   He was looking at the wooden trestle that Bob had 

brought down here earlier (and modified for instant use).    Randy was in his element here, king 

of his domain, flushed from brandy, swaggering as he gave instructions. 

 

“You’re gonna need some wadding on this, though … don’t want those sharp edges to bite.”    In 

the corner of the room was a pile of old clothes (mostly torn), towels and blankets, one of which 

he grabbed and rolled round the crossbar of the trestle. 

 

“See … padding to protect a naked body.   And talking of naked bodies….”    He reached over 

and pulled Bob’s T-shirt off over his head.   Bob was standing by the padded trestle and Randy 

went over to the dimmer switches and brightened the spotlight directly over him.   Well 
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lubricated by now with brandy Randy had quite a buzz going as he slung his arm over Mark’s 

shoulder and pointed at the shirtless man, his muscles rippling under the spotlight. 

 

“Now that, old buddy,” he slurred, “is the perfect specimen of a man – Superman walks the 

earth.   Look at that gorgeous face … and that body just won’t fucking quit.  And what you’re 

looking at now is the way I like him best, stripped down to blue jeans hugging that slim waist of 

his.   Magnificent, don’t you think?  And he’s gonna look spectacular tied down naked to that 

trestle.   He’ll beat your black slave hands down.  Show us, big guy.” 

 

Bob looked at the trestle and leaned over it – but sideways.   Randy scoffed, “Nah, not like that, 

asshole.   Other way.   Here, let me show you.”    Randy stripped off his shirt, shoved Bob out of 

the way and lay on his stomach, splayed over the bar end to end.  “See that? Your ass hangs 

over the end of the bar so I get a clear shot at it and your hands reach down to the bottom of the 

trestle’s front legs so … ah, good, you’ve already tied the ropes round them.” 

 

“Yeah, but I’m not good at ropes like you and I’m not sure I got them right.   Help me take a 

look, Mark.”   They knelt in front of Randy …. and suddenly everything changed.   

 

Quickly, expertly they tied the ropes tight round Randy’s wrists, binding him to the front legs.  If 

he hadn’t been so liquored up his reflexes would have worked faster.   As it was, when he 

tugged at the restraints and realized what had happened it was too late – and he sobered up 

fast.   As adrenaline coursed through his body he yelled, “What the fuck…?” and kicked.    

 

But poised on the trestle his balance was off and he could get no traction with his feet, so it was 

an easy task for Bob and Mark to control him. Bob reached under him, yanked open his jeans 

and Mark pulled them down over his bare feet.   Grabbing one of his flailing legs each it wasn’t 

hard to secure his ankles to the back legs of the trestle.  

 

“NO!” Randy howled, suddenly stone cold sober.   “This is all wrong….”    

 

Mark grinned at Bob, “Don’t know about you, buddy, but it looks just right to me.” 

 

“Yeah,” Bob said and threw his arm over Mark’s shoulder.  Mimicking Randy he pointed to the 

naked construction boss lashed down spread-eagled over the trestle and said, “Now that, old 

buddy, is the perfect specimen of a man – the King of the Gypsies, a prisoner.   Look at that 

gorgeous face – square stubbled jaw, long black hair falling over his blue eyes … and that body 

just won’t fucking quit.   Watch him struggle, officer, those muscles rippling.   The big boss man 

is at our mercy.” 

 

“Fuck you, assholes,” Randy howled.   “I’ll fucking kill you mother-fuckers if you fucking lay a 

fucking hand on me.”   Bob said in a stage whisper to Mark, “The more ‘fucks’ there are the 

madder he is …. so he’s plenty mad.”    
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He looked at Randy in the mirror.   “You should have known buddy, after that jackhammering 

you gave my ass, one of your most brutal fucks ever….   Sure I loved it, but you knew I’d have 

to get my revenge.   Your brother Steve knew that.   That wild stallion dominating me, crushing 

me against the mirror, torturing my ass.   I had to see that animal tamed, stripped naked, his 

muscular body tied down at the mercy of me and the cop here.  This, old buddy, is vengeance.” 

 

“OK, OK, go ahead and fuck my ass,” Randy growled.  “Get it over with … get your rocks off, set 

me free and I won’t hurt you … I’ll give you both a pass.” 

 

“Ah,” Bob smiled – “the bargaining stage.”  He sighed deeply.   “If only it were that easy.   You 

misunderstand ‘old buddy’.   We tied you up not to fuck you, but to make you watch while we 

fuck each other. 

 

************************************* 

 

Randy groaned as Bob knelt before him, put his hand under his chin and raised his head to face 

him.   He stared into Randy’s blue eyes and recognized the familiar mix of anger, lust and 

passion.   “Bastard,” Randy moaned. 

 

“You don’t mean that, buddy, ‘cos’ you know I love you as much as you love me.   We’re two of 

a kind, Randy – joined at the hip – and we’re perverse in our loving.   Our love is dense, and 

part of it is to hurt each other, the way you sent shafts of pain through my body when your cock 

speared my ass.    

 

“But I’m not good at causing bodily pain, partly because you’re as tough as old boots and can 

endure any pain a man throws at you.  So while you go straight for the ass, I go for the mind … 

get inside it and play with it.     

 

“You and Mark love each other too, you know that, so you’re gonna have a blast watching two 

men you love make love to each other.    Plus, you’re tied down naked – like you tied Zack – 

and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it.   Just remember as I torment you, tonight 

you’ll be sleeping in my arms.” 

 

“Bastard,” growled Randy.   “You always win.”   Bob smiled, “That’s because you let me, big 

guy.”   Bob pushed Randy’s face higher, leaned down and kissed him on the lips, gently at first 

but then seducing him into a ravenous embrace.   Randy had never loved Bob as much as he 

did now …. he was a wildly exciting man, a man whose love consumed him, gave him what no 

other man ever could.   Randy simply worshipped him, even as he said …. with the slightest 

glint of admiration in his blue eyes … “Bastard.”  

 

Bob stood up and turned his full attention to Mark.    The cop pulled his own T-shirt off over his 

head and stood smiling at Bob, each of them stripped to the waist, barefoot in beltless blue 

jeans, each with flawlessly sculpted torsos. 
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Randy raised his head and stared at them.  The image of Bob that always turned him on most 

was shirtless and barefoot in jeans … and now there were two – the square-jawed Superman 

with tousled dark hair and deep brown eyes, the other a police officer with chiseled features, his 

blond hair tumbling down to his intense blue-gray eyes.   Randy desperately wanted them both, 

but his lust was denied him.  For now, the two magnificent men belonged to each other. 

 

Silently they reached forward and ran their hands lightly over each other’s chest, tracing the 

contours of their pecs with their fingers and stroking their nipples.  Then, stretching their arms 

forward, they linked their hands lightly behind each other’s neck and gazed at each other.   “Hey 

there, buddy,” Mark said.  “We haven’t really said hello yet.   You miss me?” 

 

Bob grinned, “Here’s your answer, officer.”   He pulled Mark’s face toward his and they kissed, 

folding their arms round each other, chest against chest, grinding the blue denim of their pants 

together.    Bob pulled back and panted, “You’re so fucking hot, man.   I want you so bad.”  Mark 

glanced down at the bulge in his own jeans.  ““Take it, buddy.  It’s all yours.” 

 

Bob kissed him again, then licked his face, his eyes, his neck and down over his chest.  Slowly 

he bent his knees and knelt on the floor, continuing to lick the ripped abs and tight waist until he 

was biting the waistband of the jeans.    

 

On his knees Bob reached behind Mark and cupped his hands round the denim bulges of his 

ass while his mouth tugged open the front of his jeans, one button at a time, his head yanking 

back again and again until the fly was wide open and Mark’s long, hard cock sprang out, inches 

from Bob’s face, pointing straight at his mouth. 

 

“Noooo…!”    It was the howl of a wounded animal as Randy’s torment began.   Bob’s face and 

Mark’s cock were level with his face, only a foot away.   The tortured gypsy strained his neck 

forward and he flicked out his tongue, desperate to taste Bob’s lips or Mark’s cock – or both.  

Hypnotized by the sight of the cock approaching the open mouth he howled again as it pushed 

inside, deeper, deeper, until he saw Bob’s eyes water and heard him gag. 

 

Mark clamped his hands behind Bob’s head and his hips moved, his cock easing in and out of 

the Superman’s mouth with increasing speed.   Randy watched in agony as his macho lover got 

face-fucked by the cop.   His muscles flexed as his body writhed and he struggled helplessly 

against the ropes binding him.    

 

Tortured by the sight Randy turned his head away but moaned in renewed agony as he saw the 

reflection – many reflections – in the mirrors surrounding them, of his lover on his knees before 

the cop, his handsome face being pounded by the long, stiff pole.    

 

It was a vision from a pornographic nightmare, endlessly repeated.   The reflections surrounded 

him, hundreds of them stretching to infinity, hundreds of men, all of them his lover being face 

fucked by all those muscular, shirtless cops, with the naked gypsy spread-eagled face down 

before them, humbled, degraded and helpless to prevent the agonizing spectacle. 
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Randy ultimately found relief in focusing on the real thing and blotting out all the reflections.   

His torment increased as he saw Bob pull down on the back of Mark’s jeans and slide them 

down over his ass. He saw the perfect white globes of the cop’s ass sharp against the tan lines 

of his bronzed flesh, and his anger, resistance and pride all dissolved in a daze of helpless lust. 

 

“I want that ass, man … I wanna fuck it.   I gotta fuck that gorgeous face.  Suck my dick, buddy.”  

Again he stretched his neck forward, veins bulging, his tongue straining in a futile attempt to 

taste flesh.    

 

Suddenly he gasped in relief as Mark’s cock withdrew and Bob stood up.   They both dropped 

their pants and faced each other butt naked, but Randy’s frustration returned when Mark sank to 

his knees and took Bob’s cock in his mouth. 

 

Randy struggled and howled in pain.   That cock he had tasted so often – had licked it, loved it, 

got fucked by it – was now in the mouth of the macho cop who Randy had loved, kissed, fucked.   

And now the powerful construction boss, bound naked, was reduced to watching the two men 

make love to each other right in front of him.  And all he could do was beg. 

 

Bob and Mark were becoming consumed by the fire in their cocks and Mark stood up.   They 

faced each other again and stroked their cocks, reaching forward with the other hand to 

squeeze the other man’s nipple.   “Shit, you’re good,” Mark smiled at Bob.   “You’re gonna make 

me bust a load, you know that?” 

 

“Ready when you are, officer.”   They stroked harder, squeezed harder, and their breath got 

ragged.    Again their cocks were level with Randy’s tortured face and as he saw them swelling 

he yelled in despair, “No…!   Don’t cum …. Please, guys … help me …aaah.”   Again he craned 

his neck forward and his tongue probed the air in desperation, but his pleas were ignored.    

 

“You ready, man?” Mark smiled at Bob.   “Let’s do it, stud,” Bob said.    They pounded harder 

and harder, their cocks shuddered and….. they turned to face Randy as their cocks exploded.    

 

The bound gypsy was straining upward, mouth wide open, tongue sticking out, as semen 

slammed into his face from two cocks.  The pent-up orgasms were massive, pounding the 

gypsy face with floods of sperm – in his hair, his eyes and into his mouth, making him swallow 

hard, gulp and choke.    His body convulsed as he felt his own cock erupt beneath him. 

 

He was drowning in cum.  It streamed down his face onto his stubbled chin and, through a film 

of semen, he saw the infinite mirror reflections of the macho King of the Gypsies, naked, 

spread-eagled, his rugged face covered in the sperm of the men he had lusted for so hard. 

 

********************************** 
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All shreds of pride had been ripped away and Randy now wanted just one thing.   Lying limp 

across the trestle the big man was moaning in a daze … “Fuck me …. fuck my ass …. fuck me.”  

 

“Hear that, Bob?” Mark said.   “I think the gypsy wants his ass fucked.   Hell, don’t know about 

you but I’m pretty much out of juice.” 

 

“Me too,” Bob grinned, “but I sure wouldn’t mind another go round.   Getting hard again is the 

problem, though I think I know a way.”    He stood in front of Randy’s head that hung down in 

humiliation.   He grabbed the black hair, pulled his head up and stared into the dazed eyes, the 

gypsy face streaked with tears and jism.     

 

“Man, me and my buddy the cop would sure like to work on that ass of yours.   But see, we just 

busted a load and we’re spent.  But that mouth of yours looks like it’s pretty damn hot, and god 

knows it’s loaded with jizz.  So if you can get us both hard, you’ll get your ass fucked like you 

want.   How about it, big guy?” 

 

Randy stared up at his lover and, in reply, simply let his jaw sag open.   “Hey, Mark, we’re on,” 

Bob said, easing his soft dick into Randy’s mouth.   “Damn, it’s like a fucking furnace.”  He 

pulled back, eased in again and felt Randy’s throat clamp round his cock.  Staring into the dark 

gypsy face and blue eyes, he felt the familiar stab of lust Randy always gave him. 

 

Within minutes his cock was almost hard and he pulled out.   “Hey, Mark, it works for me.  You 

give it a try.”   Mark was already semi-hard from watching Bob face-fuck the gypsy and he took 

Bob’s place.   He looked down at the rugged construction worker and said, “Man, you are such 

a fucking turn-on.   Big guy like you begging to get fucked … nothing like it.   You are the best, 

big guy, and I’m crazy about you.   See?  I’m hard already.” 

 

The two muscle-gods took turns fucking their buddy’s face, making him choke and tears spill 

from his eyes.   “Hey Bob, I’m hard as a rock again.   I wanna go for the ass.”  Mark pulled out of 

Randy’s mouth and walked round to where his bare ass was hanging over the end of the trestle. 

 

Bob went back to Randy’s head, held it up by the hair and turned it to the side.   “Look at that in 

all those mirrors, buddy, that fucking gorgeous naked cop with his rod pointing at your butt.   

He’s gonna pound that ass.  You want it?”    Randy groaned, “You know I do.”   Bob pulled 

Randy’s face back to look at him and flashed a dazzling smile.   “You love me, buddy?” 

 

“Fuck yeah,” Randy growled.   “Fuck yeah.”  

 

Mark suddenly plunged his cock in Randy’s ass, his mouth opened in a scream … and Bob 

shoved his cock down his lover’s throat.   And that’s how the King of the Gypsies got spit 

roasted by the cop and Superman, his naked body bound and spread-eagled, his ass impaled 

on the cop’s huge nightstick, his mouth choking on the cock driving deep down his throat. 
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Randy was on fire.   Every muscle in his spectacular body flexed as he writhed in bondage, 

forced to endure the assault on his mouth and ass.   He heard the cop’s deep voice yell 

jubilantly, “Hey, Bob, this is fucking epic.   You want a piece of ass here?”   Bob pulled out of his 

mouth, took Mark’s place and rammed his rod deep in Randy’s ass, hearing with satisfaction the 

deep-throated roar of an injured bull.  

 

Usually gentle, this time Bob gave Randy the savage fuck he had endured from him only hours 

before.    Randy stared at him in the mirror, at his beautiful alpha-male lover pile-driving his ass.   

This is the man he had missed, the man he fantasized about while he was away, and the man 

he had come home to.   He loved him like hell and screamed, “Yeah, fuck me, stud … fuck your 

man’s ass … let me feel it … make it hurt …. I fucking love you, man!” 

 

Like the men in the canyon who had lined up to fuck Zack, Bob and Mark took turns ploughing 

the boss’s hole as he struggled beneath them.  When Bob’s turn came again and he drove his 

cock into the fiery cauldron of Randy’s ass, he knew he was at his limit.  “I’m close, guys, real 

close,” he yelled. 

 

Mark moved quickly behind him and shoved his rod into Bob’s ass.  Bob howled and pushed 

back on it as his own cock pistoned in and out of Randy.   Randy now gloried in the incredible 

sight all around him, the infinite reflections of three men – the helpless gypsy bound face down, 

the dark muscle-god pounding his ass while his own got reamed by the cop.     

 

It was like getting fucked by both men at the same time.  Randy went wild and the endless fuck, 

endlessly reflected, pushed him over the edge.  He seized control at last and yelled 

triumphantly, “Yeah, pound that ass, guys.   Bust your load in that ass.   Do it, men … Now…!!”      

 

The room was filled with floodlit images of three stunning alpha males in the throes of passion, 

their cocks erupting in a massive triple orgasm as their screams of jubilation bounced off the 

mirrored walls.  

 

It took a while for their ragged breathing and pounding hearts to subside.   Finally, the two men 

stood back and let the spotlight shine on the undisputed leader of the tribe, now slumped in 

bondage, his naked body gleaming with sweat, cum flowing over his sagging jaw, out of his ass 

and running down his legs.  The stunning visual climax was captured in the multi-dimensional 

reflections that went on and on forever. 

 

************************************* 

 

When Bob and Mark released Randy at long last he collapsed on his back on the floor, the other 

two lying beside him, licking the semen from his face and body.   “The best, guys,” Randy 

panted…. “that was definitely the best.   God, I love you guys.”    
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Just then they heard tentative footsteps on the stairs, the door opened and the twins came in.   

“Hope we’re not interrupting, sir,” Kyle said, “but we heard the noise die down and thought you 

might like a night-cap.” 

 

“You offering yourselves?” Randy grinned.   “Now there’s a thought, damn hot one.”   The 

brothers looked nervously at the collars and ropes hanging on the wall and there was a definite 

gleam in their eyes.    

 

“Er, we were referring to drinks, sir,” Kevin said shyly, and Bob laughed. “Randy’s thought is a 

good one, boys, and you two and I are gonna follow it up one day soon.   But for now drinks in 

our room sounds great – just what we need.”  

 

“You wanna stay the night with us?” Randy asked.  “I feel like a little tender loving care after all 

that went down here.”   The twins beamed, “Thank you sir,” and ran off the get the drinks. 

 

Mark declined the offer to join them saying, “I gotta get back to Jamie.   He’ll be waiting in bed 

for me to fuck him.”   He chuckled, “Though tonight I think it’ll be him fucking me.   Now I come 

to think of it, that’s about all I didn’t get tonight.”  They walked to the door and Randy, somewhat 

reluctantly, turned the dimmer switches all the way down until the room faded to black. 

 

*********************************  

 

After the many exertions of the weekend, work returned to normal the next day, with the boys 

working on the bungalow renovations that were nearing completion.   Brandon was with them, of 

course, but neither the boys nor Pete told him yet about the plans afoot for getting him a 

motorcycle trike. 

 

The next day Pete went with Zack to the dealership the men used, where Randy and Zack had 

recently bought two new Harleys.   The dealer was by now a good buddy and was enthusiastic 

about their idea for the motor trike.   He gave them a ton of information and suggested that they 

bring Brandon by so he could look over all the options. 

 

Feeling good, they drove back in Zack’s truck talking about the possibilities.   “‘Course,” Pete 

said, “he has to take a written test first for his motorcycle permit, and then I’ll take him on a few 

test runs.  But there’s been something playing on my mind and maybe you can help, Zack.  In a 

couple of weeks I have to go to Arizona where there’s a big inter-agency meeting about new 

fire-fighting techniques in forests.   I think Jason will probably be there too. 

 

“Thing is, if all goes to plan, Brandon will be all stoked about his new machine right around then 

and I was wondering – if you have the time – whether you could take care of him in that regard 

for me.  I mean, you know everything there is to know about bikes, and Brandon seemed to get 

on well with you in the canyon.   Seems to be real into leather and stuff.” 
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“Sure,” Zack said right away.   “I have a real soft spot for that boy – everyone does – and I’d 

love to take him on a run.   I’d take real good care of him and I would enjoy showing him things 

he wouldn’t get to see anywhere else…” he grew pensive … “special things no other guys ever 

get to see.   So sure, Pete, it’s a deal.  It’ll be fun.” 

 

#            #           # 
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