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A trial Of Strength 

Book 27 
 

Chapter 261 – “Brandon Learns A Leatherman’s Secret” 

 

It was time to let Brandon in on the plan.   That evening Pete summoned him to the apartment 

of Pablo and Darius where Darius had all his video equipment and had set up a viewing space 

where the boys regularly gathered to watch his latest videos of the tribeôs sexual exploits.   Pete 

told Brandon that he, Zack and the two boys wanted to show him something. 

 

ñWonder what they want?ò Brandon said to Eddie and Ben, nervous but intrigued. 

 

ñMaybe youôre gonna get gang fucked,ò said a scary-eyed Eddie unhelpfully. 

 

ñCould be,ò agreed Ben solemnly.  ñSaid they wanna show you something.   Has to be their 

dicks.   Only question is where theyôre gonna shove óem é and how many times.ò 

 

Brandon frowned at them for a moment, then laughed realizing they were teasing ï werenôt 

they?    ñDudes, youôre sex addicts, you know that?   Every time a master calls you think he 

wants to fuck his boy.ò  

 

ñDuh,ò Eddie jerked his head forward.  ñYou should be so lucky, man.   Every time Hassan calls 

for me I hope it means Iôm gonna get fucked.ò   Ben shrugged, ñWorks that way for me.   Jason 

canôt get enough of my ass.   Hey, if you need help up there just call on us, kid.   Weôre experts.ò        

 

ñYouôre gonna be there, dudes.   You gotta help me up the stairs.ò   He assumed a superior 

look.   ñI might even let you stay and watch,ò he said grandly.   ñCourse, it was me they asked 

for, so I dunno.ò   Brandon usually got the last word.   

 

Together they bumped Brandonôs wheelchair up to the spacious apartment.   (Randy and Zack 

had created a living space that befitted their boysô status).   Pete beamed at Brandon and said, 

ñPull up here, kiddo.    We wanna show you a video.ò 

 

The three amigos exchanged glances and Eddie pursed his lips and snapped his fingers in a 

gesture of frustration.   No dicks ï just a video.   He and Ben turned to leave but Pete said, ñNo, 

guys, stay.   Youôll enjoy this too.ò    (Not as much as a gang fuck, thought Eddie). 

 

Darius did the honors in his usual dramatic form.  As the guys took their seats close to Brandon 

he dimmed the lights and turned on the video.   The boys had seen so many sex videos in this 

room that they were not ready for what flashed on the screen ï a young man in a wheelchair 

rolling himself into a motorcycle dealership.    He was greeted by a salesman standing beside a 
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sleek red motorcycle é well, kind if a motorbike, but with two wheels at the back.   The 

salesman pressed a button and a panel on the back of the bike lowered to form a ramp.    

 

The guy wheeled his chair up the ramp, then there was a close-up of the wheels being clamped 

tight to the floor.   The ramp folded up like a wall to secure him from behind.   With hand controls 

the guy started the bike and maneuvered it through the showroom doors.  The final shot was of 

him swinging onto the street and disappearing into the distance.  That was followed by pictures 

of different models of motorcycle trikes.   

 

The screen went dark and Darius raised the lights.   There was a long silence and Brandon 

suddenly realized that all eyes were trained on him.   The guy in the wheelchair on screen was 

obviously meant to be him, and the bike wasé..   He took off his black rimmed glasses, wiped 

his moist eyes with the back of his hand, and put the glasses back on.    

 

ñWhat do you think, kiddo?ò Pete asked eagerly.   Another silence as Brandon was lost for 

words, his mouth opening and closing like a goldfish.   But finally the truth sunk in and he found 

his voice.   ñYou mean I could have my own motorbike?ò    Pablo beamed at him.   ñWell, motor-

trike to be exact, but dude Iôve seen them before and theyôre way cool.  You looked such a stud 

on Peteôs bike you gotta have one, donôt you think Darius?ò 

 

Darius growled, ñIt looked like shit.ò   Then, on their shocked looks, he grinned, ñThe video, I 

mean.  Obviously the shitty work of an amateur.   Brandon, when you get your bike (in Dariusôs 

mind it was a done deal) weôre gonna make a real video and sell it to the dealer and even the 

manufacturer.   Itôll make you a star and prove that Iôm a genius.   Congratulations dude.ò 

 

Brandon looked up at them all in turn, then opened his arms to Pete who knelt and hugged him 

tight.   When he pulled back Brandon stared at him wide-eyed.    ñYou mean I can really have 

one of my own?   But they must be real expensive, sir, Iôm not sure we shouldé..ò 

 

ñDonôt worry about that, kiddo, itôs taken care of.  The question is, would you like one?ò 

 

Brandonôs eyes lit up.   ñWould I?!!   Fuck yeah.ò  He pumps both fists in the air and yelled, 

ñLetôs rollé!ò 

 

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

 

This tribe didnôt hang about.   When they wanted something they moved fast.    From the 

selection on the video Brandon chose his two favorites and the dealer promised the get them so 

Brandon could inspect them and make his final choice.   In the meantime, although he already 

had his driverôs license, he needed a separate motorcycle permit, which involved a written test. 

 

He got the handbook from the Department of Motor Vehicles and studied it diligently.   Mark, as 

a cop, knew the motorcycle rules intimately and the likely questions on the test so he offered to 

coach Brandon as soon as he got off his shift in the late afternoon. 
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Brandon and Jamie were working in the office as usual, heads down over their separate 

computers.   But it was hard for Brandon to concentrate as he kept glancing at the handbook 

beside him, and out of the window for signs of Markôs return.   He was barely aware when 

Jamieôs phone rang, he answered it briefly, then said to Brandon, ñGotta go, dude.ò 

 

With the office to himself Brandon gave all his attention to his handbook.   There were a few 

points that confused him and he couldnôt wait to talk to Mark.   At that moment he heard his 

truck pull up outside.  The gate opened and he got a clear view of the tall, uniformed cop 

striding purposefully across the lawn and into his apartment.   Brandon grabbed the handbook 

é but decided to wait a few minutes to let the cop catch his breath after a long dayôs work. 

 

Impatiently he waited five minutes, then left the office with his book.  He wheeled himself across 

the garden, then up the shallow ramp to Markôs front door.   (Randy had installed ramps for 

Brandon at all the ground-floor doors in the compound.) 

 

He knocked gently but there was no reply.   The door was unlocked so Brandon eased it open 

and went into the large living room.   Empty.   ñAre you there, sir?ò he called out.   ñItôs Brandon, 

sir.  I came for my lesson.ò    No reply.   Must be in the shower, Brandon thought.   He went to 

the bedroom door and sure enough, heard sounds coming from the room. 

 

ñGood,ò he murmured.   He opened the door and, looking down to make sure his wheels cleared 

the doorway, went right in. 

 

He looked up and gasped, ñOh shit!ò    Of course, he thought, what an idiot!   He knew that Mark 

fucked his boy as soon as he got off work, it was a near-sacred ritual ï and a private one ï and 

thatôs just what was happening now.  Thatôs why Jamie had left the office so abruptly after the 

phone call, and Mark must have been so hot for his ass that he was fucking him in full uniform.    

 

Blushing in acute embarrassment Brandon backed up his chair and murmured, ñSorry, sir é 

real sorry é Iôll come back.ò   

 

ñFreeze!ò   Brandon was approaching the door but stopped dead in his tracks.  The copôs 

authoritarian voice said, ñYouôre not going anywhere, boy.   Now that youôve barged in you can 

help me with this surfer boy here.ò 

 

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

 

In this house guys often inadvertently walked in on other guys having sex.  It kind of went with 

the territory ï a territory littered with men and boys fucking.   But this was a big shock to 

Brandon not only because it was such a private ritual, but because it involved the alpha cop 

whom Brandon always found intimidating in his uniform.   Also, the guy he was fucking was one 

of the senior boys, the gorgeous Jamie ï Brandonôs boss!ò 
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Brandonôs focus on his handbook and much anticipated lesson had clouded his common sense, 

and stumbling in on the two men like this was an acute embarrassment to him.   His only 

thought was to get out of the room as quickly as possible, which made even more shocking the 

officerôs order to ñfreeze.ò  He was forbidden to leave the room and ordered to ñhelpò the cop 

with Jamie, whatever that meant. 

 

He stared at the awesome sight of the naked surfer on his back, pulling his own legs back and 

offering his ass to the uniformed officer whose blond hair flew over his face as he drove his rod 

into his boy.   Still ófrozenô as ordered Brandon watched as the cop, still fucking hard, 

unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it off and tossed it over to Brandon.  He continued fucking, the 

contours of his muscular upper-body visible under his white T-shirt.    

 

Brandon held the discarded shirt to his face and inhaled the pungent smell of sweat that had 

oozed from the copôs armpits during his long hot patrol.   Then the order came ï ñGet over here, 

boy.ò     Brandon sprang to life and wheeled himself over to the bed, still apologizing for being 

there.   ñI didnôt mean to intrude, sir.  I should have known that you and Jamie é.ò 

 

ñSave it kid.   I want your mouth for something more than apologies.   You see my boyôs dick 

down there?   Hard as a rock, straining to cum when I give him permission.    What youôre 

gonna do is suck it é but more than that.   Iôve heard what a great cocksucker you are so youôre 

gonna make him cum ï almost ï then hold off and start over again.   Itôll drive him crazy, trying 

not to shoot while I hammer his ass.ò 

 

Brandon watched wide-eyed as the cop pulled off his damp T-shirt and tossed it to him, his 

chiseled torso gleaming with sweat, narrow hips pounding forward against the young surferôs 

ass.   ñClean me up,ò he ordered Brandon.    

 

The boy stuffed the wet T-shirt into the side pocket of his wheelchair for future use.   When Mark 

leaned forward Brandon saw sweat trickling down his side.  He licked the drops of sweat all the 

way up his side to the blond, wiry hair of the copôs armpit.  He clamped his mouth over the wet 

hair and inhaled deeply.   After swallowing the acrid juice he wheeled himself round to the 

Markôs other side and did the same again.     

 

ñOK, kid, now the cock.ò    Mark knelt straight up, grabbed Jamieôs ankles and pushed his legs 

high in the air.   Brandon had a clear view of Jamieôs shuddering cock, so close to orgasm.  ñI 

warn you kid,ò the cop said, ñif you make him cum Iôll whip your ass.ò   That thought almost 

made Brandon himself cum but he took a deep breath and focused on his task. 

 

The cop had given him a tough assignment that would take every trick Brandon had ever 

learned from the blowjob master Eddie.  Reflexively he looked at his young boss Jamie for his 

approval, but Jamie was clearly in a state of nirvana gazing at his master.   The thought crossed 

Brandonôs mind that Jamie would swing naked from the rafters if Mark ordered him to, which, 

come to think of it, was a pretty hot image.     
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To work, he told himself.    It was easy for him to lean forward and lower his mouth over the 

surferôs long rod, but he knew that if he closed his throat round it Jamie would cum instantly.   

So, keeping his mouth wide open he merely breathed in and out through his mouth, letting the 

hot air float round the trembling cock    He heard Jamie moan loudly so he pulled away and 

stared anxiously at the cock, willing it not to erupt, but all he saw was pre-cum oozing from it.     

 

With a sigh of relief Brandon glanced up at Mark who looked down at him with the slightest hint 

of a smile on his handsome face.   ñGood boy, Brandon é. Now go again.ò 

 

This time Brandon went farther, letting the tip of Jamieôs cock brush the back of his mouth.  He 

closed his lips lightly over the cock, but just briefly.   Then he pulled away and Jamie groaned, 

ñAaah é no é pleaseé.ò  That mere touch had been enough to let Brandon taste the musky 

pre-cum oozing from the surferôs cock, but again he stopped just short of orgasm.   

 

With two successes under his belt Brandon was feeling more confident and started to enjoy 

himself.   He matched the rhythm of the copôs fuck, easing his mouth onto Jaimeôs cock as Mark 

drove his rod in his boyôs ass.   He used every technique he knew to torment Jamie to a pitch of 

ecstasy, but just short of spilling his load.   

 

It was magical for Brandon.  Everyone in the house knew of this nightly ritual, but few had ever 

seen it.   Now here was Brandon, not only present, but using his skills to add another whole 

dimension to the menôs euphoria. 

 

Mark tormented his boyôs ass by alternately pounding it hard, then easing up, massaging it with 

his cock before heating up the action again.    And Brandon followed along with the same 

rhythm, squeezing his throat tight for an instant, then simply exhaling hot breath over it. 

 

Jamie was going wild, his ass and his cock on fire, his wide eyes gazing up at the gorgeous cop 

and pleading with him.   ñPlease, sir.   It feels so good é my ass, my cock é I gotta é I mean, 

please let me é please é. I love you, sir.ò 

 

Mark ginned down at Brandon.  ñWhat dôya say, Brandon?  Should we have mercy on him?ò 

 

Brandon pulled off the cock, looked up at the rugged face and said, ñYes please, sir.  I think we 

better ócos Iôm ready to cream my shorts.ò 

 

ñRight, pull out your cock and stroke it while you go back to work on my boy.ò  Brandon obeyed, 

stroking his own cock and sucking Jamieôs.  So now he was controlling two orgasms ï Jamieôs 

and his own ï waiting for the copôs permission to cum.    Mark turned up the heat, his blue-gray 

eyes boring in Jamieôs as his powerful body ramrodded his ass.    

 

Brandon pumped his own cock faster and faster as he felt, right by his face, the thud of the 

copôs pubic hair slamming against the white globes of the surferôs ass.   Jamie was feeling 
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delirious, his ass and his cock on fire as he fought a losing battle against his orgasm.  He yelled, 

ñPlease, sir é. I canôt hold back anymore é. please let me cum.   Pleaseé..!ò 

 

ñOK, guys é. let it go é.  Aaaghò   The copôs roar was the permission they had waited for and, 

as his cock erupted deep in Jamieôs ass, Brandon clamped his throat tightly round the surferôs 

cock, felt sperm surge through it and pour into his mouth.    He swallowed hard, again and 

again, without gagging once, then pulled away, his mouth full of jizz.  Gazing down at the 

shuddering, butt-fucked young surfer Brandon sprayed semen all over his writhing body.  

 

Mark leaned down, grabbed Brandon behind the head and pulled his face forward, clamping 

their mouths together.   He sucked Jamieôs semen from Brandonôs mouth, then broke away and 

smiled, ñBest taste in the world, eh kid? ï the fresh warm juice of a hot young surfer jock.   

Come on, boy, help me clean him up.    

 

Together Mark and Brandon licked Brandonôs cum from Jamieôs chest, their faces side by side, 

cleaning the sweaty cum-soaked body and face of the copôs boy.   When they reached Jamieôs 

lips Brandonôs tongue touched Markôs and they kissed.  Jamie opened his mouth and joined 

them in a three-way embrace, lubricated by the juice of both boys.   

 

The intimacy thrilled Brandon who felt privileged to be part of this ritual between the cop and his 

boy.   But he finally pulled apart from them and backed up his wheelchair in deference to their 

privacy.  ñThank you sir,ò he murmured, ñIôll leave you alone now.ò    He had almost got to the 

door when Mark pulled off Jamieôs lips and said, ñHey, you boy.   Did I give you permission to 

leave?   Think we should let him go, Jamie?ò 

 

ñHell no,ò Jamie grinned.   ñDude, you were fucking awesome é my cockôs never felt like that.  

Get back over here.ò    As he wheeled himself back to them Mark saw the precious handbook 

still in Brandonôs lap, splashed with semen but still usable.   ñYou came for a lesson, didnôt you, 

kiddo?   So letôs get to work.  Jamie, would you bring three beers from the fridge?   You can 

judge how well Brandonôs done his homework.ò 

 

A minute later Brandon was sitting beside the bed, with Mark and Jamie sprawled on it, Mark 

propped on one elbow, thumbing through the pages of the book with his free hand.  ñShit,ò he 

grinned, ñwhat you been doing to this book, boy, the pages are stuck together?  Never mind, it 

should impress the examiner.   Might bring you a few extra points.   OK, letôs see here é óWhen 

making a left turn on a motor cycle you should alwaysé..ôò 

 

It was without doubt the strangest lesson Brandon had ever had.  He was sipping beer, his 

teacher sprawled naked before him, a muscle-god cop with his golden-boy surfer, in a room 

heavy with the smell of semen.  Even though the distractions made it hard to concentrate, it 

crossed Brandonôs mind that more school classes should be like this.    

 

It would sure cut down on truancy.   What student would ever cut a class like this? 
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*********************************** 

 

It came as no surprise to anyone that Brandon sailed through the written test.  Pete and Randy 

accompanied him to the dealership where, after much thought, Brandon selected the red model 

he had seen in the video.    The dealer gave him instructions on how the controls worked and 

Brandon took to it like a duck to water.   He wheeled himself up the ramp, his wheels locked into 

place, and he sat at the hand controls like a seasoned professional. 

 

In the ensuing days Pete and Brandon spent a lot of time on the road, Pete on the Harley, 

Brandon beside him on the óred perilô as Darius had dubbed it.  But, as Pete had predicted to 

Zack, the day was approaching when the Ranger had to report to the firefighting training in 

Arizona.   Over drinks with Zack in the small garden of Zackôs house Pete asked, ñSo, buddy, 

you still up for taking care of my boy like we discussed?ò 

 

ñAbsolutely, chief.   Just waiting for your instructions.ò 

 

Pete chuckled, ñNo instructions, man.   You make the rules, as you always do.   I just wanted to 

let you know that the kid is already pretty expert at handling that trike.   Itôs just that I donôt feel 

comfortable yet letting him go out on his own.  But heôs raring to go on a run.   

 

ñDonôt worry about a thing, big guy, Iôve got just the place.  I often used to go to a biker bar down 

in Orange County, just past Sunset Beach.  They know me down there and Brandon would 

really dig it.    Thing is, a lot of drinking goes on and I sure wouldnôt want him on the road after 

that.   Thereôs a small motel behind the bar and I usually overnight there, so I was wonderingé.ò 

 

ñZack, Ióll tell you something.   Brandon has mostly led a pretty isolated and restricted life.   Now 

heôs really come out of his shell with the boys and all, but he clings to me a whole lot.  I love that 

of course, but I just donôt want is him exchanging the restrictions of his old life to a life restricted 

to me. I want him to spread his wings, get new experiences ï stuff that will broaden his mind.    

 

ñSo what Iôm saying is, I want you to do whatever it takes to help Brandon in that, including sex.  

Iôve told Brandon the same thing.  On this trip heôs to be temporarily your boy.  He can sleep 

with you, give his ass to you if he wants.   I trust you completely man and, you being the big 

leather stud and all, I have a feeling you could show him things ï new situations that excite him 

and expand his horizons.   That biker bar sounds just the thing ï the motel too if it comes to 

that.   You hear what Iôm saying, Zack?ò 

 

ñLoud and clear, Pete.   I love that kid and you know Iôll take care of him.   So you go fight your 

fires and leave the home front to me.ò    Their firm, alpha-male handshake, sealed the deal. 

 

************************************  
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The boys were agog about Brandonôs upcoming bike run to the leather bar.   No one but Zack 

had ever been there so it became the source of rumor and homoerotic fantasies, based on 

drawings they had seen of impossibly handsome, muscular leathermen gathered round a bar.   

 

Actually, not quite óimpossibly handsomeô, as Zack could have been lifted from just such a 

drawing and would fit right in there, with his shaved head and perfect physique, shirtless in 

black leather pants.   They knew he made solo trips there, spending the night in the motel, but 

no one, even Darius, knew what he did there. 

 

Pete was already in Arizona when Zack and Brandon got ready to leave.  Dressed alike in 

leather pants and boots with black leather vests flapping open over their chests, Zack was 

astride his new Harley and Brandon sat proudly on his red motorcycle, eyes shining behind his 

glasses.   All the boys gave him advice, ranging from loving to lurid, but Dariusôs was the best.  

 

 ñZackôs a great guy,ò he said of his master, ñand tells me all the time that heôs real fond of you.   

Youôre safe as houses with him   Just do as he tells you and youôll have an epic time, kiddo.ò 

 

Randy said simply to Zack, ñTake care of him bro.ò   He didnôt have to say anymore, his tone 

said it all.   He loved and admired Brandon, and God help anyone who harmed him.   ñI know, 

buddy,ò Zack said simply.    They put on their helmets, revved up their engines and, with a 

rousing sendoff, roared away. 

 

They headed south.  Zack had explained, ñCanôt take the freeway yet, kid, with your temporary 

permit.    Pacific Coast Highway is slower but much more fun, running right by the shore most of 

the way, and we can stop off for a bite to eat.ò   When the road was wide enough they rode side 

by side.   When it narrowed Zack made Brandon ride ahead so he could keep an eye on him 

and help if he got into trouble.    

 

But Brandon didnôt get into trouble.  He rode like a seasoned biker and as Zack followed and 

watched the boy sit proudly in his wheelchair, confidently manipulating the hand controls, his 

heart went out to him, not for the first time.    The kid was remarkable.  Living alone for so long 

he had determinedly clung to his independence, and even when Eddie had met him and brought 

him into the tribe, he more than held his own with the exuberant boys, more often than not 

rejecting offers of help, still asserting his independence. 

 

Like other men before him Zack had to admit there were tears in his eyes as he watched him 

ride.   The kid had a natural intelligence, born of hardship.   He was mature beyond his years 

and could be trusted implicitly.   Zack resolved to go ahead with a plan he had in mind.  óExpand 

his horizons,ô Pete had said.  Yeah, heôd do that alright. 

 

It was a perfect day as they rode beside the ocean, sun beating down on them, a fresh offshore 

breeze blowing on their faces and bare chests.   They rode through one beach town after 

another, stopped in San Pedro for lunch at an old diner, and in late afternoon, finally drove 

through the ramshackle town of Sunset Beach.   
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Their destination was obvious ï a small bar with motorcycles filling the parking lot, bikers 

walking through the leather strips flapping over the door.  They pulled up next to each other, 

took off their helmets and Brandon lowered his ramp and wheeled backwards down it.  

 

ñSome ride, eh kid?ò Zack grinned at him.   Brandon beamed up at him.   ñThe best, sir.   The 

absolute best.   Iôm real stoked ï thirsty too.ò  

 

ñOK, so come on, letôs check out this beer joint.   Looks like weôre in time for the weekend beer 

bust.ò   Brandon followed Zack through the leather straps and paused to get used to the 

darkened bar after the brilliant sun outside.   They heard before they saw the bartender.  ñHey, 

Zack, good to see you again, stud.   Looking hotter than ever.   Been a long time é what brings 

you back to this neck of the woods?ò 

 

As Zack strode to the bar the crowd of awestruck bikers parted to let him and Brandon through. 

Zack shook the barkeepôs hand.   ñHey, Jim, you old son-of-a-bitch.  Thought Iôd bring my good 

buddy Brandon to check out this dive of yours.  Brandon, this here is Jim.ò 

 

Jim leaned over the bar and bumped fists with Brandon.   ñGood to meet you, Brandon.   You 

should bring this big musclehunk down here more often ï heôs good for business.   When word 

gets out heôs here my business doubles.   He give you a good ride down here?ò 

 

ñNot exactly, sir,ò said Brandon.   ñSee, I got my own bike.ò 

 

ñNow way,ò Jim frowned.   ñYou parked out front?  This I gotta see.ò 

 

He came round the bar and walked to the door, followed by a group of customers who mostly 

wanted to rub shoulders with the spectacular leather-master.   They gathered round Brandonôs 

bike and he gave them a demonstration of how it worked.   He was proud to be the center of 

attention, and even prouder to be seen as Zackôs boy in front of these guys. 

 

Back inside they eventually broke away from the bikers crowding round them and sat quietly at 

a corner table.   ñYou must have come here a lot, sir,ò Brandon said, ñthough even one visit from 

you theyôd never forget.   See how they were all drooling?ò 

 

Zack smiled, but with a faraway look in his eyes.  Brandon stared at him through his glasses, 

blinked and said, ñYou wanna tell me about it, sir?ò 

 

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

 

Feeling warm and relaxed with the boyôs bright eyes trained on him, Zack opened up.    

 

ñThis place brings it all back.   I was still married when I started riding down here.   I was still OK 

with my wife but I began feeling the need for something else.   Hard to describe, just something 
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é I dunno é rougher, more masculine.   When I looked at myself in the mirror thatôs what I saw 

and thatôs when I got into the leather scene, got a bike and started coming down here. 

 

ñIt wasnôt that I was attracted to men exactly ï more like attracted to masculinity.  Some of the 

guys here, when they got drunk, started to tell stories about times they got into heavy duty sex, 

bondage, discipline, that kind of stuff and é and I was embarrassed to feel my dick getting 

hard.   Then there was this big leather guy ï never wore a shirt, real hot, macho, handsome 

face, built like a brick shithouse, muscles that wouldnôt quit.ò 

 

ñJust like you, sir.ò    

 

Zack smiled, ñYeah I guess so, kiddo.   Anyway, Iôll never forget the time he told this story about 

one night when he was drunk with a bunch of horny guys and they overpowered him, tied him 

up and worked him over ï stripped him naked, held him down on a bar table and made him 

suck cock, one after another.    Then they started whipping him and said he had a choice ï get 

flogged or get his ass ploughed.  He told them he never got fucked but they thrashed him so 

bad he was soon begging them to stop whipping him, begging them to fuck his ass instead. 

 

ñSo they tied him spread-eagled in front of a mirror and lined up behind him.  And this big alpha 

leather hunk, always a top man, was forced to watch himself get gang fucked, one huge cock 

after another ploughing into his ass.   In the end, he said, he lost all control and was begging to 

get his dick sucked so he could bust his load.   So while they fucked him they got their young 

leather boys to suck his dick in turn.  Each one almost made him cum, then stopped and 

handed over to the next boy. 

 

ñHe said he was going crazy, screaming at them to make him cum until finally they cut him 

down.  He lay on his back on the floor and they let him touch his dick while the men and their 

boys all stood around, pounded their cocks and shot their loads all over him.   The big tough 

leather master lay naked on the ground drowning in jizz é and thatôs when he busted his load.ò  

 

Zack drank again.   ñTo this day I donôt know how much of that story was real or fantasized, but 

either way it opened a door for me to a whole other world.   That became a core image for me, a 

hot muscular top man, tough, rugged, captured by another master, tied up and worked over. 

 

ñI was that guy, but I also saw myself as the guy torturing him.  All my life Iôve been a tough 

alpha male, but for the first time I wanted to be the victim too.   I would be captive and captor.   

All I needed was a mirror.  It wasnôt narcissism, not the kind Jason goes in for.   Itôs just that I 

wanted to see a guy like me tortured by a guy like me.ò   

 

ñWow,ò Brandon said.   ñI understand.   I get that, sir.  So what did you do after heôd finished?ò 

 

ñThe only thing I could, kid é. I went into the restroom, that one right over there, locked the 

door, pulled off my shirt and looked at myself in the mirror.   I imagined all that stuff happening 
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to the guy in the mirror and I talked to him, taunted him as if I were doing it to him.  It only took a 

few strokes of my cock before I blasted a massive load all over the mirror. 

 

ñRight away I felt shame and embarrassment.   I wiped the mirror clean with paper towels, put 

my shirt back on and left the bar.   I was way too drunk to drive so I got a room in the motel next 

door.   I tried to sleep but I couldnôt get the image of that guy out of my mind.   There was a full 

length mirror in the room so é I did it again, naked this time.ò  

 

Zack took another long swig of beer.  ñAnd you know what, Brandon, my life was never the 

same after that.   I kept up my marriage for a long time, but now I had a totally different private 

world of my own.  I guess a lot of guys harbor some deep secret they donôt share with anyone.   

 

ñAnyway, I started coming down here more and more often, checked into the same room and 

fantasized like before.   I brought stuff down and fixed up the room ï more mirrors, lights and 

stuff.   The manager didnôt mind.   He used to laugh, joked that it gave the room óa Touch of 

Glassô.   He still calls it Zackôs room. 

 

ñLater on my marriage fell apart and I got an old beach shack up north in Guadalupe where I 

could play all alone just as I liked.   It was up there that I came across Mark and the boys on the 

beach.   Mark introduced me to Randy and all the guys é and you know the rest.   I was home.ò    

 

He smiled at a wide-eyed Brandon and said, ñNo one else knows that story é and now Iôll tell 

you something else no one knows, not even Darius.  You guys all wonder what I get up to when 

Iôm all alone in my house é well now you know, Brandon.   I do what I used to do all those 

times in the motel room é right behind the bar hereò 

 

Brandonôs heart was pounding and he plucked up his courage.   ñAre we too drunk to drive, sir?ò 

 

ñYou bet we are, kiddo.  So itôs the motel or sleep on the beach.ò 

 

ñIôd go for the motel, sir,ò Brandon grinned. 

 

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

 

The motel was old and faded, a collection of small one-room bungalows near the ocean.  The 

night manager recognized Zack right away.  ñWell son of a bitch, if it isnôt that gorgeous hunk 

Zack we all dream about.   Good to see you again, big guy.   You and your buddy want your old 

room?   óCourse you do,ò he chuckled, sliding the key across the counter.   ñAbout time you 

warmed it up again.  Sleep well, stud é. or not.ò 

 

When Brandon wheeled himself into the room his cock immediately stiffened in his pants é 

somehow the place oozed sex.    Like all the other rooms it had a pitched roof and rafters, but 

the similarity stopped there.  This room had floor length mirrors, lights on dimmer switches and 

hooks in the rafters.   Brandon could imagine Zack é but his train of thought was cut short. 
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ñAfter all that beer I gotta piss,ò Zack growled.   He walked into the bathroom and left the door 

open, giving Brandon a clear view of the leather master yanking open his pants, pulling out his 

huge schlong and pissing an endless stream into the toilet.   ñAaah,ò Zack sighed with relief.   

He buttoned up and said, ñYour turn, kid.   And take your time.ò   

 

As Brandon wheeled himself into the bathroom he saw Zack bend down to a big leather bag he 

had brought in from his motorcycle.   Brandon went into the bathroom and closed the door 

behind him.   He found that he had to ótake his timeô as Zack had ordered, as the bathroom 

wasnôt really wheelchair accessible and it took a while to maneuver into place.    

 

Zack hadnôt flushed and Brandon saw in the toilet bowl the golden liquid, steam still rising from 

it.  That alone was enough to make him cum but he knew he mustnôt.   With his cock this hard it 

wasnôt easy to pee but, after a long wait, liquid finally poured down and mingled with Zackôs.   

 

Already Brandon was so overwhelmed by images of raunchy sex that it scared him, knowing he 

would do anything this man ordered him to.   But then he flashed on Dariusôs parting words ï 

ñHeôs a great guy, youôre safe with himò ï and also Randyôs, ñTake care of him, bro.ò   His fear 

disappeared and he gave in to the excitement and lust he was feeling for this amazing man. 

 

He waited a while, then opened the door and looked down to make sure his wheels clear the 

narrow doorway.   When he looked up é. ñAaaghò.    It was incredible.    

 

The black muscle god stood under a spotlight in front of a mirror, in leather pants and boots with 

a studded leather harness crossed over his sculpted chest.   His head was bowed, his shaved 

head shining under the lights, and round his neck was a wide black leather collar, attached to a 

rope that stretched up to a hook in the rafter.    His hands were behind him, his wrists through 

leather restraints clipped together.   His eyes were closed, like he was semi-conscious. 

 

Brandon held back in the shadows mesmerized.   It was like an image from that guyôs story, an 

image that had turned Zack on then and made him re-enact the scene all on his own ever since.  

Brandon knew that Zack could pull his hands free but he was immersed in the homoerotic 

experience of seeing himself tied up and helpless ï facing his captor. 

 

At first it was like slow motion.    Zack began to stir, moving slowly as if he were regaining 

consciousness.  He raised his head, opened his eyes and stared into the mirror.  ñWhat the 

fucké?ò   He struggled against his restraints and his neck jerked against the collar.   He looked 

at the black bodybuilder in the mirror and shouted ñMother-fuckeré!ò 

 

Like watching a porn video Brandon stared at the bound leather master, at his agonized face 

and his bulging pecs straining against the studded harness, pacing the floor, tugging at the 

collar like a raging black stallion fighting for freedom.   He yelled at the mirror, ñIôll fucking kill 

you, man.   What do you want from me?ò  éé ñFuck you, man ï like hell Iôll suck your cock.ò 
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Suddenly he howled and arched his back as if he had just been whipped.   Again and again 

Zack watched the man in the mirror strain forward to escape the lash until finally he shouted, 

ñOK, OK, I give up é. Iôll do it.ò   He sank to his knees, the rope just long enough to allow it, and 

hung his head in subservience.   

 

Brandon knew this was an act that Zack performed solo, but he couldnôt resist anonymously 

playing a part.    He wheeled himself in front of Zackôs face, unzipped his own pants and pulled 

out his rock-hard cock.   He reached forward, pulled the prisonerôs face up, saw the sagging jaw 

and pushed the open mouth hard down on his cock.    He heard the leatherman gag, saw his 

body jerk, his shoulders bulge as he pulled at his wrist restraints in a futile attempt at escape. 

 

Brandon lost all inhibitions as he kept slamming the rugged face down on his cock.   It was 

hopeless to hold back and in seconds é.. ñAaagh!òé the boyôs cock exploded in the leather 

masterôs throat making him choke and swallow desperately.   Brandon pulled out and grabbed 

his own cock which exploded with more jizz, this time slamming into the gasping black face. 

  

Brandon quickly withdrew to his corner of the room and watched.   The leather master was on 

his knees, sobbing, tears and jizz running down his cheeks, sperm pouring from his mouth and 

over his sagging jaw.     The room was stifling hot, making sweat pour down his face, mixing 

with the tears and semen and dripping onto the harness crossed over his chest.   It was one of 

the hottest sights Brandon had ever seen. 

 

The room was silent except for the sound of heavy breathing.   Gradually Zack staggered to his 

feet and stared at the erotic sight in the mirror of the muscle-god, alpha male in submission, 

smothered in cum, sweat, and tears.   ñFuck you, man,ò he said. 

 

He easily slid his hands out of the leather restraints, unbuckled the harness and let it drop.  He 

reached forward to the bare-chested leather stud in the mirror bound by the neck and groaned,   

ñMan that looks so fucking hot.  Let me touch you, man é I gotta touch that body.ò   

 

He strained forward, pulling against the collar, the veins in his muscled torso bulging.   ñShit, 

youôre beautiful.ò    He yanked open his pants, pulled out his cock and stroked it, still reaching 

forward with the other hand.   ñMan, thatôs hot é. gonna make me shoot é. Noooo!ò     

 

Suddenly he let go his cock just before it exploded.  He reached round his neck and 

momentarily unclipped the rope from the collar.   He reach down to the bag, grabbed a shirt and 

pulled it on, a thin, frayed black T-shirt, a work shirt stained with grease and sweat.   Then he 

re-hooked the collar and walked forward again gazing at the mirror.     

 

ñLook at you, big guy.   Arrogant prick éhuge cock sticking out of your pants.   Think youôre hot 

shit donôt ya, but youôre nothing but a fucking animal, tied by the neck, stinking of sweat and 

jism.   Fucking loser, I can make you submit in a heartbeat, make you beg me to let you bust 

your load.   Watch this, asshole.   Get ready to begé..ò 
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Zack reached out with both hands trying to touch the mirror image, alternately captive and 

captor, torturing himself.    He slapped his hands against his chest, grabbed the neck of his shirt 

and ripped it.   He let it hang ragged over the gleaming muscles of his chest, then yanked it 

again, intoxicated by the image facing him.     

 

The shirt was hanging in shreds from his shoulders as he jerked against his collar and yelled, 

ñThatôs so fucking hot I gotta cum.  I gotta cum éaaah é. aaah é. OK I give up é.  I submit, 

sir é.ò    He ripped the shirt down off his shoulders so it hung in rags round his waist.  Reaching 

forward pleadingly with both arms he yelled, ñFuck é fuck é Iôm cumming é aaagh.ò   His cock 

erupted and blasted sperm so high it arched up and splashed onto the mirror image of the 

struggling leatherman.    

 

Zack gazed in awe at his own reflection with cum streaming down it.  ñJesus,ò he moaned.   He 

put his hands behind his back and hung his head, just as Brandon had seen him at the start. 

 

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

 

Still Zack paid no attention to Brandon.  He was still locked in the secluded space of his private 

fantasy.  He had detached the rope from his collar and now sat slumped in a chair with a beer, 

in front of the mirror, gazing at the shirtless leatherman.   The collar round his neck and the 

ragged shirt still hanging round his waist were the only signs of his master/slave ordeal. 

 

Brandon was frozen in place in the shadows, his heart still beating like a drum.   He had just 

witnessed something so phenomenal, yet so private, that Zack did not seem real ï more like a 

pornographic icon from the vivid imagination of an artist.   

 

At last Zack stirred and instinctively Brandon knew what he should do.   His full bladder was 

also a prompt, sending him silently to the bathroom where he closed the door behind him.   He 

repeated his earlier maneuvers in the restricted space and let loose a stream of piss.   His 

actions were all mechanical, his mind still reeling from the incredible images he had been 

allowed to see.  He heard muffled sounds from the room and when they fell silent he held his 

breath and gingerly opened the door.    

 

Another homoerotic tableau, even more stunning than the one before.    The magnificent black 

bodybuilder was naked, except for the collar round his neck and the shreds of his sweaty black 

T-shirt clinging to his slim waist.    Two ropes now hung down from the beam, four feet apart, 

with leather wrist restraints at the end through which Zack had slid his hands.   His arms were 

stretched up in a spread-eagled V, his straining, ebony muscles gleaming under the lights, a 

naked black slave captured and bound. 

 

Trembling with excitement Brandon returned to his place in the shadows where he had a clear 

view of both men, the real and the reflected, captive and captor.  His cock was still hanging out 

of his pants and he stroked it lightly, careful not to cum.   He watched é. and listened. 
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Defiantly Zack stared at the man in the mirror.   ñOK, man, you win.   You made me beg, made 

me bust my load.  Iôm your prisoner, shackled buck naked like your black slave.   What you 

gonna do to me now, man?ò    A long pause, then he smiled scornfully.   ñThe whip or my ass, is 

it?   Now way, man, no oneôs ever fucked my ass é. never gonna happen.   I can take the whip, 

asshole é try me.ò 

 

ñAaaagh!ò Zack screamed and his body jerked forward as if lashed from behind.  His body 

writhed under an imaginary rain of lashes as he pulled frantically against the ropes.  To avoid 

the whip he hauled himself up from the ground, his muscles bulging as he hung from the ropes 

like a marionette, body writhing, his legs thrashing wildly. 

 

Brandon drifted into a delirium where his imagination took flight.   As he watched the alpha slave 

suffer he fancied he could see his tormentor, a muscular black biker, shirtless in leather pants 

and boots, wielding a bull-whip, slashing it across his slaveôs back.   The captor looked like Zack 

é it was Zack! é torturing himself, watching himself in the mirror get thrashed.   

 

Lost in his world of implausible fantasy Brandon was hardly aware that he was pumping his own 

cock hard until he heard himself scream and saw a ribbon of cum spurt out before him and 

splash on the floor. 

 

Zack too was lost in his fantasy, hearing the scream that seemed to come from the tortured 

slave before him.   His body shuddered and he yelled, ñI canôt take any moreé. I submit é I 

canôt take the whip é youôre my master é fuck my ass é. Iôm begging you, sir é my ass is 

yours.ò   His muscles collapsed, his feet crashed to the ground and his body went limp, his head 

hanging down in surrender. 

 

Brandon stared in disbelief at the broken slave, shackled naked except for the torn shirt hanging 

round his waist, sweat pouring down his magnificent black body sagging in humiliating defeat. . 

 

And then Brandon saw something else ï something that almost made his heart leap from his 

chest.   He wheeled himself to the table where it was lying and picked it up.   It was a long, rigid 

black dildo, solid rubber, ridged along its length, a handle at the end so it looked like a sword.   

Brandon gripped the handle and realized the business end of the rod was already greased up. 

 

His courage almost failed him until he heard the slave murmuring in a trance, ñFuck me é fuck 

me é. fuck my ass.ò     The boy stared at the black ass, the fragments of torn shirt hanging over 

it, and tried to stop his hands from trembling as he pressed the tip of the dildo between the 

cheeks.  ñFuck me, man,ò he heard again é and so he did.   Slowly he pushed the thick rod into 

the man, inch by inch, amazed that the whole length was disappearing into the black ass. 

 

It finally came to a stop with only the handle left poking out like some massive butt plug.  

Brandon looked into the mirror and saw the prisonerôs eyes open wide and his face contort in a 

scream.    ñAaagh é. my ass é. the pain in my ass.   Fuck é. fuck é. fuck me.ò 
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Brandon was acting now on pure adrenaline and the agonized sound of Zackôs voice.   He 

pulled the dildo slowly back, then pushed it in again, harder é harder each time as he watched 

Zack stare at himself, tears streaming down his agonized face.   ñNO! é youôre ripping me 

open, I canôt take it, man.   My ass is on fire.ò     

 

Brandon shoved the dildo in deep, then wheeled himself back to his dark corner and watched 

the muscular black slave in the final stages of his torture.    

 

The slaveôs body was writhing desperately, his handsome face twisted in pain.   He heaved 

himself up in a futile attempt to pull off the black rod sticking out of his ass.   Gripping the ropes 

he held himself up off the ground, muscles cracking in his shoulders and arms, until even his 

strength collapsed and his feet hit the ground, his legs buckled and he hung from the ropes, his 

body shuddering, the rod deep in his ass. 

 

Sweat poured down his face and body and pooled on the floor as he stared desperately at the 

man in the mirror.  ñYou win, man.   I canôt take that rod é I gotta cum.   Help me cum, man, Iôm 

beaten, I gotta cum.ò   Then in the last depths of degradation he begged, ñTell your boy to suck 

my dick, sir.   Tell your boy to suck your slaveôs cock and make him cum.ò 

 

In a trance now, Brandon rolled across the room and sat before the bound muscle-slave, his 

massive cock pointing straight at his face.  He opened his mouth, leaned forward and took the 

whole length of the black club in his mouth.   He clenched his throat muscles round it and pulled 

back, then thrust forward again. 

 

Zackôs screams echoed round the room, his cock in fire, and he clenched his ass muscles round 

the huge rod plugging his gut.   Brandon worked him to a pitch of frustration, bringing him to the 

edge of orgasm time and again before backing away.   The black bodybuilder was begging the 

man in the mirror.   ñPlease, man, tell him to make me cum.  Tell, him.ò    He sobbed, then 

appealed directly to the boy in a final act of total humiliation.   He looked down at him and said, 

ñPlease, boy, let me shoot my load é. Iôm begging you, sir é. let me cumééò 

 

Brandon knew it was time.   He squeezed his throat muscles round the cock, released, then 

squeezed again.   He was milking the cock, felt it pulse in his mouth, felt it shudder, swell up é. 

and ñaaagh!!ò é. The broken bodybuilder howled as his cock exploded in the boyôs mouth, an 

act of final surrender to the man in the mirror and to his boy. 

 

Brandon swallowed hard and when the cock at last ran dry he released it and wheeled himself 

back to watch.   Zack pulled his hands free of the leather restraints, staggered toward the mirror 

and pressed himself against the glass, hands clawing upward as he frantically kissed his 

reflected mouth.   He was making love to the man who had broken him, and to the man he had 

watched suffer like a chained and tortured slave.  He was making love to himself. 

 

Brandon sat hypnotized by the homoerotic display, then moved forward and grabbed the handle 

of the rod sticking out of his ass.    He paused, then suddenly pulled it out in one rapid move.   
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Zack screamed in pain, his legs buckled and he and the man in the mirror slumped together 

onto their knees, sobbing against each otherôs face. 

 

Zack pulled away at last and pivoted round on his knees to face Brandon.   He leaned back, 

elbows braced on the floor, exposing his bare chest to the boy and staring up at him for the first 

time.   Brandon grabbed his own cock, stroked it a few times and watched a plume of white juice 

gush from it onto the naked leathermanôs face, the slabs of his chest, his ribbed abs and down 

onto the remaining shreds of his wet shirt clinging to his tight waist. 

 

The boy gazed at the sweat-soaked, tear-stained, cum-drenched leather-god, knowing that he 

had never seen a master, so strong and proud, reduced to such an abject image of defeat and 

naked degradation. 

 

Zack pulled himself back onto his knees facing the mirror.  Gazing into his own eyes he reached 

back round his neck and unbuckled his collar.  He held it to his mouth, licked the semen and 

sweat off the studded leatheré and kissed the collar.    Then, holding it loosely by his side he 

smiled at the man in the mirror and said, ñThank you, sir.ò 

 

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

 

In a state of stunned disbelief Brandon felt strong arms pull him up and lay him on the bed, and 

felt his boots and pants being pulled off.   Then Zack lay beside him and folded him in his arms.   

Zack was still stinking of sweat and semen and Brandon wouldnôt have wanted it any other way. 

 

His mind was still reeling from Zackôs extraordinary display, something so private rising up from 

the secret depths of his male sexuality.   The leather master had reduced himself (and the 

bound slave in the mirror) to the most degrading depths a man could sink to, and yet he 

remained more of a rugged master than ever. 

 

Zack had released his demons, daring to display the opposite face of the alpha male, the part of 

him that secretly wanted to be dominated, beaten and humiliated.   And who better to do that 

with than the man in the mirror.    

 

Brandon snuggled against his hard body, proud to be the only one ever to be allowed to witness 

Zackôs secret passion é and even to have played a part.   Zack murmured, ñYou OK, kid?  I 

promised Pete Iôd keep you safe.ò 

 

ñI feel incredible, sir.  Safe as houses, as Darius promised.ò    The mention of Darius roused a 

daring thought in Brandon and he screwed up his courage.   ñSir, is it alright if I make a 

suggestion?ò 

 

ñA suggestion?   Well sure kid, fire away.ò 
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ñSir, I é. I think you should let Darius see what I saw today.ò  There was a surprised silence 

from Zack, so Brandon ploughed on.  ñI mean, heôs your boy, sir, and heôs more into fantasy 

than anyone I know.   If he doesnôt see what he wants he makes it up ï exaggerations 

accepted, as he always says.   

 

ñSir, Iôve seen the way he looks at you.   He worships you, sir, youôre his hero.  To Darius, you 

walk on water.    I know it would be the most exciting thing in his life to watch what you allowed 

me to watch.    óCourse, heôd probably want to film it, but that would be up to you.   Oh, sorry, 

sir, everythingôs up to you of course.   Sorry if I spoke out of turn, sir.ò 

 

Zack pulled back and gazed into his eyes.   ñYou know Brandon, you are one hell of a boy.  

Thanks for suggesting that.  Iôll probably do just as you say.  How come youôre so damn smart?ò 

 

ñWell, I was thinking, sir.  That secret part of your life you showed me today é. well, in a funny 

way itôs not so different from my life.   I lived alone all the time and had secret fantasies that I 

couldnôt share with anyone ï ócos there was no one else there.   And I couldnôt do anything like 

what you did.   I mean, watching a boy in a wheelchair jerk off into a mirror ainôt too big of a turn-

on.   So I watched porn videos ï lots and lots of them.   But thereôs nothing like sharing that, like 

I do now with my buddies like Eddie and Ben.  Thatôs what gave me the idea of Darius, sir.ò 

 

Zack smiled warmly at him.   ñSo if youôre so goddam smart, observing everyone in the house, 

what other secrets you think are brewing?ò 

 

ñOh, lots, sir, but because theyôre secrets I canôt spill the beans.   Except maybe for the twins.   

Have you noticed how they look at Bob these days, ever since he let that sexy stubble grow on 

his chin?   No-one knows what kind of sex they have with Bob, but Iôve seen a change in them 

lately.   They dress differently ï not so buttoned-up tighty-whitey.  Their clothes are even a bit 

ragged sometimes and they both stare a lot at Randy when he comes off the construction site 

all sweaty, ripped clothes, covered in dirt. 

 

ñTheyôd love to see what I saw today, sir ï maybe even get into similar stuff with Bob, I dunno.   

Course,ò Brandon chuckled, ñthey wouldnôt need a mirror ï theyôre already the perfect reflection 

of each other.ò 

 

ñYouôve got it all worked out, havenôt you kid, and you may be right.  But now you mention 

Randy, thereôs something Iôve noticed too.   Of course heôs the ultimate top man, the gypsy 

boss, but there are times when heôs taken a beating, been tied up, made to grovel to the guy 

who broke him.   But after heôs been humiliated like that, his first instinct is always to reassert 

his masculinity.  He wants to prove heôs still the boss and he does that by fucking ass é. 

usually Bob or Pablo. 

 

ñWell Randy and I are very alike ï brothers under the skin ï and when Iôve been beaten up I 

wanté. 
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ñé. to do the same, sir?  Prove youôre still the top guy?   You want to fuck ass?ò 

 

ñHell yeah,ò Zack grinned.   ñI wanna find a boy I can take to bed, forget all the rough stuff, make 

love to him and fuck his ass.   But heôs gotta look at me like Iôm the top-man he has to obey at 

all times.  The boy has to submit completely.  He has to service me without question ï suck my 

dick, get fucked in the ass by my big black club as often as I want ï all night if necessary.ò 

 

Brandonôs eyes shone.    ñLook no further, sir.   Youôve found your boy.ò 

 

ñThatôs what I was hoping,ò Zack grinned.   ñóCourse, heôd have to start right away.ò 

 

Brandon rolled over.   ñNo problem there, sir.   No problem at all.ò 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 262  –  “Bob – The New Construction Worker” 

 
Zack and Brandon were a groggy pair as they rode up to a nearby coffee shop next morning 

and replenished their stamina with a hearty breakfast and pots of coffee.    

 

Having shared Zackôs deepest secrets in the most uninhibited way there was a new intimacy 

between them.   They didnôt talk about the events of the night before, but each of them knew é 

and knew that the other knew é that the bond between them was unique é still master and 

boy, for sure, but something private, separate from the usual camaraderie of the tribe.  

 

It was also separate from the still solid master/boy relationship between Pete and Brandon.  

Over breakfast Brandon went on and on about Pete, the things they did together, the future bike 

runs they would take together now he had his new motorcycle.  Watching Brandonôs boyish 

enthusiasm, his sparkling eyes, Zack understood just how much the kid loved the handsome 

Ranger.   Pete was a lucky man. 

 

Zack felt confident that he had done what Pete had asked him to do ï to expose his boy to new 

environments and experiences, to broaden his horizons.   The sex they had shared was part of 

that, something condoned by Pete from the start. 

 

The ride back up the coast was even more fun than the way down, given the closeness they felt.   

And Zack was right about Pete who was at the gate to welcome them home.  The boys, of 

course, mobbed Brandon and although Darius, as always, prodded him to ñspill the beans, 

dude, all of them,ò the boy kept Zackôs secret to himself as the leatherman knew he would. 

 

Pete smiled at Brandonôs center-stage exuberance and turned to shake Zackôs hand.   ñMan I 

gotta thank you big time.  The kidôs obviously had a terrific time and ï look at him ï thereôs a 

whole new spirit to him ï heôs glowing.  I donôt know what you did down there and I suspect Iôll 
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never know all of it.   I donôt even want to know and I wonôt ask Brandon.   Itôs between you and 

him ï and Darius, of course.   I assume you tell him everything.ò 

 

Actually Zack didnôt, and Peteôs casual remark made him wince.   In the motel, after Zack had 

treated Brandon to that homoerotic display of his secret sexual yearnings, Brandon had shyly 

urged him to share it all with Darius too.   And now, as the chatter died, Zack looked over at 

Brandon and winked.  Then he grabbed Dariusôs arm and said, ñCome with me, boy.   I got a 

story to tell you.ò 

 

As they left Pete said, ñIf you boys can see your way to releasing Brandon, I gotta get 

reacquainted with my boy.ò    

 

ñSo thatôs what theyôre calling it these days,ò giggled Eddie, then realized he had gone too far 

with the Ranger.  His eyes opened wide and he said, ñSorry, sir.  Iôll zip it.ò   He drew closed 

fingertips across tight lips, turning them at the end like a key.ò   As Pete stifled a grin, Brandon 

revved up his bikeôs engine and drove slowly up the hill with Pete jogging beside him. 

 

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

 

Another man who had been watching the festivities closely was Bob ï specifically his twins, 

Kyle and Kevin, who had not been as boisterous as the other boys.  They hung back on the 

sidelines, glancing at each other, then staring at Zack and Brandon in their leather pants and 

vests.  It even occurred to Bob that they had dressed for the occasion, wearing old sleeveless 

shirts he had never seen before instead of their usual pristine white T-shirts or Polo shirts. 

 

ñThose bikers look great donôt they?ò Bob said to them, reading their thoughts.  But he sensed a 

restlessness in them, almost a longing.   Later he broached the subject with Randy when he 

came home from the building site and they were sitting in their apartment with pre-dinner drinks 

ï Bob sipping wine, Randy gulping back beer.   Bob was still in his smart business clothes, 

though he had removed his jacket.  Randy of course was in his usual grimy work clothes.  

 

Bob described the expression in the twinsô eyes, a look he had noticed several times lately.  

ñAny thoughts, Randy?ò 

 

After another gulp of beer the gypsy wiped the back of his hand across his mouth and said 

gruffly, ñItôs obvious what they want if theyôre looking at Zack and the boy like that.   You gotta 

dirty them up a bit, man.ò 

 

ñDirty them up?ò 

 

ñYeah, look at my boy Pablo ï never so happy as when heôs in those greasy dungarees of his, 

face smeared with oil.  Even happier when I call him into the trailer, pull down his pants, spread 

him face down over the drawing board and fuck his ass.ò 
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A bit shocked at the comparison Bob said, ñBut my twins are not like that.ò 

 

ñNo, thatôs my point.   Trouble is they take their cue from you in your fancy business suits, 

button-down white shirts and ties.ò 

 

Iôm an executive,ò Bob protested.   ñI gotta keep up appearances.ò 

 

ñAnd I donôt?!ò  Rand spread his arms out displaying his oil-stained tank top and filthy cargo 

pants.   ñMy men respect me like this.  Only difference between you and me is that keeping up 

appearances for you means changing your shirt twice a day.   Me, I wear my fucking shirt for 

two fucking weeks.ò 

 

ñYeah, and when you come home from work you stink of sweat, like you do now.ò 

 

ñNever heard you complain, asshole.ò   He got up and wrapped his arm round Bobôs head, 

pressing his stinking arm-pit into his face, making him choke on the rancid taste and smell of the 

wiry wet hair.   Bob pushed Randy away and said, ñDonôt, man, youôll muss up my shirt.  Iôm not 

in the mood ï got things on my mind.ò  He immediately knew he had said the wrong thing ï heôd 

said no to sex.   No one ever did that to Randy ï like a red rag to a raging bull. 

 

Randy towered over him and roared, ñNot in the mood?   Not in the fucking mood?   Who the 

fuck you think youôre talking to man?ò   He grabbed the back of Bobôs neck, pulled him out of his 

chair and forced him to the ground in front of the mirror.   ñOn your knees mother fucker.ò    Bob 

knew it was hopeless to resist.   And anyway, as he saw Randyôs blazing eyes in the mirror, saw 

him rip open his pants and pull out his beer-can cock, resistance was the last thing on his mind.   

 

Randy knelt behind him, roughly yanked Bobôs pants and shorts down below his ass and spat 

on his cock.   Randy didnôt do foreplay.  He pushed his rod between Bobôs cheeks and drove it 

savagely down his chute, deep in his ass.   Ignoring his howls he pushed Bobôs shirt up over his 

back.   ñIôll muss up your fucking shirt alright é mess up your ass too.ò 

 

From behind Randy planted his hands on Bobôs shoulders, feet on the floor so his body arched 

over him, the only other point of contact his massive piston pounding his ass.  

 

ñKeeping up appearances, eh?   Well appearances can be deceptive, asshole. Look at the 

business executive now, getting his ass ploughed by the gypsy construction boss.  Not in the 

mood eh?   Things on your mind?   Well now you got a thing in your ass too ï my dick ï so 

whatôs the smart-ass executive in the mood for now, eh?  

 

ñI want your dick in my ass.  Fuck me, sir.  Fuck my ass.  Iôm sorry for what I said.   Punish my 

ass.ò   Randy took him at his word and jackhammered his butt with one of his legendary fucks.    

Sometimes Randy would ease up and fuck gently.   Not this time.   This time the caveman had 

crawled out of his lair. 
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He was, in fact, punishing Bob.   Randy was not used to guys rejecting him ï never happened ï 

but when Bob, of all people, did it with his ñnot in the moodò it struck at the heart of Randyôs 

insecurity and fear of losing Bob.   It was just a casual phrase but it triggered Randyôs instincts 

of self-preservation and he fought back like the street fighter he was. 

 

Relentlessly pile-driving Bobôs ass Randy growled, ñFeel that, big guy?  Thatôs what you get 

when you say no to me.   Your ass is mine, and I take it whenever I damn well want, is that 

clear?ò 

   

ñYes, sir,ò the muscular businessman groaned on his hands and knees.  The fuck was not only 

savage, it seemed endless and Bob knew he was reaching his limit.   ñAaagh é. Youôre killing 

my ass, man.   I canôt take any more.   Youôre ripping me open.    Please cum in my ass.   

Please, sir,ò he yelled. 

 

ñYou begging me, Superman?   You want my jizz in your butt?   You gonna keep it there all 

night, lubed up for when I fuck it again?ò 

 

ñYes, sir!ò   Bob looked up into the mirror and saw the laser blue eyes staring back at him from 

the dark gypsy face.    The image of the wild savage fucking his ass drove him over the edge 

and é ñAaaghò.   Bobôs cock shuddered and exploded onto the floor beneath him as Randy 

speared his ass one last time and poured sperm deep in his gut.  

 

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

 

Bob was dazed, his head slumped down, staring at the pool of semen beneath him.   He felt a 

stab of pain as the huge cock was yanked out of his butt.   He looked up and saw Randy get to 

his feet, pull his shirt off and use it to wipe the sweat off his face and body and the cum dripping 

from his cock.  He threw the stinking wet tank on the floor, grabbed his beer and sprawled in his 

chair.  ñOK,ò he said matter-of-factly, ñnow about those boys of yours.ò 

 

It was stunning ï the man was back to business as if he had just paused to scratch his ass.   

ñThatôs it?ò Bob said.   ñSlam bam thank you man, ónow about those boys of yoursô?  Youôre just 

a damn fuck machine, you know that?ò 

  

ñListen, asshole,ò Randy said, pointing his bottle at him for emphasis, ñyou push me away with 

your fucking ónot in the moodô bullshit and thatôs what you get.    See, Iôm the boss around here, 

get it?  I donôt wanna have to remind you again.ò 

 

ñI wish you would,ò Bob grinned. 

 

Randyôs face broke into a smile.   ñAsshole.   Now for Godôs sake get up, take off that poncy suit 

and letôs get back to business.ò   Bob stripped down to his boxer shorts, sat down and poured 

himself another glass of wine.    
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ñSee,ò Randy said, ñI know just what those boys need from you and Iôll help you give it to them.   

OK é you remember that time when you climbed on your soapbox and fed me some bullshit 

about teambuilding in the Company, how we should all get to know each otherôs jobs better?   

Some crap about doing each otherôs job for a day to get a ófeelô for it.ò 

 

ñIt wasnôt bullshit,ò Bob retorted.   ñItôs basic ñStaff Management 101.ò 

 

ñWhatever.ò Randy flipped his hand and dismissed the idea like swatting away a fly. ñLike I said, 

executive bullshit.   But it did give me an idea.ò 

 

Bob narrowed his eyes.   ñDoes this mean youôre gonna come work in the office for a day?ò 

 

ñYeah right,ò said Randy scornfully, ñlike Iôm gonna climb into a poncing suit and tie and punch a 

keyboard in your office all day?    Listen, buddy, I built that office for you guys and thatôs as far 

as I go.   No, I was thinking more about you.   You donôt know shit about what really goes on at 

the constructions site.   About time you found out é get your hands dirty for a change.      

 

ñYou mean work on your crew for a day, with you as the boss?ò 

 

Randy grinned, ñThe hot executive becomes a construction worker?   Gotta admit, it has a kind 

of ring to it.   Shit, in the lunch break I might even call you into the trailer office like I do Pablo 

and é well, I told you what happens to him.   Donôt pretend youôre not tempted, man.ò 

 

Bob frowned, ñTempted or not, what in Godôs name does this have to do with the twins?ò 

 

ñPlenty.  But donôt sweat it, man, thatôll all happen naturally.   Trust me, buddy, those kids 

already worship the ground you walk on.  Soon theyôll be kissing it.ò  His blue eyes smiled 

seductively.  ñYou do trust me, buddy, donôt you?ò 

 

Bob stared at him, shook his head and murmured, ñSon of a bitch.ò    Dammit, he was tempted, 

and besides, no one ever says no to Randy.   He had tried that just now and look how that 

turned out. 

 

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

 

Word of the experiment percolated out to the tribe pretty fast, especially when Darius heard of it.   

He fingered his camera, intent on taking it to work and recording the scene for óprosperityô as he 

would say.   The idea was pitched as an experiment that, if successful, would be extended to 

some of the others.   That was greeted with much enthusiasm, especially by the three amigos, 

Eddie, Ben and Brandon whose imaginations kicked into overdrive.   

 

ñWow,ò said Eddie, ñIôll switch with you, Ben, and work a day as a mechanic.   Then when I 

come home Iôll have to get my ass ploughed by your fireman Jason.    
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ñCool,ò said Ben, ñand after doing your job cleaning house all day Iôd have to spend the night 

with Hassan.  I could go for mixing it up with that stud Marine.ò 

 

ñYeah, but think about this, dudes,ò Brandon said.   ñWhich of you wants to spend the day in a 

wheelchair working in the office with Jamie and Bob, then going home and giving your ass to 

Ranger Pete?ò 

 

Two eager hands shot in the air. 

 

Randy took the idea more seriously in a short meeting with Zack, Darius, Pablo and Ben, the 

four guys who worked with him on the building site.   ñNow I want you to treat it like any other 

day,ò Randy said.    

 

ñI know Bobôs a director of the Company and all, and heôs é well, heôs Bob é but this kind of 

stuff was suggested by him in the first place ï some kind of Management 101 bullsh é.ò He 

checked himself as Zack glared a warning at him.   ñ é.. management bulleting that heôs 

studied.   Anyway, youôre to treat him like any other crew member so he can really get a feel for 

what you all do.   I think Iôll assign him first to the mechanics pool.   Pablo, Ben, whatôll you be 

working on tomorrow?ò 

 

ñThat truck thatôs out of commission ócos itôs leaking oil all over the place,ò Pablo said. 

 

ñLeaking oil,ò Randy mused.  ñGood, yeah, leaking oilôs good.ò    Zack caught the glint in his eye. 

 

The next morning Randy was to drive Bob to the site in his truck.   He nixed Bobôs Mercedes as 

creating the wrong impression if it purred up to the site.   ñYouôre one of the guys, buddy, not the 

hotshot executive in a top-of-the-line Merc.  And while weôre at it those jeans have to go.   Shit, 

theyôre brand new and theyôve got a fucking crease pressed down the front.  Here, try these.   

Theyôre something I wear for best.ò 

 

ñFor best?!ò Bob winced as Randy threw him a pair of old cargo pants, maybe not quite as bad 

as the ones Randy was wearing, but still, stained with dirt and what Bob felt sure were cum 

stains ï a result, no doubt, of Randyôs lunchtime trailer sessions with Pablo.   He changed into 

the pants and Randy stroked his chin as he surveyed his new employee.    

 

In addition to the pants and boots, Bob was wearing a white tank top under a sleeveless denim 

shirt open over his chest.   With the five-day growth of stubble on his chin, his tousled dark hair, 

not to mention his square-jawed Superman features and smoking hot physique, he looked 

spectacular and Randy had trouble hiding the huge boner in his pants.  Wouldnôt do to let on to 

a new employee that the boss was so turned on the first thing he wanted to do was fuck him.  

 

ñYeah,ò Randy faked nonchalance, ñnot bad.   The tankôs too clean, so are you, but weôll soon 

take care of that.ò 
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Not much liking the sound of that Bob followed Randy out to his truck. 

 

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

 

Bobôs arrival on the site was greeted with some surprise by the crew.  They had often seen him 

there as a Company Director, the man who issued their pay-checks, but they were used to him 

in a suit ï they had never seen him like this before.  But they took it in stride and correctly 

assumed that it was just what it looked like, one of the bosses getting a hands-on feel for the 

work they did.  A few were nervous he had come to do some kind of management study on 

them, but they got over that as soon as the easy-going Bob settled in and became one of them. 

 

As promised, Bobôs first assignment was to the motor pool.   Randy went with hm to check out 

the problem truck and said to Pablo, ñKid, I need this truck back on line pronto ï we got a lotta 

stuff to haul.   So fix the damn oil leak.   Bob here can give you a hand.ò   As he turned to go he 

winked at Pablo, unseen by the others. 

 

Pablo and Ben opened the hood and bent their heads over the engine.   ñI think the problemôs 

that valve down there,ò said Pabloôs muffled voice.   He pulled back and said to Bob, ñSir, would 

you slide under the truck and tell me if the leak gets better or worse when I adjust this valve?ò   

It seemed odd calling Bob sir when Pablo was ostensibly his temporary boss, but Bob would 

always be sir to him. 

 

Bob, being probably the most secure man in the tribe, seemed to have no problem with any of it.   

He lay on his back, slid under the truck and right away saw the oil dripping on the ground.   He 

wriggled under it to get a close-up view and immediately saw a worn seal.  But just at that 

moment the drip got worse.   ñWorse,ò Bob yelled up to Pablo.  The drip became a stream.  

ñMuch worse,ò he yelled.  ñOther way ï other way!ò    

 

The leak diminished to almost nothing and Bob pulled out and jumped to his feet.   Pablo and 

Ben gaze at him, his face shoulders and arms streaked with oil, not to mention his clothes.   ñIt 

wasnôt the valve,ò Bob said, ñthereôs a leaky seal.   But you knew that already, didnôt you?ò   Bob 

fixed him with a steely look that made Pablo wither. 

 

ñAh, never mind.  You two were only carrying out orders I guess,ò flashing a glare at Randy in 

the distance, recalling his words ódirty them upô.    ñShit this oilôs everywhere.ò   He pulled off the 

denim shirt and used it to wipe the oil off his white tank, succeeding only in spreading it and 

rubbing it in deeper.   The two boys gazed at Bob open mouthed.   They had never seen him 

like this.   He looked like a real mechanic, with oil on his face, neck and arms, and spread over 

his formerly white tank. 

 

Bob didnôt care what he looked like.   He felt irritation rising up in a slow burn.   ñSo why are you 

just standing there?  You want me to get under there again and fix the seal?ò 
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ñNo, sir, of course not sir,ò said a chastened Ben.   ñIôll do it.ò   As he went to work on it Randy 

came over and Pablo said, ñWe found the problem, sir ï at least Bob found it ï broken seal.ò 

 

ñGood job, said Randy.  ñThatôs all I wanted.ò 

 

ñAre you sure thatôs all you wanted?ò Bob said, fixing Randy with a look that Randy recognized 

and always flinched from.   But he recovered himself and said.   ñMaybe you should take a look 

at what Zack and Darius are working on ï that old shed theyôre tearing down.ò 

 

ñWhatever you say, man.   Youôre the boss,ò Bob said, not meaning a word of it.  With another 

withering look at Randy he turned and strode over to the other side of the site where Zack and 

Darius were in a partially dismantled shed, reaching up to the old metal roof and tugging on it.   

ñRandy said you guys could use a hand,ò Bob said. 

 

ñSure thing,ò Zack smiled, ñItôs coming loose and a bit more muscle should do the trick.   And 

you sure got the muscle, buddy.ò     Bob joined them, tugging at the corrugated iron panels 

above them.   It took a while and a lot of muscle, but the roof finally gave up the fight and caved 

in, showering the three of them with dust and debris that had gathered on the roof over time.  

They stepped back coughing and wiping dust from their eyes.      

 

ñShit damn,ò said Zack brushing down his bare chest while Bob shook the dirt from his tangled 

hair, ñthat was one messy job.ò     Bob grinned, ñYou can say that again,ò looking down at the 

dirt clinging to his greasy tank and arms.   ñAny more jobs like that?ò 

 

ñUnfortunately yes,ò Zack said.   ñYou chose the right day to come, buddy ï or wrong day, 

perhaps I should say.    Itôs teardown day é. see, all that lot has to go.   Stick with us, Bob, and 

weôll show you how the other half lives.ò 

 

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

 

And so the morning went on, with Bob working amiably with Zack and Darius on one mucky job 

after another.   He didnôt complain, even when he had to crawl through a pipe and clear it of 

rubble.   When he emerged, his tank top was a mess, ripped in several places.  The midday sun 

beat down on them and sweat was pouring down their dirt-covered bodies by the time the 

whistle went for the lunch break.    

 

Zack and Darius grabbed bottles of water and Zack threw one to Bob.   Thankfully Bob pulled 

off the top and went to sip it, but Zack shook his head and laughed.  He and Darius raised their 

bottles up high and poured the contents over their heads.    

 

Bob watched the water stream over their faces and shirtless bodies and it looked so cooling (not 

to mention seriously sexy) that he did the same.  He felt the soothing effect of cold water 

soaking his hair, pouring over his face, his stubbled chin and drenching the ragged tank 
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stretched over his chest.   Any glimpse of white was long since obliterated by oil and grease, 

and the water left it streaked a dirty gray and stinking of sweat. 

 

Darius grabbed his camera and focused it on Bob.   ñSir, I gotta get a shot of that.   You look 

totally amazing.ò   Zack grinned, ñYup, one of the guys alright, except hotter than any of them 

with dirt running over those shoulders and biceps.ò  He chuckled.   ñMan, I could sure make a 

meal of that in my lunch break.ò 

 

At that moment another man was having exactly the same thoughts.  Randy was staring 

through the window of his trailer office at Bob in the distance, so turned on that he instinctively 

pulled his dick out of his pants and stroked it slowly, careful not to bust a load just gazing at his 

lover ï the preppy, buttoned down executive with his chiseled Superman looks now transformed 

into a grimy construction worker.   ñFucking pornographic,ò Randy moaned.  

 

His animal instinct reared up, overcoming any sense of restraint or finesse.  Those words meant 

nothing to him ï but he did know what he wanted.    He yanked open the door and yelled, ñHey, 

Bob, get your ass in here.ò   Bob, Zack and Darius exchanged looks and Darius grinned, ñThatôs 

the boss ordering lunch, sir.  I guess that lets Pabloôs ass off the hook for once.   Good luck, sir.ò 

 

ñSee you later guys,ò Bob smiled and walked over to the trailer.  Inside he found Randy 

sprawled in a chair, sipping a beer and looking pleased with himself, his hand resting on the 

bulge in his pants.    

 

Randy always had a touch of arrogance and the only insecurity he ever felt was being outshone 

by Bobôs stunning looks, his business success and his breeding.  But here, on the construction 

site, was where Randy ruled.  It was his world, and his ego soared as lord of his domain, the 

undisputed boss.  He owned the men on his crew including, for today, Bob, it seemed. 

 

ñMan,ò Randy said, stroking his bulge, ñyou look so fucking hot like that.   I knew you would once 

we dirtied you up.   Now youôre just one of the grunts, and I usually break the new ones in ï one 

way or another.   And thereôs only one way with a stud like you.ò    He stood up and ran his 

hands over the filthy tank clinging to Bobôs chest.    ñOh yeah, perfect é you really get my 

hormones racing é and I told you how I spend my lunch break.   But this time thereôs no Pablo 

ï only you, big guy.ò 

 

Facing Randy, his resentment mounting, Bob caught sight of himself in the wall-mounted mirror.  

He was amazed at his reflection ï a rugged construction worker, just like Randy ï just as dirty, 

just as muscular ï and just as tough.     Randy was ripping open his own pants and pulling out 

his massive cock.   ñSee this here?   This is what I use to break in new recruits.   You know what 

to do, studé. bend over the table and spread óem.ò   

 

He grabbed the back of Bobôs neck,shoved him face down on the drafting table and kicked his 

legs apart.   Bob spread his arms, held onto the edges of the table and braced himself.   It was 
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business as usual ï Randy, the rugged alpha male, the macho gypsy on top of his game, 

dominating the clean-cut, compliant Bob like he owned his ass.  

 

But this time, as Bob looked in the mirror and saw Randy spit on his cock preparing to penetrate 

him, there was something wrong with this picture.   It wasnôt Bob, the near naked businessman 

waiting to get his clean white boxers ripped off and his ass ploughed.   This was a hot, muscular 

construction worker, tough, dirty, sweaty, a match for any arrogant muscle-hunk laborer ï 

including Randy. 

 

Adrenaline raced through him and he twisted round, grabbed Randyôs neck and shoved him 

across the room and against the wall.     ñWhat the fuck?ò Randy sputtered, the wind knocked 

out of him.   Bobôs stubbled jaw clenched as he stared at the startled blue eyes.   ñSo that was 

your plan, eh, stud?   Get your guys to ódirty me upô as you call it so you can get your rocks off 

by ramming the almighty club in my ass and show me whoôs boss.   Man you sure know how to 

humiliate a guy.ò 

 

He let go of Randyôs neck, took a few steps back, held his arms out to the side and snarled, 

ñLook at me, man é look at this é this is what you created, óbossmanô.    But maybe you 

overplayed your hand, ócos what you created ainôt some patsy whoôs just gonna follow orders, 

bend over and take it up the butt.   Look at this, asshole.ò 

 

Bob raised his arms and flexed in a couple of bodybuilder poses, his oil-streaked muscles 

rippling under his sweaty, ripped tank, his chiseled features, dark disheveled hair ï an 

impossibly homoerotic icon of a stud construction worker ripped from a porn magazine.   

Randyôs breath became ragged as he stared wide-eyed at a Bob he had never seen before. 

 

Bob grabbed Randyôs pulsing dick and grinned mockingly.   ñYeah, turn you on big time, eh, 

boss?    This manôs youôre equal, big guy, and you want him bad.   See those two construction 

guys in the mirror.   One of them is going down é and it sure as hell ainôt gonna be me.ò 

 

Still clenching Randyôs pulsing club he dragged him across the room by his cock.  ñFor once in 

your life, bossman, youôre gonna be the one spread over the table é. and I wonôt even have to 

force you.   Look at me, man ï look at my eyes.ò    

 

Randy had no choice but to obey.   He had been totally blown away by the spectacle of this 

incredible man asserting his masculinity and he now withered under the blazing eyes.   It was 

not a question of physical strength now ï though it would have been a doozy of a fight.   All 

Randyôs swaggering arrogance had been knocked out of him é he was no longer the boss.   He 

had met his match in this new guy on the crew and he knew it. 

 

He bent over the table as Bob had done, gripping the edges, spreading his legs.   He felt his 

pants being tugged down below his ass and turned his head to look in the mirror.    He moaned 

as he saw the dark-haired, muscular workman pull out his cock, spit on it as Randy had just 

done and loom over him.    
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No foreplay, no finesse, just ñAaaagh!ò   Randy screamed as the manôs cock speared his ass, 

pulled back and drove in again é and again.    In a haze of pain and ecstasy Randy knew he 

was getting the brutal treatment he had dished out so often, getting it from a man who looked 

just like him ï a rugged construction boss in cargo pants and a filthy, torn tank.    

 

Bob had never fucked him like this.  He had been rough before but never this relentless, pile-

driving the gypsyôs ass, sending flashes of pain though his body as he braced against the 

merciless cock.    The agonizing drilling of his ass seemed to last an eternity, the howls of 

triumph from above him, the sweat dripping onto his back.   It would have been unbearable but 

for the sight of the spectacular man in the mirror, muscles rippling as his oily body slammed 

down on him. 

 

Determined not to give up Randy flexed against the brutal onslaught on his ass.   But even he 

had his limits and he was about to beg when he felt an arm curve round his neck and he was 

pulled to his feet at an angle to the mirror so he could see Bob pounding his ass from behind.    

He felt his legs go weak, they buckled, and he and Bob sank to their knees.    

 

And still the relentless fuck.   Bobôs muscular arm was still clamped round Randyôs neck, holding 

him upright on his knees to watch himself get fucked in the ass.   They stared at each other in 

the mirror, their eyes burning in the recognition of mutual power and lust.    

 

ñYouôve had enough,ò Bob said at last.   ñI wanna see the construction boss submit to his new 

crewman by pumping jizz all over himself.    So hereôs what youôre gonna do.   Youôre gonna 

grab that thick rod of yours, and when I give the order, you point it at the man in the mirror and 

shoot.ò   Randy nodded in total subservience.   ñYes, sir.ò  

 

Bob increased the intensity of his fuck to a fever pitch, Randy pounded his cock in his fist é. 

Then, ñNow!ò   The second Bob gave the word Randy felt his loverôs juice slamming into his ass 

and his own cock exploded in a shower of cum that hit the mirror and ran down the image of the 

broken construction boss.    

 

When Bob pulled out and stood up Randy fell forward exhausted onto the floor.    Bob hooked 

his boot under Randy and flipped him over on his back.   Towering over him he flicked the last 

drops of cum from his cock onto the dark, stubbled face.   Bob taunted him by throwing Randyôs 

own words back at him.    ñJust so you know, asshole, Iôm the boss around here, get it?  And I 

donôt wanna have to remind you again.ò 

 

Bob stuffed his cock back in his pants, pulled open the door and went back to business as 

casually as Randy had done earlier.   As he came out of the trailer he was zipping up his pants.  

He paused, pulled off his stinking tank and used it to wipe the sweat from his face and chest.   

He stuffed it in his back pocket and strode shirtless over to an astonished Zack and Darius.   

ñOK, guys, letôs get back to work.   Weôre damn well not gonna let a fucking shed beat usò 
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Zack grinned at him. ñHe deserved that, buddy.ò  Bob smiled, ñNo Zack, he needed it.  I know 

my man.ò   He glanced back at the trailer and saw Randyôs face at the window. 

 

Randy had watched Bob stride across the site as if nothing had happened.  As he saw Bob strip 

off his shirt, shove it in his pocket and give his orders, Randy was seeing himself, the boss.    

And this boss too, on his lunch break, had gone into the trailer, fucked a man across the desk, 

then wiped off his cock and gone back to work.  

 

With his pants still round his feet Randy stroked his cock that was already getting stiff.  His ass 

was still burning, his body still on fire as he watched Bob join his men.    

 

ñSon of a bitch,ò he grinned. 

 

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

 

Work progressed steadily after that and, when Randy finally came out of his office he paced 

around giving orders as always, though his manner was less abrasive than usual ï somewhat 

subdued, the men thought.    Zack exchanged knowing looks with Bob, while the three boys, 

Pablo, Darius and Ben found time to gossip.   It wasnôt hard to guess what had happened, 

judging by Bobôs swagger and Randyôs restrained attitude that bordered on civilized for once.    

 

ñThat was a turn-up for the books, Darius said.   ñHard to tell whoôs the boss around here 

anymore.ò 

 

ñBullshit,ò said Pablo, always loyal to his adoptive dad.   ñRandyôs the boss.   Always has been, 

always will be.ò 

 

ñPity you didnôt get it on video, Darius,ò Ben chimed in.  ñMaybe theyôll do a replay for you.ò 

 

ñNah,ò Darius said, ñthereôs no second takes on a scene like that.   But I did get Bob going into 

the trailer and coming out.   Whatôs the saying?  In like a lamb, out like a lion?ò 

 

Just then the lion growled.   ñWhatôs this guys, afternoon tea?    Does the word óworkô mean 

anything to you?   Get to it.ò   Surprised by Bobôs gruffness the boys looked questioningly at 

Zack who grinned and shrugged helplessly.   ñBetter do what the boss says, boys.ò 

 

Randy steered clear of Bob for the rest of the afternoon, though Bob often caught him gazing at 

him with love or lust in his eyes, Bob couldnôt tell.   Probably both.  But before the end of the 

shift Randy finally pulled him aside.    

 

ñJust for the record, buddy, what I did this morning ï turning you into a real live construction 

worker, with that face and body smothered in oil and dirt ï I did it for you, not just to get my 

rocks off.   Although é.ò he grinned and looked down at his bulging crotch.   ñI told you Iôd help 
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you give those twins of yours what they want.   I suggest you cut out of here and pay them a 

visit.   Here, take my truck,ò tossing the keys to him. 

 

Bob smiled, ñThanks, buddy.ò   He pulled on his tank that was almost dry by now, though still 

ragged and filthy hanging on his muscular torso.   Randy stared at him and murmured, ñOh, 

shit,ò his hand moving mechanically down to the bulge in his own pants.  As Bob turned to go 

Randy cleared his throat and said tentatively, ñEr, Bob é. any chance of you and me, like, 

getting together before dinner?ò 

 

Bob laughed.  ñWouldnôt miss it for the world, boss, you know that.ò  

 

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

 

When Bob got home the houseboys Nate and Eddie were emerging from cleaning Markôs 

apartment.  Jamie and Brandon had just closed the office for the day and were in the garden 

with Pabloôs dog Billy.   The construction site was the one place Pablo couldnôt take Billy, for 

safety reasons, and on those days the dog kept close to Brandon, instinctively protecting him. 

 

When they heard Randyôs truck pull up the boys expected Randy to make his customary 

swaggering entrance.   But this time Nate dug a distracted Eddie in the ribs and said, ñEddie, 

Eddie, check it out, dude.ò 

 

Eddie looked up and gasped, ñHoly shitballs é. fuck me with a broomé..ò 

 

All four boys gazed at the amazing sight.   Every day they had seen Bob come home from his 

corporate office, the handsome executive in his elegantly tailored suit.    But this was an instant 

hard-on ï the muscle-god construction worker in muddy boots, cargo pants and a torn, sweaty 

tank covered in dirt and grease.  His tousled dark hair hung over his face, sweat trickled down 

into the stubble of his square jaw, down his neck and the oil-streaked muscles of his arms and 

shoulders.   It was like Superman emerging from a knock-down drag-out fight. 

 

Billyôs reaction was instantaneous.   He growled threateningly and Brandon had to hold him 

back by the collar.   ñSorry, sir,ò Brandon grinned, ñbut he doesnôt recognize you.   Probably 

thinks youôre one of those construction workers whoôs been beaten up by Randy and come for 

revenge.ò 

 

ñWell,ò Bob smiled, ñactually thatôs not so far off the mark given the day Iôve had.ò 

 

All the boys had their fantasies.  That was Brandonôs, and Eddie followed up with his.  ñCanôt 

blame Billy, sir é. you look like é like a roughneck from an oil rig who hasnôt had sex in weeks 

and has come here to grab a boy and fuck him gutless for days and days.ò 
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Nate sighed and raised his eyebrows as a warning to Eddie.   He heard stuff like this all day as 

he worked with the boy and his oversexed imagination.   Bob walked toward Billy and held out 

the back of his hand.   Getting the scent Billy licked the hand, whimpered and wagged his tail. 

 

ñGood, Iôve made my peace with Billy, but Iôm sorry to disappoint you boys and your fantasies ï 

Iôm just a working guy come home to see his boys.   Where are the twins by the way?ò 

 

Jamie answered warily, ñEr, at the moment I think theyôre down in the basement, sir.ò 

 

Eddieôs eyes sparkled.   ñBut if I were you I wouldnôt go there, sir.   Bad idea.ò 

 

Bob shot him that imperious look that could freeze even Randy.   ñBut Iôm not you, am I Eddie?ò 

 

ñNo, sir.   Far from it.   OK, I know, sir ï sorry, sir, out of line.ò   Eddie pursed his lips and, in his 

trademark gesture of silence, ran his fingertips along his lips and twisted them at the corner of 

his mouth like turning a key, just as he had earlier with Pete.  It was a move that always amused 

Bob, but now he managed to keep a straight face as he said, ñYou really gotta watch that mouth 

of yours, kid.ò 

 

Eddie opened his mouth to respond but Bob raised a cautionary finger and he clamped his lips 

shut again, looking up at Bob wide-eyed.   Stifling the urge to laugh Bob said, ñOK, Iôm going 

down to see my boys.   Randy and the guys will be back from work soon so make sure 

everythingôs ready.   You know how Randy can be.ò    

 

(But not as well as I do, he grinned to himself.)  

 

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

 

The twins had been in the basement playroom for some time.   It was a magical room for them, 

with the mirrors all around them reflecting two beautiful identical twins to infinity.  But they were 

in a specific mood today, playing out a fantasy that had been building for several weeks, 

especially after seeing Randy, Zack, Mark and Pete take their boys on a motorbike run, most of 

them in leather.    

 

They always took their cue from Bob and dressed neatly in a way that showed off their tanned, 

youthful physiques to their best.   The raciest it ever got was on festive occasions where they 

served dinner wearing only their white bib overalls over their otherwise naked bodies.    

 

But they had often heard Randyôs phrase ñdirty him up a bitò, and they were ready for a bit of 

rough sex themselves.   They were embarrassed to mention it to Bob so they had taken this 

opportunity of his day-long absence on the construction site to spend a couple of hours in the 

basement, acting out their fantasies on each other.   
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They were doing their best.   Having spent much of their lives alone together they were no 

strangers to sex with each other.  They loved each other and even the mere sight of their 

brother turned them on.   As they stared at each other they had the thrill of knowing that their 

twin was seeing exactly the same thing.   So this magical room was perfect for them with their 

reflections endlessly repeated.    

 

The room was redolent of man-sex and they had the added turn-on of the pile of sex clothes 

and toys in the corner of the room ï torn shirts, ragged shorts, leather, restraints, whipsé.     

They had spent long minutes plundering the pile and had come up with black leather pants that 

fit.  They admired each other from every angle in the mirrors, kissed each other and had even 

begun their usual vanilla sex when they stopped abruptly.  That is not what they came for. 

 

So now here they were, taking faltering steps into the not-too-familiar world of bondage and 

sexual domination.   Randy had once given them lessons on ropes and knots, emphasizing 

safety above all, with his famous escape knot and the use of safe words.   

 

Kevin was the chosen victim today.  He was wearing a torn white shirt tucked into the leather 

pants.   One of the sleeves was torn off, the other hung in sheds, and the ripped shirt was open 

almost to the waist, showing his perfectly shaped pecs.   His arms were raised, tied to ropes 

that hung down from one of the ceiling beams, stretching his lithe, muscular body.    

 

They had concocted an elaborate fantasy about a prisoner of the Inquisition, a handsome young 

nobleman in tight leather pants and a white shirt undergoing interrogation, his clothes getting 

shredded as he is tortured.  His inquisitor was Kyle, who had found a leather harness in the pile 

and wore it crossed over his bare chest.    

 

However, having set up the fantasy, the boys were not sure how to play it out.   Kyle had a whip 

and attempted a snarl that wouldnôt have scared a rabbit.   He lightly whipped his brother across 

the chest threatening all kinds of horrors if the prisoner did not confess ï ñWe have ways of 

making a coward like you talk.ò 

 

Obviously he needed help punching up the script.   Currently it sounded like a send-up of a bad 

B-movie and made Kevin want to laugh more than flinch.  Kyle eventually abandoned the role of 

snarling bad guy and they took refuge in their comfort zone of affection.  Holding the whip limply 

at his side Kyle approached and pressed their bodies together.  Their lips touched and they 

began to make love.    Untilé.. 

 

ñWhat the fucké?!!ò 

 

They whirled round and gasped in disbelief.  They hardly recognized Bob under the red 

spotlights, a pornographic vision of a ruggedly handsome construction worker ï sweaty, filthy, 

with a greasy tank hanging ragged over his muscled torso. 
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Actually Bob had been standing in the shadows at the bottom of the stairs watching his boysô 

fumbling attempts at fantasy and his heart went out to them.   He caught sight of himself in a 

mirror and suddenly he knew what Randy had meant.  Randy had sensed what the twins 

wanted ï rough sex ï and he had molded Bob into the prefect icon of male domination (with 

Randy getting his own rocks off in the process.) 

 

Bob strode over to the stunned boys and growled, ñWhat the fuckôs going on here?   Were you 

two getting off on each other ï two brothers?    Thatôs fucking weird é one of you tied up and 

the other holding a whip.   What we got here, a little bondage and domination scene going on, 

eh?ò  Hey, if you want a bit of the rough you gotta know how to do it.   Look at me, assholes.   

You want it rough, you come to me.ò 

 

ñYes, sir,ò they said in unison, not sure if Bob was talking punishment or just getting into the 

scene.   The sight of him looking rougher and sexier than they had ever seen him made them 

not care what he had in mind é. they wanted it.    All of it. 

 

Bob picked up the whip Kyle had dropped and said, ñWhat is this anyway, the Inquisition?ò  And 

you, boy, are under interrogation?ò   He flicked the whip at Kevinôs chest, stinging his pecs 

exposed under the open shirt.   ñI asked you a question, boy.ò 

 

ñYes, sir é that was it, sir.   But Kyle didnôt knowé..ò    

 

ñEnough!   Godammit you guys gotta learn what torture really feels like.ò   He walked over to the 

many pieces of equipment hanging on the wall and picked out the items he needed.    First 

came the rope that he used to tie up Kyle just like his brother, his arms stretched up to another 

rafter so they faced each other a few feet apart.   

 

He picked up a set of tit clamps joined by a chain and clamped them over Kyleôs nipples.  They 

were of moderate strength, not serrated, so the pain was titillating rather than harsh.   Next he 

tied a cord tight round the base of Kyleôs scrotum making his cock get rock hard and his balls 

bulge.    He did the same things to Kevin, then picked up two ropes to complete his plan. 

 

A few minutes later he stood back to review his work and nodded with satisfaction.   ñNow thatôs 

more like it.ò  The twins were trembling with excitement so intense that it overcame their fear.   

The two ropes were stretched between them, linking them in a classic bondage scenario.  The 

upper rope stretched between the chains of the tit clamps.  The ends of the lower rope were 

attached to the cord round their balls.    

 

Bob had made the ropes just tight enough to cause discomfort rather than pain, but the result 

was that, tied by their arms, the twins arched their bodies forward to relieve the stress on each 

otherôs chest and balls.    Each gazed into the otherôs eyes enraptured by the sight of his brother 

tied to him in a stress position, so that if either moved they felt each otherôs pain equally. 
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ñNow,ò Bob said, ñletôs see if youôre up to this.ò   He had put a collar round Kyleôs neck with a 

rope attached.   Now, standing behind him, Bob gave short tugs on the rope, jerking the boy 

backward so the ropes joining them tightened and jerked their tits and balls.   Bob was a master 

at this (he had been well taught by Randy) and knew exactly how much pressure to exert to 

taunt and torment the boys.    

 

The boys were in ecstasy, watching the boy facing him get tortured in exactly the same way he 

was ï the same pain, same grimace on the same face, same body stretched and arched in the 

same way.   They turned their heads sideways and saw the pornographic scene reflected again 

and again to infinity ï two beautiful young brothers in leather pants getting tortured by a rugged 

construction worker fresh off the job site and smothered in oil and grease. 

 

Bob decided to increase the pressure.   He pulled Kyle further back and watched their faces 

contort as the discomfort turned to pain.   ñYou know I can make my prisoners do whatever I 

want, donôt you?ò 

 

ñYes sir,ò they yelled in unison.   ñOK.  See I have a hankering to force two handsome, macho 

brothers like you have sex with each other.   You think I can make you do that?ò 

 

They stayed silent, playing the game of resistance to their interrogator.   ñGood, I like defiance in 

a man,ò Bob gloated.   ñWeôll see how long it lasts.ò   He released Kyleôs neck and shoved the 

twins toward each other.  Their arms stretch up and back but the ropes were loose enough for 

their chests to slam together, the tit clamps grinding against each other, their balls pressed 

against each otherôs, making them moan with the pain.    

 

ñKiss each other,ò their captor ordered.   But they simply stared at each other in open defiance 

of the sweaty muscle-hunk looming over them.   ñRight, so I guess Iôll have to make you.ò   

 

Using the same whip Bob lashed their backs in turn, lightly at first, then with more pressure so 

the lashes stung, then hurt ï more and more.   Forced into compliance, arms still stretched 

upwards, the twin brothers now ground their mouths together, the ecstasy of tasting their 

brotherôs lips heightened by the pain in their chests and bound balls as their bodies churned 

against each other.   

 

Whipping harder Bob yelled, ñYou know you canôt hold out much longer é. the painôs too much.   

Youôve gotta submit to me.   Pull away é look into each otherôs eyes.   They pulled their heads 

back and stared into their brotherôs eyes, each boy seeing in them not only the same love and 

lust as always, but now for the first time, the same suffering, the same flinch of pain as the whip 

cracked against his brotherôs back.    

 

For each of them it was like watching himself get tortured, feeling it, loving it, loving himself, 

loving his brother ï it was all the same.  It was the most intense sensation they had ever felt and 

they fell in love with each other more deeply than ever.    
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They saw themselves reflected in each otherôs eyes as they smiled and whispered, ñI love you 

bro.ò  In a final act of submission to their master they threw their heads back and screamed as 

sperm blasted from their cocks up between them, joining their bodies together with the juice of 

fraternal passion. 

 

When they were spent they slumped against each other, each boy resting his head on his 

brotherôs shoulder in exhaustion.   They heard their masterôs heavy breathing ï ñYeah, here it 

comesò ï and felt his semen splash over their bodies.   Bob had rarely seen anything so 

emotionally erotic as his twins making love to each other while being tortured.     

 

And neither had Randy.   The twins heard a slow hand-clap coming from the door and slowly 

raised their heads to see a second construction worker, just like the first ï only fiercer. 

 

ñFucking incredible, buddy,ò Randy said, walking toward Bob.  ñLooks like youôre really teaching 

these boys a lesson.  I knew thatôs what they wanted.  But you ainôt finished with them are you?ò 

 

ñHell no,ò Bob grinned.   ñThis is just the start.   You wanna give me a hand, old buddy?ò 

 

Randy stroked his chin.  ñLetôs see now.   Two handsome identical young brothers in leather 

pants and torn white shirts, tied up and worked over, at the mercy of two macho construction 

guys.    Yeah, now that has definite possibilities.   Sure, buddy, count me in.ò  

 

#            #            #  

 

 

Chapter 263  –  “The Twins’ Secret Fantasy” 

 
Bob knew, with a mix of admiration and frustration, that Randy would do more than just ógive 

him a hand' é he would take over as he always did.   He walked up to the boys ï their bodies 

stretched upward, wrists bound ï grabbed their chins and turned their faces toward him.  He 

stared into their eyes with the full intensity of his steel blue lasers.   That was enough to let the 

twins know, beyond a doubt, that he was in control.  

 

The swarthy gypsy ï with his stubbled, square-jawed face, long black hair, and his hard-

muscled body under a greasy sweat-stained tank, work pants and boots ï would have 

intimidated most men, and there was an edge of fear in the twins as they involuntarily pulled at 

the ropes binding their wrists above them.     

 

They knew they were at the mercy of Randy and Bob, but in this room there existed an element 

essential to any scene of bondage and domination ï trust.   Without that the experience would 

take on another whole dimension, bordering on the panic of reality.   Sure they knew, as well as 

anyone, that Randy could lose control and become fearsome if crossed.   But that was mostly 

with real enemies, whom Randy could demolish and usually did. 
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But they also knew that Randy, more than any other man, had an acute sense of his victimôs 

limits and he was notorious for pushing a man right up to his limit ï and then over it for an 

instant, which always resulted in an explosive orgasm.    

 

However, more important than anything was the presence of Bob, their master who had most 

likely saved their lives when he took them into the house.   They worshipped him and knew that 

he would always love and protect them.   They also knew that he was just about the only man 

who could control Randy so, whatever happened, the twins were absolutely certain they would 

come to no harm at the hands of the fiery man who loved their master. 

 

All of which allowed the twins to clear their minds of real fear and willingly enter the world of 

fantasy ï their alternate reality.   It was so vivid that they came to believe in the fear, the pain, 

the torment, to believe they really were prisoners of these badass laborers.   After all, the sense 

that it was all real was the ultimate goal of true fantasy ï the willing suspension of disbelief. 

 

Which is why the twins were trembling when they felt the intensity of Randyôs power.  Each one 

watched his brother, identically bound, scared of having to witness his pain ï and feel his own.   

Randy saw them tug again at their ropes, in a futile attempt to help their brother, and he grinned 

at Bob as he walked over to the pile of clothes in the corner.   

 

He found what he wanted, came back with Bob and dropped the items on the floor.   Bob looked 

at them sternly, though not as fiercely as Randy, and said to Kyle.   ñYou ï Iôm gonna release 

you for a minute, just long enough to give you orders.   I warn you, though, donôt try anything 

foolish ócos my buddy there punishes defiance in boys and Iôm not sure I could control him.   He 

nodded over to Randy who stood, legs astride, tapping the handle of the whip on his palm.    

 

It was the classic good-cop-bad-cop routine and it had its effect.  As Bob released Kyle from his 

wrist restraints the boy kept a wary eye on Randy.   Kyle was still in leather pants and boots, a 

harness crossed over his chest and a collar round his neck.   ñTake off the harness,ò Bob said.   

Kyle hesitated, a momentary act of defiance, but he instantly felt the sting of the whip on his 

back as Randy yelled, ñYou heard what the man said ï lose the fucking harness.ò 

 

Kyle hastily unclipped the harness and let it fall to the floor.   ñNow see that shirt on your 

brother?  Rip if off,ò Randy ordered.   Again Kyle defied him but when he felt the crack of the 

whip across his bare back he staggered forward and grabbed the shirt.  Avoiding his brotherôs 

eyes he yanked at the shirt, ripped it off and let it fall to the floor.   

 

The twins now gazed at each other, both stripped to the waist in black leather pants, completely 

alike except for the collar round Kyleôs neck.  Bob took care of that next, handing an identical 

collar to Kyle.   ñPut this on your brother.ò   Kyle flinched, not wanting to inflict this indignity on 

Kevin.   ñFuck you, boy,ò Randy yelled and lashed the boyôs back again. 
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Both boys flinched and their eyes locked onto each other as Kyle gently placed the collar round 

his twinôs neck and buckled it in place.  It was a ritualistic act, reducing Kevin to the same 

humiliating status as his brother.   

 

Suddenly Kyle acted on impulse ï maybe an act of contrition for degrading his brother, more 

likely a spontaneous urge to reinforce his love for him.  Clasping his hands behind Kevinôs neck 

he kissed the collar, then kissed his lips, their mouths churning together in a desperate and 

forbidden act of love before they were pulled apart and forced to witness each otherôs pain. 

 

ñJesus Christ,ò said Randy in exaggerated surprise.  ñThese guys are in love with each other ï 

and theyôre brothers!   Fuck that bullshit, weôll soon knock that out of them é damn well keep 

them apart.ò  When he grabbed Kyleôs collar and pulled them apart, the boy reached forward, 

desperate to touch his brother one more time.  Randy tied Kyleôs arms upward like his brotherôs 

and looped the rope over the same beam a few yards apart so physical contact was impossible. 

 

As a street fighter Randy had learned long ago to zero in on his opponentôs major weakness 

and fear.   And now he used that skill to torment the brothers by focusing in their greatest dread.  

Separation!   All their lives it had been the twinsô worst fear, something they had fought against 

through many hardships and many attempts to divide them, until Bob had rescued them from 

their itinerant life and promised they would never, ever have to live apart. 

 

Bob had been as good as his word and, in their idyllic life at the house, they always had the 

luxury of reaching out to each other which they did frequently, quietly touching fingertips, kissing 

cheeks, brushing against each other, reassuring acts that were as essential to them as the air 

they breathed, the air they shared. 

 

Right now they were tied only a few yards apart but it might as well have been miles as even the 

slightest physical contact was denied them.  This ritual enactment of the separation of two 

brothers, two lovers, triggered the same dread that had lurked in them for so many years.       

 

Now their only contact was through the eyes ï and it was intense.   They gazed at each other 

longingly with the unfamiliar frustration and pain of being unable to feel each otherôs flesh.   With 

their arms stretched upward they pulled against the ropes, the muscles of their naked torsos 

gleaming under the lights as they writhed in an effort to get closer.   

 

And it was now that the bondage fantasy became totally real, with an irrational panic that they 

would never be able to feel each other again.   Physical pain would have been preferable, they 

would have welcomed the whip, but instead they were forced to suffer the agony of separation.  

 

Randy stood back and murmured to Bob, ñFucking incredible, man, look at that ï two gorgeous 

young bucks, stripped to the waist, so fucking beautiful, and theyôre crazy in love with each 

other.  They turn each other on so much, they wanna make love so bad ï and they canôt even 

touch each other.   That, old buddy, is psychological torture, even worse than physical pain.  

Even better if we combine the two é watch this.ò   



3694 
 

 

He picked up the two sets of tit-clamps Bob had used earlier and clamped one set to Kyleôs 

nipples, the other to Kevinôs.   ñJust enough to turn them on without real pain,ò said the expert.   

Then he unzipped the boysô pants and pulled out their cocks, which swung between their legs.    

 

He stood behind Kevin and murmured to him so Kyle could hear, ñLook at that beautiful young 

leather boy, captured and bound by a couple of construction guys.  Heôs been stripped shirtless, 

clamps on his pecs, cock hanging out of his leather pants, his arms stretched up to the ceiling 

like heôs being tortured on a rack.   Best of all, they got his brother and tied him up too so theyôre 

gonna have to watch each writhe in pain.ò 

 

Randyôs growling description and the image he had created was more erotic than the twins 

could ever have imagined for themselves and their cocks shuddered.  But he was so convincing 

that they still had an edge of fear and still felt the pain of separation. 

 

Randy went on, ñThose two guys, theyôre not only twins, theyôre lovers too.  They wanna help 

each other é wanna touch each other é make love to each other to ease the pain.   But they 

canôt.   All they can do is watch.   Itôs up to you, now man.  Donôt disappoint me ï remember the 

whip.ò  He cracked it on the ground, making them wince. 

 

Randy turned abruptly and threw his arm over Bobôs shoulder.  ñCome on, buddy, wanna beer?ò 

 

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

 

The two construction workers sat sprawled in chairs in the shadows, sipping beer, watching the 

boys under the spotlights.   

 

The twins had eyes only for each other, staring at the erotic image of the handsome young man 

stretched in bondage.   They tugged at the ropes in an instinctive attempt at freedom they knew 

to be hopeless, and their minds swam with conflicting currents of fantasy and reality.    

 

There was, of course, the sexual excitement of watching a young prisoner in bondage, helpless 

to avoid his fate at the hands of two rough construction guys.  Black leather pants hugged his 

slim hips, and he was naked to the waist except for the chain hanging from clamps on his chest 

and the black collar round his neck denoting his status as prisoner.  His tousled light brown hair 

fell over his finely etched features and his soft hazel eyes reflected fear and determination.   The 

muscles of his youthful body rippled under the lights, as if stretched on an inquisitorôs rack. 

 

But woven in with this homoerotic pictorial fantasy was the very real anguish each boy felt of not 

being able to touch the brother he loved.   In times of jeopardy they had always sought solace in 

each otherôs arms but now the slightest touch was forbidden.   
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This may have been a ritual separation but it brought back stark memories of all the bleak times 

when people had tried to keep them apart.   Whenever these nightmarish thoughts sprang to 

mind they quickly dispelled them by reassuring each other with a touch.   But not this time.  

 

No one felt their very real anguish as acutely as Bob.  After all this time he could read their 

minds and what he read now made him tense.    He was not cut out to be the torturer of his 

beloved twins, having spent all his time protecting them from distress and pain.   ñItôs too real,ò 

he murmured and started to rise from his chair but Randy pulled him back and reassured him. 

 

ñDonôt sweat it, buddy, your boys are having a blast.   Maybe theyôre not aware of it right now 

but they will be.   Theyôll jerk each other off in the future remembering this.ò 

 

Bob relaxed a little and glanced at Randy.   Always that touch of arrogance, that certainty of 

being right, which he usually was.   Bob loved that side of him ï the power, the strength, the 

raw, fist-swinging masculinity.    

 

Conversely Randy was infatuated by Bobôs kind and gentle instincts, a rugged alpha male who 

could not bring himself to cause pain.   To Randyôs mind this proved how much Bob needed him 

to take care of him, and his boys too, even to the point of causing them the anguish they felt 

now, which they would thank him for later. 

 

Randy pulled out his phone and turned aside to muffle the sound.  ñHey, Pablo,ò he said quietly 

into the phone, ñtell the boys to get started on dinner é the twins will be a while é theyôre kinda 

tied up right now.  And while youôre at it, tell Darius to get his ass down here with that camera of 

his.  Tell him he needs to capture this one for posterity é. OK, OK ï prosperity,ò he grinned.  

ñJust do it.ò 

 

Within minutes Darius was sliding unobtrusively through the door, excited by Randyôs summons.   

Like a good documentarian he had become expert at remaining invisible as he filmed scenes 

like this, and now he stifled a gasp as he remained in the shadows with his camera focused on 

the tableau under the lights in the middle of the room. 

 

The scene was slowly becoming more animated after the long motionless silence of the two 

boys simply gazing at each other.   Darius focused momentarily on their cocks that were 

beginning to stir.  They jolted, stiffened and slowly became semi erect.   Darius made an effort 

to hold his camera steady and Bob and Randy watched in awe as the twinsô gaze grew even 

more intense.   They were making love with their eyes. 

 

The need for contact became more imperative and they tried to walk forward and touch boots 

but the ropes pulling on their arms were not slack enough to allow it.  In frustration, acting in 

unison, they grabbed the ropes and pulled themselves up off the ground.  The muscles of their 

stretched torsos flexed as they tried to swing forward, their legs kicking out in a dramatic 

attempt at contact. 
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But it was hopeless and inevitably their muscles weakened and they dropped to the ground.   As 

they stood gazing at each other they realized their only salvation was through their eyes.   The 

twins not only loved their brotherôs touch, but when one of them caught sight of the other 

working in the kitchen he felt a stab of love and his cock stiffened.  

 

Now that was all that was left to them ï visual stimulation.   They relaxed and drifted into each 

otherôs soft gaze as if they were entering the otherôs very existence, an enchanted world they 

inhabited together.   Their love was so profound it transcended even the physical touch they 

yearned for.  

 

They saw it all in the otherôs eyes.  They didnôt need physical contact to feel the same strain in 

their shoulders, the same fire in their chests as the clamps bit, the weight of the collar round 

their necks, the same pulsing of their cocks that were now rock hard, dripping pre-cum, such 

was the intensity of their fraternal desire.  

 

Hypnotized by the otherôs eyes they instinctively tried to walk forward, but with the same 

impediment as before.   But é not quite the same.   As their arms stretched backward above 

them they felt the ropes slip slightly forward on the beam.  They realized that, as they had 

swung forward just now, the ropes looped over the beam had loosened minutely.   With small 

tugs they found they were able to inch forward. 

 

Bob and Randy watched in stunned silence and Darius knew he was recording a new 

phenomenon in the house.  The intensity in the twins eyes deepened as their faces came slowly 

closer until their lips were only inches apart ï when the ropes jammed.   That was it é they 

could move no further.   Bob stifled a cry, sharing his boysô frustration that they were so close 

but were still denied the touch of the otherôs flesh. 

 

But having come this far they would not be denied.  They leaned forward, the ropes pulling their 

shoulders painfully behind them, their flawless pecs flexed tight.  They stretched their faces 

forward, the leather collars biting into their necks, and their lips almost touched.   They smiled é 

they would touch é they had to.  

 

They opened their mouths and pushed out their tongues, probing like antennae, stretching 

further and further é until the tips touched!   And that, at long last, was all it took ï the tips of 

their tongues.    

 

They felt the soft flesh, tasted the warm taste, breathed the same breath.   They moaned in 

ecstasy as their bodies shuddered, their cocks throbbed and é. ñaaahhò é erupted in streams 

of warm semen that splashed over their brotherôs stomach, into his pubic hair and flowed down 

his legs. 

 

ñYes!ò   With a jubilant shout Bob sprang forward and loosened the ropes enough for them to 

press their faces together, to lick the tears from their cheeks and kiss passionately.  They 

pressed their bodies together and sank to their knees.   As their bodies arched back, still 
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stretched by the lengthened ropes over their heads, only their cocks were touching.   It was a 

remarkable sight, the two beautiful brothers still bound, on their knees, but triumphant after all.    

 

Randy and Bob stood over them in rapt admiration and Darius, trying to keep his cool, focused 

his camera on the final tableau for a long time until he quietly murmured, ñCut!ò 

 

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

      

Ever mindful of safety and excessive pain Randy knew how much strain there was on the boyôs 

shoulders and arms, which had been stretched upward for such a long time.   ñGive me a hand, 

buddy,ò he said to Bob and they loosened the restraints round the boysô wrists allowing their 

arms to drop by their sides at long last.  The twins rubbed their wrists and rotated their 

shoulders to get the feeling back into them.   

 

Randy picked up a four-foot length of rope and tied the ends to the collars so the twins were 

now loosely joined by the neck, still on their knees.   They gazed at each other, then looked up 

at the two brawny laborers in their workpants and torn, sweat-stained tanks.   Randy rubbed the 

huge bulge in his pants and stared down at them with his piercing blue eyes.    

 

ñMan, that looked hot ï two gorgeous young bucks busting their loads over each other.   But 

that right there is the fucking problem.   While you young punks got your rocks off you left me 

and my buddy with massive boners.   Show them buddy.ò  He and Bob yanked open their 

workpants and pulled out their long, thick cocks, hard as steel.    

 

The twins, kneeling side by side, gasped ï part fear, part rabid lust.   Having been held captive 

for so long in this basement and subjected to physical and mental anguish by two muscular 

construction workers they had succumbed to the feeling experienced by many hostages.  They 

had not only accepted their imprisonment ï they welcomed it and had become infatuated by 

their captors. 

 

Now as they knelt together, a rope stretched between their necks, their infatuation centered on 

the hard cocks inches from their mouths.   They hardly needed the order from Randy, ñIf you 

donôt want to feel my whip again youôll service these fucking rods, boys.ò   Their eager young 

faces leaned forward and they licked the pre-cum oozing from the heads.  Then Kyle swallowed 

Bobôs cock whole and Kevin sucked in Randyôs. 

 

ñOh, man,ò Randy groaned, ñthat feels fucking awesome.ò   He grinned at Bob, then clamped his 

hands on Kevinôs head and pulled his mouth onto his cock, ramming it down his throat until he 

choked.   Bob flashed a warning sign at him and, as if to set an example, treated Kyle much 

more gently, easing his cock into his mouth and massaging the soft membrane of his throat.   

 

Even Randy saw the difference.   Kyleôs bright eyes were looking adoringly up at Bob.   Kevinôs 

eyes were sprouting tears and wincing as he gagged on the brutal shaft.   Bob opened his eyes 

wide to Randy who got the message.  He eased off and instantly felt the exquisite sensation of 
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the warm mouth alternately relaxing and clenching round his cock.  Bob gave him one of his 

superior ótold you soô looks é Randy grinned and growled, ñFuck you, man.ò   Damn, the man 

was giving him lessons in how to fuck a boyôs face!  

 

The boys were in heaven.   They reached up and ran their hands over the sweat-damp tanks, 

dug their fingers into the menôs bulging pecs and clawed at the shirts, ripping them as they 

frenetically sucked cock.   

 

Darius pushed in for a close-up of the handsome, identical faces pounding up and down on the 

workmenôs rods.  The usually placid young boys were now shirtless captives in black leather 

pants, on their knees, collars round their necks linked by a rope.   Their muscular torsos 

gleamed as they were forced to service their captorsô dicks.   Darius had never seen the 

brothers look this hot and his own cock was oozing pre-cum in his shorts as he struggled to 

keep the camera steady. 

 

The men were reaching their limit and Bob looked at Randy.   ñIôm real close, buddy.   You 

ready to pump jizz in their mouths?ò 

 

ñHell no!ò   Randy pulled his cock out of Kevinôs mouth and sprang back.  Heôd had it with Bob 

telling him how to fuck and when to cum.   ñIôm the fucking boss around here and these boys 

need to know it.   When I work a guy over I do whatever the fuck I want with him é and right 

now I é wanna éfuck é ass!ò 

 

Bob pulled back and Randy used his boot to push the twins forward onto all fours doggy-style, 

facing a mirrored wall.   They looked at each otherôs reflection nervously, startled by the abrupt 

change of mood.   Had Randy finally lost his cool?    Like everyone else they were scared when 

Randyôs irrational anger consumed him and hoped that Bob could control him even now. 

 

They neednôt have worried. 

 

They gazed up at the refection of the two men standing behind them, Bobôs eyes wary, Randyôs 

blazing.  Randy ripped the torn tank shirt from his body and tossed it contemptuously aside.  

Bob pulled his off over his head and dropped it.   Darius got a classic shot of the pornographic 

spectacle ï two bare chested muscle-gods, their massive cocks hanging out of their pants, 

towering over two virile young leather-boys, shirtless in leather pants and boots, roped to each 

other by black collars, on all fours waiting to get butt-fucked. 

 

ñOK,ò said Randy, ñWhich of you two punks defied me earlier?  You, boy é youôre mine.ò   He 

dropped to his knees behind Kyle.   Bob knelt behind Kevin and they pulled their pants down 

over their asses, exposing their flawless white globes.  

 

Bob flashed a reassuring look in the mirror ï a look that was not matched by Randy who, 

whenever he sensed control slipping from him, reverted to raw caveman mode.   He held his 
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cock in the palm of his hand and spat on it, Randyôs equivalent of foreplay.  But he felt a touch 

on his elbow as Bob unobtrusively slid a jar of lube to him across the floor. 

 

It was a battle of eyes as Randyôs flashed fire at Bob who stared steadily back with a look that 

could have frozen hell over.   Ice triumphed over fire and Randy silently yielded, dipping his 

fingers into the jar and lubing up his cock.   Bob did the same and then pointedly inserted 

greasy fingers into Kevinôs ass to loosen him up.   Inwardly fuming, Randy did the same to Kyle. 

 

But again Randy felt his natural dominance being usurped by Bob and he was having none of 

that.    Reverting to type he clamped his big hands round Kyleôs ass é and savagely slammed 

his pole deep in his ass.   Kyle screamed, Kevinôs eyes filled with tears, and Bob glared at 

Randy in fierce reproach, a look as savage as a blow to the jaw.   Randy saw an angry flush 

come to Bobôs face and he was instantly cowed. 

 

These were Bobôs boys and Randy, usually a master at domination scenes, had lost control 

over a petty annoyance and hurt one of them.   Randy knew it was not worthy of him and, 

worse, not worthy of Bob. 

 

From then on Randy took his cue from Bob.   The pain of reality was forgotten and the fantasy 

resumed.   Trust returned to the boys and they willingly played their part of captive leather boys 

being butt-fucked by two muscular construction hunks.   

 

Randy was back on form, starting with a gentle fuck, then imperceptibly increasing the rhythm 

and the thrust until he brought the boy to the edge of pain and the peak of pleasure.  Then he 

stopped, Kyle felt the hunk of meat filling his ass and he almost ejaculated é. almost.   The 

boyôs tension dissolved with a sigh and he waited for the master to bring him to a pitch of 

excitement once more.  Such was Randyôs skill ï as long as he kept his anger in check.  

 

Kevin too was at a peak of sexual desire looking in the mirror at his beloved master, his 

gorgeous body rippling as he slid his cock gently in and out of his ass.   He always loved getting 

fucked by Bob but now the sensation was heightened by the fantasy of the stubbled, greasy 

stud fucking the handsome leather boy tied by the neck to his twin brother.   He gazed at his 

brother, seeing in his shining eyes an excitement equal to his own. 

 

It was Randy who finally ramped it up to a climax.   He looked at Bob and said.  ñHey, stud, I 

think these punks have had it too easy too long.   I wanna bust my fucking load in this kid.   How 

about we finish them off?ò 

 

ñFine by me,ò Bob said, flashing a look at the twins in the mirror.    Bob too had been having 

trouble holding back his orgasm as he gazed at the erotic sight of the beautiful young twins on 

their knees.  In tandem with Randy he fucked harder é and harder é until he saw that familiar 

look of savagery in the gypsyôs eyes.    
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He had watched Randy climax so many times when they made love and could never hold back 

when he saw the magnificent body flex, the swarthy face rear back, black hair flying, his mouth 

open in an animal howl.   ñLetôs do it, man,ò Randy yelled. 

 

The twins saw their captors in the heat of passion, their muscles strain, their eyes flash, their 

mouths open in a scream é aaagh!!ò é that bounced off the mirrored walls.  The fantasy was 

complete as the rugged muscle-gods finally unloaded their jizz in the asses of the hot young 

leather boys they had bound and tormented, identical twins who had resisted them at first, then 

fallen under the spell of their captors and lusted for more. 

 

Kyle and Kevin gazed at the men in awe, then smiled at each other in the mirror, sharing a 

secret in that private language of the eyes only they could understand. 

 

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

 

Randy and Bob finally pulled out, and helped the twins to their feet.   Bob untied the rope from 

their collars while the boys pulled up their pants and, with some difficulty, stuffed their still-hard 

dicks inside and zipped the pants up.   Bob kissed his boys in turn but Randy was frowning. 

 

ñNow wait just a goddamn minute here.   You boys didnôt spill your jizz.   Shit, thatôs a fucking 

insult to me and my buddy.   When I fuck a guy he damn-well busts his load ï big time.   You 

want me to fuck you again, is that it?ò 

 

Bob sighed impatiently and silenced Randy with a look.   ñGuys,ò he said gently to the twins, 

ñyouôve really given us a great time down here and I know you already shot one load a way 

back, but youôre cocks are still rock hard so if you want to cum again tell me what you need.ò 

 

The twins exchanged looks and Bob knew they had a plan.   Kevin cleared his throat and said, 

ñSir, you and Randy look so hot ï like, shirtless and all é hot construction workers é that we 

could cum just looking at you é weôd like to.ò 

 

ñHey, no problem there,ò grinned Randy, flexing his muscles.   ñHow dôyou want us?ò 

 

Kyle took over.   ñWell, thing is, sir, we got off looking at ourselves with our bodies stretched up 

like that and we think it would be cool to see you the same way.   All youôd have to do is slip 

your hands through those loose restraints and let us whack off looking at you.ò 

 

Randy preened, his arrogance spiking again, and raised his arms.   He slid his hands through 

the leather restraints dangling from the rope and rested his wrists in them.   He flexed again and 

said, ñLike this, you mean?   This turn you on?ò 

 

ñWow, sure does, sir,ò Kevin said, as both boys stroked the bulges in their leather pants. 

 

Randy grinned at Bob.  ñCome on, buddy, do like your boys said.ò    
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Bob knew his twins well.  He looked at them and realized that their hesitant innocence was 

pretty much an act.  He had seen how stoked they had been after surviving their erotic 

ócaptivityô, how their pride and confidence had resurfaced.   But he humored them and Randy by 

doing as Randy had done.   Now facing his lover he got off on the illusion of the King of the 

Gypsies in imagined bondage. 

 

Even though this was all for the boysô benefit Bob still felt a thrill watching the construction 

bossôs magnificent body twist and gleam under the lights.   Randy was getting off on it too and 

couldnôt resist embellishing the fantasy.  ñPayback time, eh, kids? The captive leather boys get 

worked over by two rough construction hunks but in the end get loose and turn the tables on 

them, is that it?ò 

 

ñPretty much, sir,ò Kyle smiled.   ñBut itôs gotta look just right so let me adjust those restraints a 

bit, make them more comfortable.   He reached up to Randy wrists and in a lightning move 

pulled the straps tighter, so tight the big man could not get free.   In the same spilt second Kevin 

did the same to Bob and the brothers stood back and surveyed their handiwork. 

 

ñWhat the fuck?ò Randy bellowed, yanking hard on the ropes above him, his rippling muscles 

only intensifying the homoerotic image for the twins.  Bob had known the twins were hatching 

something but this startled him and he too reflexively tugged at the ropes binding him.  

 

This was not the fucking plan,ò Randy yelled, ñso untie us or Iôll fucking thrash the two of you.ò 

 

ñActually,ò Kevin said, ñweôre working to our plan now, and as for thrashing us, I donôt thinks so.   

We have protection,ò nodding toward Bob.   Recognizing the truth Randy howled in frustration. 

 

The shirtless twins were now transformed into commanding young alpha bucks, shirtless in 

leather pants and boots, legs astride, arms folded across their muscular chests.  ñKyleôs voice 

had lost all traces of innocence as he taunted Randy.   ñPayback time, you said, and you were 

right é. but you didnôt know how right.ò    

 

He nodded at Kevin and they unbuckled the collars from their own necks and ritualistically 

placed them round the necks of their prisoners.  They transferred the tit clamps for their own 

chests to the menôs.  The picture was complete.  The fantasy was reversed, tables turned é. 

well, almost é.ò 

 

The final act was inevitable.   Standing in full view reflected in the mirror the twins synchronized 

their movements perfectly, they slowly unzipped their pants and pulled out their still rigid cocks.  

They held them in the palms of their hands, gazed down at them lovingly and spat on them, 

mimicking Randy.   Kyle raised his head and grinned at them.   ñJust kidding.ò 
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Each boy dipped two fingers in the adjacent jar of lube and spread it over his cock.  Kyle looked 

at Randy and said, ñLetôs see é yeah, youôre the guy who fucked my ass so éyouôre mine.ò   

Kevin smiled at Bob.   ñAnd youôre mine, sir.ò 

 

They walked behind their man, reached round him, yanked open his cargo pants and pulled 

them down below his ass.  They pushed their dicks between the menôs ass cheeks and Kyle 

said in Randyôs ear, ñNow this is whatôs called payback time.ò    

 

ñAaaah!ò   Two shouts echoed round the room as the boysô cocks buried themselves deep in the 

men.   Copying what Randy had done, they fucked slowly at first and built gradually to a point 

where their cocks became pistons driving into the asses of their former captors.   

 

In truth neither man was in pain (it took a lot more than that to hurt Randy) but the feel of the 

hard young cocks pounding their asses, and the view in the mirror of the two stud leather boys 

punishing the muscular construction guys, was a huge turn-on for Bob and Randy who were 

already sporting huge boners. 

 

The men gazed at each other just as the twins had done and like them, strained forward to 

touch.   The twins flashed a glance at each other, reached up and loosened the ropes enough 

for the men to walk toward each other and grind their chests together.    

 

As always happened, Bob and Randy saw themselves reflected in the otherôs eyes, but the 

passion this time was heightened by the feel of the twinsô cocks pile-driving inside them.   Each, 

man knew, just as the twins had known, that they were both feeling the same exquisite 

sensation as their bodies shook and their lips came together in a ravenous kiss. 

 

Darius saw this as the perfect climax and his camera lovingly panned over the straining bodies 

and chiseled features of the rugged laborers, and the rippling muscles of the handsome young 

leather boys.   Dariusôs camera was making love to the four spectacular men. 

 

They were all reaching their peak when Kyle shouted to Kevin.   ñShall we finish them off, bro? 

Make them bust another load?ò 

 

ñLetôs do it,ò Kevin yelled.   ñIôm so close é oh yeah é oh fuck é fuck é fuck é.yeaahh!ò   

Perfectly synchronized, the twins stared at each other and pumped hot jism into the asses of 

their masters.    

 

As the men felt the leather boysô jizz flooding their asses Bob said, ñBetter do as they say, 

buddy.ò   Staring into his eyes Randy moaned, ñI love you man é you and your boys.  Shit, it 

feels so fucking é oh man, Iôm cumming é Iôm cumming.ò  Their cocks, pressed together 

against their stomachs, spouted sperm up between their bodies as their mouths churned 

together and their asses filled with the juice of the twins. 
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Darius ended with a close four-shot of wild-eyed faces in the afterglow of spectacular sex ï two 

men and two boys.   He held it some time before lowering his camera and saying, ñAnd that, 

guys, is definitely, positively, a wrap. 

 

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

 

ñDid you get it all, Darius?ò asked Kevin, acknowledging their cameraman for the first time.  ñI 

mean, like, when we fucked the guys and all.ò 

 

ñHey, dude, this is me Darius ï ace cameraman.   Sure I got it, and itôll make the boys look at 

you in a whole new way.  I mean, like, no more Mister Nice Guys, eh?    Just let me get a shot 

for the fade-out under the credits, though.ò 

 

With their new-found confidence, machismo even, the twins hugged the men hard, with heartfelt 

thanks.  Playing to the camera Kevin picked up the shirt that had been ripped off him earlier and 

used it to wipe off his cock and then Kyleôs.    

 

Then Kyle announced, ñGentlemen, if youôll excuse us we gotta go and see what mess those 

guys are making in the kitchen.   Donôt worry, weôll whip óem into shape.  Come on, bro.ò   Kevin 

threw the shirt over his shoulder, put his other arm over his brotherôs shoulder and they 

swaggered proudly to the door. 

 

Darius said, ñI gotta go too, sirs éwork on this video.   Thanks for letting me shoot that, sirs é 

unbelievable action é totally awesome.  Definitely one for prosperity.ò 

 

Reflexively Bob opened his mouth to correct him but Randy grinned, ñDonôt even go there, 

buddy.ò   As Darius left, Bob looked at Randy.   ñI gotta thank you for setting all this up, Randy, 

starting with that dirtying-me-up thing you did, making me a greasy construction worker like you.     

Did you see how the twins were when they left ï bold, decisive?   Thatôs exactly what I wanted 

for them.  Youôre right, theyôll be jerking off to that for years.ò 

 

ñWell, I wonôt say I told you so é. but, ócourse, I did.   OK, letôs go get cleaned up before dinner.   

Though come to think of it, you do look hot when I dirty you up.   Maybe we should é.ò 

 

ñNo way, asshole.ò  Bob grinned at him and shrugged.  ñWell é later maybe.ò 

 

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

 

The other boys were gathered in breathless anticipation, knowing that ñsomething epic is going 

on downstairsò, as Eddie put it.   When Darius emerged from the basement they surrounded him 

but he shrugged them off and announced grandly, ñNot now, guys.  I gotta work on the stuff I got 

in here,ò waving his camera.  ñIôll just tell you now, itôs pure gold and I intend to screen it after 

dinner, so get everyone here.ò 
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No sooner said than done.  The ever efficient jungle drums sent the word out and the boys 

persuaded their masters to come to dinner, Steve and Lloyd too.   Even Hassan agreed.  He 

tended to be reclusive but always enjoyed the company of the tribe and, besides, he had to 

control motor-mouth Eddie ï keep an eye on him and a hand over his mouth if necessary.  

 

Suddenly the twins emerged from the basement and the boys were shocked into silence.  They 

looked stunning ï shirtless in black leather pants and boots ï but it was more than that.  It was 

the way they held themselves, their confident, macho stride and determined expressions.  ñNow 

thatôs what you call butch,ò Ben whispered.    

 

ñOK,ò Kyle said, ñwhatever mess you guys have made in the kitchen weôll put it right.  Weôre in 

charge now so stay out.ò  When Jamie told them that the number for dinner had increased, the 

twins waved it away as inconsequential.   ñWe can handle that.   We can handle anything.ò 

 

ñI guess they can at that,ò Pablo grinned at Jamie.    

 

Bob and Randy appeared next, and the boys could only guess what the two shirtless 

construction workers had done to the twins ï or vice versa.    Pablo and Jamie went to them and 

quietly asked if it was OK that there would be so many guys at dinner.   ñThe more the merrier,ò 

said Randy, obviously in high spirits.  ñOK, Bob, now for that clean-up.ò 

 

ñNot too clean,ò shouted Eddie.   ñDirt is way hot.ò   Brandon and Ben both clamped their hands 

over his mouth and he reacted with a surprised what-did-I-do? look.  

 

Dinner was even more rambunctious than usual as word spread that the twins had been 

involved in something epic with Randy and Bob, and Darius had promised an after-dinner movie 

event.  The twins shrugged it all off, though no-one could ignore their new look.   They had kept 

on their leather pants and boots and pulled tight black T-shirts on over their chests.  It was a 

sexy, macho look, far different from their usual preppy appearance, especially as they took it all 

in stride as they concentrated on serving dinner. 

 

Doctor Steve pulled Bob aside and said, ñWell done, Bob.   Whatever you and Randy did to 

those boys sure worked a treat.  Theyôve really come out of their shell and started acting like the 

senior boys they are.ò    He chuckled, ñI must get your methods from you ï maybe apply them to 

some of my patients.ò   

 

The boys bolted their food, anxious to get to the movie, which was the sole subject of 

conversation among them.   The men too were kind of eager to see what all the fuss was about, 

though Bob and Randy kept pretty tight lipped.   

 

During dinner Darius had done some rudimentary editing of the movie and had set up a screen 

outdoors where everyone had a good view.   After the twins had served after-dinner drinks an 

expectant hush fell over the group and Darius rose in typical dramatic fashion to address them.   
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ñGentlemen, an event occurred today that was way hot, even for this house, which has seen its 

share of é of é heat,ò he said lamely.   ñDefinitely one for prosperity.ò   Zack grinned at Bob, 

raised his eyes and gave a resigned shrug as Darius continued. ñYou could even say thatéò 

 

ñHey, dude,ò Pablo shouted, ñcould we just cut to the chase here and show the damn movie?ò   

There were loud murmurs of agreement so Darius capitulated and shouted, ñOK, OKéò he 

cleared his throat é ñDarius Productions presentsé.ò  And the screen came to life. 

 

Despite the exaggerated buildup the video did not disappoint.   To loud gasps it opened on the 

dramatic scene of the two handsome young captives facing each other, stripped to the waist in 

black leather pants and boots, collars round their necks, arms stretched tight above them.  Their 

óseparationô was traumatic and their attempts to make physical contact stunned the group into 

silence.  Then their tongues touched and a cheer erupted as the twins shot jizz over each other. 

 

The audience sat mesmerized as the captive leather boys sucked cock and then, on all fours, 

took the construction guysô cocks in their ass.   But the loudest cheers erupted when the boys 

turned the tables on their captors, tied them up and fucked them in a breathtaking climax.  

 

When the video ended the boys mobbed the twins who basked in the congratulations.  Only Bob 

noticed the red faces on the three amigos who had all creamed their shorts.  Even the men 

were impressed and voiced their admiration for Randy and Bob.   Over the clamor of voices 

Randy called for more drinks and the party continued. 

 

Steveôs lover Lloyd, who was always had an infatuation for handsome, muscular jocks like the 

guys at his gym, was especially turned on by the video.   Sitting next to Bob he said, ñWow, that 

was quite something, Bob.  You all looked spectacular é sure gave me a boner.ò 

 

Lloyd grinned conspiratorially.   ñSeems to be the season for guys releasing their ôinner 

demonsô, as Steve calls it, and living out their secret fantasies.  First Zack opens up to Brandon, 

though no one knows what his secret is except Brandon and Darius.   And now your twins have 

lived out their deep desires for bondage and rough sex in a wild fantasy that weôve all just been 

treated to.   So whoôs next, I wonder?ò 

 

ñYou, maybe?ò Bob smiled, who had a feeling Lloyd wanted to open up about something.   All 

the men confided in Bob at one time or another. 

 

ñNah, not me.   I act out all my fantasies, but éò   He leaned closer and again spoke in a 

conspiratorial whisper.    ñMy man Steve once hinted at a long-suppressed fantasy that he could 

never really act out.   Yup, the cool, confident therapist, the gorgeous alpha male, Randyôs 

brother, has demons of his own.  He never came right out with it but Iôm pretty sure itôs this.ò  

 

Lloyd elaborated briefly and said, ñNow you see why he thinks he could never actually do it.  But 

é hereôs the thing.   Iôd love to help Steve put it into practice and Iôve thought about it a lot.  See 

thereôs this guy at the gym é.ò    
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But as Lloyd enthusiastically outlined his plan Bobôs brow furrowed.    

 

ñSo what dôya think, Bob?ò 

 

ñHmm, Iôm not so sure itôs such a great idea, Lloyd.   You could be playing with fire there.   Iôd 

tread real carefully if I were you.ò 

 

ñNah,ò Lloyd laughed, ñdonôt you see, buddy?  Itôs a win-win situation.   Doctor Steve wonôt even 

know itôs happening é so what could go wrong?ò 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 264  –  “The Temptation Of Doctor Steve” 

 

Win-win?   Bob had his doubts as he mulled over Lloydôs enthusiastic plan.   Lloyd was probably 

right that Doctor Steve had nursed this particular fantasy as it was a fairly standard one in the 

annals of homoeroticism ï a sexy doctor getting it on with a patient.  After all, Steve was a hot 

blooded male ï not to mention hot looking ï and, besides, he had his brother Randyôs 

oversexed genes buried in him somewhere. 

 

But Steve was a consummate professional, a respected Beverly Hills psychologist so it was 

unsurprising that he would banish thoughts of an act that had cost many a doctor his license ï 

even if he was sometimes sorely tempted.   A therapistôs code of conduct was strict and Steve 

went by the book.   Except, Bob frowned, wait a minute é. wait a minute é. 

 

ñNow wait just a minute, here,ò Bob said to Lloyd.   ñWe all know Steve and what are 

euphemistically called his óunconventional methodsô.  Heôs treated most of our men and boys 

and it has almost always included sex of one kind or another ï often with the handsome doctor 

himself.   So whatôs the big deal?   Whatôs all this stuff about stifling his fantasies of having sex 

with a patient?ò 

 

ñBut thatôs just the point, Bob, donôt you see?   Thatôs forbidden fruit ï with a regular patient.   

What he does within the tribe is another matter entirely.   Steve looks on all these guys as family 

ï shit, two of them are his brothers ï so thereôs no confidentiality issue here.   You know 

Randyôs old saying ï ówhat happens in the tribe stays in the tribeô- so thereôs no chance of his 

óunconventional methodsô getting out ï no second thoughts or recriminations.   Hell, Bob, you 

know as well as I do that the guys love it, canôt wait for more.   Plus his methods always work.ò 

 

ñHmm,ò Bob stroked his chin.   ñSo what youôre saying is the tribe has nothing to do with it.   His 

fantasy is about a regular patient, a guy who comes to his office, for example, and thereôs 

mutual attraction and Steve ends up fucking him, or vice-versa.ò 
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ñTrust me, Bob, there would be no vice-versa.  Steve does the fucking,ò grinned Lloyd. 

 

ñYeah,ò Bob nodded, ñI understand how that would be a fantasy Steve would bury.   Heôd never 

jeopardize his practice for a roll in the hay with a patient, no matter how hot the patient.ò 

 

ñAnd talking of hot guys,ò Lloyd said, ñI have this buddy at the gym, Grady, whoôs drop dead 

gorgeous.   Weôve often whacked off admiring each other ï even fucked a couple of times ï you 

know me and hot men.  Anyway, Grady has this libido problem ï heôs addicted to gorgeous 

men.ò 

 

ñNot unlike you, Lloyd,ò Bob grinned. 

 

ñBingo,ò Lloyd laughed.   ñAnyway, he mentioned the other day that he wants to see a therapist 

about it ócoz it sucks up so much of his energy.   I naturally mentioned Steve, so Grady, with a 

nudge from me, will probably go see him.    

 

ñNow hereôs how I figure it.   A guy like Steve ï everyoneôs dream of a square-jawed 

musclehunk doctor ï is exactly the kind of guy whoôd send Grady though the ceiling.   And 

Steve would get a hard-on the minute Grady walked through the door if I know Steve ï and 

believe me I do.   Well, two hot guys in intimate private conversation ï you do the math.   Match 

made in porn heaven, Iôd say.ò 

 

Bob was getting more skeptical by the minute.   ñBut what if nothing happens?ò 

 

ñBut thatôs the beauty of it, donôt you see?   If nothing happens, Grady gets the therapy he wants 

and needs, and thatôs that.   But if something does happen, like I expect, Steve gets to play out 

the doctor/patient fantasy heôs been stifling for years.  Like I said ï win-win.ò 

 

Bob shook his head.  ñLloyd, if you want my advice, which you probably donôt, Iôd warn you to 

stay miles away from a stunt like this.   Like I said, youôre playing with fire.   Something like this 

could get out of control.  Besides, would you be OK with Steve fucking your buddy?ò 

 

ñHell, Iôve fucked him.   Steve and me, we occasionally fool around on the side ï nothing 

serious, just takes the pressure off, Steve says.ò    

 

Bob had a suspicion that most of the ófooling aroundô was done by Lloyd at the gym, but then 

another thought struck him.  ñYou sure you can trust this é Grady?   I mean, discretion and all.ò 

 

ñOh, sure.   Gradyôs an actor, career about to take off ï he could easily be the big screenôs 

newest sex symbol.  Shit, all he has to do is take his shirt off.  But any hint of a scandal would 

stop his career dead in its tracks.  Nah, all heôd want out of it is to get fucked by one of the most 

gorgeous men heôs ever laid eyes on ï his doctor.ò 
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ñSomebody call for a doctor?ò came a deep genial vice as Steve walked up.  ñThat would be me, 

guys.   Sorry, I got caught up in a long conversation with Randy.  Jeez that brother of mine can 

be intense.   Anyway, you two seemed to be engrossed in a real heart-to-hearter ï plotting 

something no doubt.   Hope it includes me.ò 

 

Bob blushed slightly as Steve accidentally came so near to the truth.   But Steve was focused 

on Lloyd.   ñTime we hit the road buddy.   I got a full day tomorrow and anyway, that video gave 

me such a boner that itôs still there, hard as a rock.  And you know what that means, old buddy.ò 

 

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

 

As they were driving up the hill to their house on Mulholland Steve asked, ñSo what were you 

and Bob in such a huddle about back there after dinner?   You looked like the Witches of 

Macbeth stirring toil and trouble ï except there were only two of you and you were hunched 

over brandies instead of a cauldron. 

 

Lloyd laughed.  ñNice one, Steve.   Never been compared to a witch before é I better double up 

my workouts at the gym.   Nah, we were just shooting the breeze.  But I did happen to mention 

that gym buddy of mine, Grady.ò 

 

ñGrady?   Oh, that hunk whoôs gonna be the next big thing in movies é the guy you fooled 

around with?ò 

 

ñYeah,ò Lloyd blushed. 

 

ñAh, donôt sweat it, big guy.   Just as long as you donôt get caught, get thrown out of the gym 

and lose your membership.   Huh,ò he chuckled, ñno gym membership, now that would be a 

major calamity for a jock like you.   Besides, you mentioned that this Grady was hung up on 

gorgeous guys so I gotta say his taste is impeccable.ò    

 

ñThanks doc.  Anyway, with all this talk going around lately of guysô fantasies, I said to Bob that 

hang-ups can sometimes become a problem.  Take Grady é. Heôs thinking heôs gonna need 

help with what he calls his addiction to hot guys.   Whenever he sees a gorgeous guy at the 

gym he becomes obsessive, follows them around, even ends up fucking a few of them.   

 

ñHeôs gonna get into trouble one day but his acting career is about to take off big time ï  starring 

role in a major blockbuster ï and his managerôs warned him he needs to get professional help.   

Scandal like that could kill his career stone dead.  He told me heôs looking for a therapist so 

naturally I suggested the best therapist in town.   Maybe I could make an appointment for him.ò 

 

ñHm, I see the problem,ò Steve said.  ñDoes sound like the guy needs help.  I treat a lot of guys 

with sexual compulsions of one kind or another, so sure Iôll see him.    But you canôt make the 

appointment for him.   You know the rules.  Itôs the patient who has to reach out and call the 

therapist.   So tell him to call my office and my secretary will set something up.ò 
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A smile came to Steveôs face.  ñBut on to more important matters ï namely, the boner I still got 

in my pants after that pornographic movie of the twins.  And talking of therapy reminds me that 

itôs a long time since you went to see your shrink to get some of your hang-ups sorted out.  

óCourse, you need a doctor who understands your needs, one who knows just how to treat you.ò 

 

Now it was Lloydôs turn to get a hard-on. 

 

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

 

By the time they got to the house their imaginations were working overtime and they had only 

one thing on their mind.   They went straight to the bedroom where Lloyd lay on his back on the 

bed, propped on his elbows, and Steve sat in a chair facing him.   Lloyd was in blue jeans and a 

gray V-neck T-shirt, Steve in beige slacks and loafers and a white polo shirt that showed off the 

ripped muscles of his torso. 

 

Steve grabbed his clipboard from the bedside table, a sign that he was in therapist mode.  Lloyd 

was only too happy to play the patient. 

 

ñNow letôs see here,ò Steve said, going over his notes.  ñAt our last session you said, and I 

quote, óIôm totally stressed out, doc ï wound tighter than a cock ring.ô   Hm, unfortunate 

metaphor, but I think it points to where your problem lies.  Letôs see if youôre still as wound tight 

as you were then.ò 

 

Steve leaned forward and pressed his ear to Lloydôs chest checking his heartbeat.   ñYeah, 

heartôs beating a mile a minute, almost like a panic attack.  Do you feel panicked, Lloyd?ò 

 

ñWell, not sure Iôd call it panic, doc, but there sure is something going on.ò  Steveôs head was 

turned sideways away from his face so Lloyd was looking down at the back of Steveôs head and 

the thick hair curled over the nape of his neck.  He felt the weight of the docôs head on his chest 

and his cheek brushing against his nipple, which only made his heart race faster.     

 

ñThere sure is something going on,ò Steve said.   ñI can see your pulse throbbing right down to 

the bulge in your jeans.   Man, that is one hyperactive crotch, and I do believe thereôs a wet 

stain down there ï getting bigger too.ò 

 

He drew back his head and gave his prognosis.   ñOK, first thing is we have get you stabilized.   

You gotta calm down and relax, young man, so weôre going to loosen any clothing thatôs too 

tight.   Gotta get rid of the bulges, starting with this one.ò 

 

He gently, pulled down Lloydôs zipper and jerked his head back as Lloydôs long, hard prick 

sprang out of his pants and stood up straight as a flagpole.   ñOh yeah, that right there is one of 

the focal points of your tension, so we have get that to go down.   Itôs oozing some kind of pre-

cum too so let me get rid of that for you.ò 
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Steve leaned forward again, flicked out his tongue and licked the fluid from the tip of Lloydôs 

cock.    Lloyd inhaled sharply and groaned.   

 

 ñSorry, Lloyd, didnôt mean to hurt you.  And while weôre at it, that shirt is real tight on you.   You 

seem to have a habit of wearing clothes that cling to your body when you come here, so maybe 

youôd feel more comfortable in looser shirts.   After all,ò Steve smiled, ñyouôre here to get your 

mind right, not to show off your body, attractive as it might be.  So this has to come off.ò 

 

Gently Steve pushed the shirt up from his waist.   He eased it up behind Lloyd, then up over his 

chest, inadvertently brushing Lloydôs nipples with his thumbs.   ñMmm,ò Lloyd moaned again and 

Steve apologized again.   He pulled the T-shirt off over Lloydôs head, folded it neatly and placed 

it over the back of his chair.  

 

Steve sat back in his chair and checked his clip board again, glancing sideways at his shirtless 

patient leaning back on his elbows ï at his broad shoulders, sculpted pecs and razor sharp abs.     

 

ñI see from your chart that youôve mentioned in the past a hyperactive libido and I think that sex 

may still be a problem for you.   A lot of tension comes from sex ï or the lack of it.  Chronic 

tension is sometimes referred to as being anal-retentive, so what Iôd like to try today is a therapy 

I call anal relaxation ï otherwise known as a butt-fuck.ò 

 

ñAw, come off it, doc, I donôt go in for shit like that.   Canôt we stick to the usual stuff ï like how 

my fucked-up childhood made me the mess I am today ï you know, primal scream stuff and all 

that?ò     

 

Steveôs response was to stand up and pull off his polo shirt.  Lloydôs rigid prong started to ooze 

pre-cum again as he stared up at the shirtless musclehunk doctor with the chiseled torso.   He 

said, ñThen again, doc, maybe you got a point.   Perhaps we should give this óanal relaxationô 

thing a try.ò 

 

ñGood,ò Steve smiled, ñI thought youôd see it my way.ò   And we donôt have to give up on the 

óprimal screamô either, if thatôs what you want.   Thatôll be part of the treatment too.   Thereôs just 

one thing, though.  Some of my patients find the anal relaxation therapy a bit painful at first and 

their reflex is to resist.   But that only increases their stress, so I want you to just lie back, stretch 

your arms up and take a deep breath.   What I usually I recommend is thisé.ò 

 

Gently he pulled one of Lloydôs wrists up to the bed post and tied it with a length of cord that 

always hung there.  He did the same to the other wrist and stood back.  Instinctively Lloyd 

pulled at his wrists and said, ñHey, doc, Iôm not sure about this.  Is this supposed to relax me?ò 

 

ñNow calm down, Lloyd, and trust me.   Therapy doesnôt work unless there is complete trust 

between doctor and patient.    Just lie back and watch while I prepare for the therapy.ò 
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He reached own and pulled off Lloydôs sneakers.  Then he tugged at the bottom of his Leviôs, 

slid them down over his feet and meticulously folded them over the chair.  Again he looked 

down at his patient, the dark-haired handsome athlete now wearing only white socks and gray 

boxer briefs with his cock standing up tall through the fly.  

 

ñPerfect,ò Steve smiled.  ñYou know, young man, I think youôre going to respond well to this 

treatment.  We gotta lose the shorts though.ò  He tugged at them but they clung tight to his hips 

and round his ass.    

 

Steve chuckled, ñThere you go again with your tight clothes, Lloyd.   Not good for your penis, 

you know, to be bunched up in them when itôs hard ï which I gather it is most of the time.   

Sorry, Lloyd, but thereôs only one way to get them off.ò   Steve flexed his arm and, with one 

heave, ripped the shorts clean off.     

 

ñThere, thatôs better.ò   Holding the torn shorts in his hand Steve towered over Lloyd who 

moaned as he gazed up at the gorgeous, half naked doctor.   

 

Steve kicked off his loafers, unbuckled his belt and let his slacks drop.    Careful as ever he 

folded them neatly, getting the creases right, and lay them over Lloydôs jeans on the chair.   

Lloyd had a fleeting impression of a meticulous surgeon painstakingly preparing for an 

operation, except that this doctor was now stripped down to white boxer shorts and beige socks. 

 

ñNow, I see youôre still very tense so Iôm going to have to do this as part of your anal relaxation.   

Think of it like the topical gel the dentist rubs over your gums to numb them.   Steve knelt on the 

end of the bed, grabbed Lloydôs legs behind the knees and push them way back, exposing his 

ass, with fine dark hair ringed round the hole.   

 

The doctor leaned down and pushed the tip of his tongue against the tight sphincter.  ñOh, 

yeah,ò he murmured, ñthat is severe anal retention.   Thatôs your problem, Lloyd, so just relax 

while I work on it.   He licked round the hole then pushed his tongue in further, further until he 

heard the patient moan and felt his body quiver.   And at last he felt the ass relax. 

 

ñExcellent.ò   Steve pulled back and wiped his mouth with a hand towel.   You responded well 

again, Lloyd.   I think youôre starting to let go.   Now, with some patients thatôs enough, but you 

are an especially tough case, so Iôm going to use this.ò   He held up a jar of lube.   ñNow, still on 

the dentist analogy, I want you to think of this as the Novocain he injects before he starts 

drilling, OK?ò 

 

ñIf you say so doc,ò Lloyd murmured, ñbut there are still parts of me that just wonôt relax,ò and he 

stared down at the rigid flagpole sticking out of his pubic hair.   

 

ñLike I said, Lloyd, leave everything to me.ò   The doctor dipped his fingers in the lube and 

massaged the already spit-slick hole of Lloydôs ass.  ñOK, now try to relax ócos Iôm gonna enter 
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you and it may hurt a bit.   He pushed a finger slowly into his ass, then two and, as Lloydôs 

groans mounted, added a third. 

 

Steve looked down at the athletic body writhing on the bed, his biceps flexing as he tugged at 

his wrists, his face wincing as his head tossed from side to side.  ñAaah,ò Lloyd gasped as the 

fingers withdrew and his ass felt suddenly empty.   

 

ñYou have a really tight ass, Lloyd.   With some patients, if you can believe it, I can push my 

whole fist in their ass.  And believe me, that sure relaxes them.ò 

 

ñMaybe Iôll graduate to that later, doc, but what you just did didnôt work é look.ò   Steve followed 

his gaze down to his cock where pre-cum was oozing from the tip and running down the sides 

like a leaking faucet.    

 

ñYouôre right,ò Steve sighed, wiping his hands on the same hand towel.   ñSo letôs clean that 

thing up before we proceed.   Let me run something up the flagpole.ò   He chuckled, ñSorry, 

Lloyd, just a little doctor humor there ï always gets a laugh.ò  What he ran up the flagpole was 

his tongue, from Lloydôs pubic hair to the top, efficiently licking the shaft clean as he sucked in 

the thin juice. 

 

Again he wiped his mouth with the towel.   ñRight, weôve had minimal success so far so weôre 

obviously gonna have go through the whole procedure éò he grinned ñé pull out the big guns 

so to speak.ò   Steve turned his back to Lloyd, pulled down his boxers and folded them with the 

rest of the clothes.   He picked up the lube again and turned round to face Lloyd.  

 

Lloyd gasped at the sight of the massive piece of meat swinging between Steveôs muscled 

thighs, but Steve was still the calm, clinical professional.  ñNow Iôll explain the final procedure.ò  

He held his cock in the palm of his hand.   ñThis is the tool I use for the rest of the therapy.ò    

 

ñBut itôs fucking massive,ò said the patient. 

 

Steve shrugged.   ñYeah, and unfortunately it gets even bigger before itôs ready for insertion.ò 

 

ñI donôt think this is gonna work, doc.   I told you I donôt really go for this stuff.ò 

 

ñJust as you like, Lloyd.   Of course, treatment has to be consensual, so we can discontinue this 

approach and go back to discussing ï what was your preference? ï yes, your ófucked-up 

childhoodô as you called it.ò   Steve picked up his shorts and started to put them back on.ò 

 

ñNo, no, doctor.  I mean, letôs try this.  Iôm a tough jock, I donôt scare easy.  Iôll just grit my teeth.ò 

 

ñWell, gritted teeth are not what weôre going for here, but OK weôll proceed.   Obviously youôre 

intimidated by this tool in my hand so we have to make you lose your fear of it.   I want you to 

watch carefully while I make it grow hard.  Stare at it, become familiar with it.ò 
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Steve again dipped his fingers in the lube and spread it over his cock hanging between his legs, 

stroking it slowly from the base down to the head halfway down his thigh.  The therapistôs voice 

assumed a hypnotic tone as he described his progress.   ñSee that cock, Lloyd?   Iôm feeling it 

come to life in my fist, feel the blood coursing through it.  Watch it get hard, Lloyd.   See that?ò 

 

Steveôs huge schlong was hard in seconds and he continued to lube it and stroke it.   ñKeep 

your eyes on that tool, Lloyd.   Donôt be afraid, itôs your friend, itôs gonna make you feel so good 

when it penetrates your anus ï hence anal relaxation.   Your ass is tight but itôs gonna open up 

for this rod and youôll feel your ass full of this prime piece of meat.   You want it Lloyd?ò 

 

Want it!?  Lloyd was drooling as he watched Steveôs cock, long and thick like his brother 

Randyôs, getting hard as steel.   He was mesmerized by the sound of the doctorôs deep voice 

and his promise of how his cock would feel in Lloydôs ass.   He took his eyes off the cock and 

stared into Steveôs eyes, the same laser blue as his brotherôs. 

 

ñYouôre right, doc.   I want that pole in my ass.  Please, doc.  Push it in my ass.   Fuck meéò 

 

Steve stood at the foot of the bed, grabbed Lloydôs ankles and pushed his legs up high so his 

ass came level with the tip of Steveôs cock.   He pressed it against his hole and eased it in 

slowly, feeling the tight ass open up under the pressure.   Lloyd winced and said, ñGo slow, doc, 

it hurts.   Stop a minute, pull back a bit and let me get used to it.ò 

 

Steve pulled his cock back and paused.   He pushed the legs back even farther until the feet 

touched the headboard and Lloydôs own cock pointed straight down at his face.   Steve was 

standing on the foot of the bed, his body arched over Lloyd, holding his ankles against the 

headboard, the head of his cock inside Lloydôs ass.   Lloyd stared up at the doctor with the 

rugged square-jawed features, the muscled body flexed as it poised motionless over him.  

 

Steve smiled down at him.   ñYou know how doctors work, Lloyd.   When they give you an 

injection they donôt ease the needle in.  They take aim and spear it in like a dart.   ñWell Iôm a 

doctor too, Lloyd.   Soé.ò    His eyes gleamed and suddenly his body fell, his hips slamming 

down and his cock driving into Lloydôs ass like a piston.   

 

ñAaagh!!....ò   Lloydôs scream echoed round the room, his body writhing, his arms pulling 

frantically at the ropes as he felt the iron shaft bury deep inside him.  Tears spurting from his 

eyes he gazed frantically up at Steveôs smiling face as the doctor pulled back again, paused, 

then speared his ass again, even harder.   This time as Lloyd screamed his body shook and his 

cock erupted, blasting streams of semen into his face, his hair and neck.   

 

Through a film of cum he looked up at Steve who smiled and used the time-honored phrase of 

all shrinks.  ñAnd how did you feel about that, Lloyd?ò 

 

************************************** 
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ñAnd, as I promised, we even got the scream ï not quite primal but close enough.ò   Steve was 

on his knees, with Lloydôs legs hooked over his shoulders and Steveôs hands resting on the bed 

beside Lloydôs face.   His cock was still inside him, but it was his patientôs cock that interested 

him ï it was soft.   

 

ñSee,ò Steve smiled with satisfaction, ñrelaxed at last.  I told you my therapy worked.    Your 

cock and your ass are the sources of most of your stress.   Next time you feel tense you should 

try masturbating.ò 

 

ñOh, I do that, doc ï a lot ï but it doesnôt last.  My dickôs up and ready in no time é like now.ò   

They looked down at Lloydôs cock that was already stirring.  ñEr, is the treatment finished, doc?ò 

 

ñApparently not.   Only this time youôre more relaxed so we donôt have to be so physical.   As a 

matter of fact Iôd like to try something a little more cerebral.    He leaned further forward so their 

faces were only two feet apart.   ñSo hereôs what I want you to do.   Some guys get so hooked 

on their doctor they think theyôve fallen in love with him.   I want you to try and imagine the same 

thing while I carry on fucking your ass.ò 

 

His cock, still hard, started moving again in Lloydôs ass.   But gone was the brutal pile driver.   

This was a gentle massage of soft warm membrane, sometimes sliding in deep but never 

painful.   ñOK, Lloyd, now look at me, at my body rising and falling over you, my face smiling 

down at you é. and my eyes, especially my eyes.   Just relax and concentrate.  Donôt speak é 

not until your words come from here éò (he tapped his chest) óé ñinstead of hereò (tapping his 

forehead).  

 

It wasnôt hard to do.  As always, Lloyd fell under the spell of this amazing man.  Steve had the 

same sexual magnetism as his brother, though they used it differently.  They both had stunning 

looks, superb physiques and rugged features, and it only took seconds for Lloyd to succumb to 

the magic.   His words came spontaneously é. ñI love you, man, you are so fucking hot, so 

exciting and so good to me.   Please, doc, please make me cum again.ò 

 

ñWould it help if I kissed you, Lloyd?ò 

 

ñQuite possibly, doc.   You could give it a try.ò 

 

Steve leaned down and licked the tears from Lloydôs cheeks    He kissed his brow, his eyes, ran 

his tongue along Lloydôs lips é and then kissed him, a long open mouthed kiss where their 

tongues played with each other and they breathed the same air.  After a long embrace Steve 

pulled back and asked, ñWould it help if I empty a load of jizz in your ass?ò 

 

ñQuite possibly, doc.   You could give it a try.ò 
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ñOK, Lloyd.   Feel my cock inside you?   Feel it getting bigger and bigger, starting to throb in 

your ass?   My balls are bursting é here it comes, Lloyd é. Here it comes é. Aaahh.ò   He 

sighed deeply as his sperm poured deep inside his loverôs ass and Lloyd had no choice but to 

match him, shooting another load of cum that this time splashed on Steveôs chest above him.  

 

Steve fell on top of Lloyd and held him tight.   When he regained his breath he murmured in his 

ear, ñMan, that was so fucking hot é a great scene.   Youôre a perfect lover for me, Lloyd.   A 

handsome muscular jock who thinks like me, plays like me and loves like me.   Iôm crazy about 

you buddy.ò 

 

As they started to doze off in each otherôs arms Lloyd wanted to repay Steve by doing 

something exciting for him.  After tonight he was convinced that Steve loved the doctor/patient 

fantasy.  Tonight had been two lovers playacting, but Lloyd was more determined than ever to 

give Steve the real thing.  Yeah, heôd get that going right away. 

 

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

 

It was only three mornings later that Steve walked into his outer office and his receptionist Ruth 

handed him his list of patients for the day.   As he was sitting at his desk waiting for his first 

patient to arrive Steve scanned the list and one name caught his eye ï Grady.   Grady?   Oh 

yeah, that was Lloydôs gym buddy, the oversexed actor whoôs addicted to beautiful men.  He 

was his last appointment of the day, 4 oôclock.   Steve was usually mentally exhausted by then, 

but he hoped he could still give full attention to the poor guy. 

 

The day seemed to drag, with one patient after another pouring out their troubles and hoping 

that the shrink had all the answers, even though it didnôt work like that.   Therapy was not like 

treating a head cold with a simple two-aspirins-and-drink-lots-of-water remedy.  It was a bit 

more complicated than that.   Which was why Steve was really tired by the end of the afternoon.  

Only one more, he thought.  

 

Four oôclock came and went ï five past, ten past, fifteen.   ñShit,ò Steve thought, ñthatôs all I 

need, a no-show this late in the day.  Suddenly his intercom buzzed and Ruth said in a rather 

peeved tone, ñGrady is here, doctor.ò 

 

ñOK, Ruth, send him in.ò   Steve stood up behind his desk, ready to say something frosty about 

a therapistôs 50-minute hour.   But he didnôt have the chance.  Grady burst in like a tornado, 

strode up to Steve and shook his hand in a vice like grip, his other hand gripping Steveôs bicep 

through his jacket.   

 

ñDoc, I am sooo sorry about being so late but that Beverly Hills traffic is a bitch.   And I bet Iôm 

your last patient and youôre just dying to get home, so I donôt expect you to forgive me.ò  He let 

go his hand at last and stood back.  ñShit damn youôre gorgeous.   I think Lloyd mentioned you 

were good looking but this é wow é!ò  He spread his arms and pumped his fists for emphasis.     
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ñShit, I come here to spill my guts about being hooked on gorgeous men and Iôm doing it to one 

of the hottest guys in the whole fucking city, how about that?   He clamped his hands behind his 

head and spun round.  ñWow.ò 

 

Finally he paused for breath and Steve said, ñGrady, would you care to sit there on the couch?ò 

 

ñOh sure, doc.   Donôt mind me, running off at the mouth as usual é. Iôm an actor, see.ò  

 

He sprawled on the couch ï ódrapedô would be more accurate ï his arms stretched along the 

back, leaning back with his long body stretched before him and his legs thrown lazily wide apart.   

He had obviously come straight from the gym as he was wearing gym shorts, unlaced sneakers 

and a black tank top.   His only concession to Beverly Hills formality was a thin dark gray 

sleeveless shirt hanging open over his tank. 

 

When Lloyd had earlier spoken to Bob one thing he predicted was absolutely true, that ñSteve 

would get a hard-on the minute Grady walked through the door.ò   He did.  Not only a pulsing 

boner but a pounding heart-beat too.    

 

The man was spectacular, a flawlessly built body under his gym gear, broad shoulders, long 

muscular biceps, gorgeous pecs, and washboard abs that were clearly etched under his tight 

tank.  His muscled thighs bulged against his shorts and Steve could see the outline of a long 

cock under the shorts, obviously rock hard.   The boners were mutual. 

 

Grady had what could only be described as movie-star looks.   Golden tanned he glowed with 

health, his full lips framing a dazzling white-teeth smile.   His features were square cut with 

prominent cheeks bones and a stubbled lantern jaw, and his black hair fell in a tousled mass 

over his forehead.  Then there were his eyes ï a remarkable pale green that danced with 

amusement and the confidence of a man who knows just how gorgeous he is. 

 

But it wasnôt just his physical beauty ï it was his buoyant attitude.   Oozing masculinity he was 

his own energy force-field with a strong self-awareness that smilingly welcomed others into his 

charmed world.   When those green eyes looked at a man they made the guy feel like the most 

important man in the world.  

 

Instinctively the therapist in Steve tried to categorize him, but the closest he could come was a 

cross between Lloyd and Jason ï the one with his dark good looks, the other a blond muscle-

god from the August page of the Firemanôs Calendar.  Perversely there was also a touch of 

young Eddie about him with his bubbling sense of fun and habit of órunning off at the mouth,ô as 

Grady had laughingly admitted. 

 

Steve took off his suit jacket and draped it over his desk chair.   He sat down, rolled up his shirt 

sleeves a notch or two, undid his top shirt button and loosened his tie, exposing a thicket of 

chest hair.  Subconsciously he knew that under his white shirt the contours of his perfect torso 

were unmistakable.   
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ñAw, donôt do this to me, doc,ò Grady laughed.   ñYou know Iôm here ócoz I got this thing about 

gorgeous men and here you are flashing that body that wonôt quit and that Greek God face that 

donôt look like any doctor Iôve ever known.ò   He linked his hands behind his head, stretched out 

his elbows and leaned back with a dazzling smile.    ñAwesome, doc, totally fucking awesome.ò 

 

Steve reached for his water glass and took a few gulps to steady himself.   ñGrady, a few ground 

rules.   While I appreciate your admiration, therapy is all about the patient, so letôs try to 

concentrate on you.ò   (Which wasnôt hard ïSteve was mesmerized.)   He looked hard at Grady, 

with his hands behind his head, arms stretched out, and said, ñHave we met before?   You look 

very familiar.ò 

 

Grady flashed that smile again, this time with a touch of aw-shucks embarrassment.   ñAh, 

probably that damn billboard.   Seems Iôll never escape that.  See, before I got into acting I was 

an underwear model and I did a shoot that ended up everywhere ï including a 30-foot billboard 

on Sunset Boulevard and another in Times Square.  Thatôs probably where you saw me ï hard 

to miss, kinda hits you in the face.   Someone even told me it had caused a few car wrecks on 

Sunset,ò and he roared with laughter. 

 

ñThat billboard was you?ò  Now it was Steveôs turn to blush as it all came back to him.     

 

One day last year he had been driving along Sunset feeling horny and the billboard kind of hit 

him in the face, as Grady said.  It showed a stunning muscle-god posing in nothing but a pair of 

black briefs, flexing his body in a bodybuilder pose with his hands behind his head, just as he 

was now ï except now he had clothes on.  Steve had pulled over to the curb, shoved his hand 

down his pants and jerked off looking up at the homoerotic billboard. Then he had driven home 

and asked Lloyd to fuck him. 

 

And now here he was, that same charismatic guy, on the couch looking at him with his eager, 

smiling face, waiting for Steve to help him.   Steve took another gulp of water, a deep breath, 

and got down to business.  ñOK, Grady, one thing I donôt understand is that you are, as you well 

know, a sensational looking man and yet you seek out other beautiful men all the time.  Whatôs 

that about?ò 

 

For the first time Grady got serious.   ñDoc, Iôm glad youôre a beautiful man ócos you probably 

understand what a curse beauty can be, especially in a guy.   Women lust for you and men 

resent you, so the only guys I feel comfortable with are the good-looking ones.  And I know that 

even they are thinking that envious old thing ï ófind a flaw, find a flawô.   

 

ñAnd itôs not necessarily about fucking ï though there is that,ò he grinned.  ñI really donôt have a 

lot of sex ï itôs more about the search.  When I see a hot guy at the gym, sometimes I just 

wanna get to know him, sometimes I jerk off looking at him and sometimes I want him to fuck 

my ass.   Depends on the guy.   Now a hot stud like you doc é. you fall into the last category.  

Iôd give my ass to you in a heartbeat.ò 
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Steve felt pre-cum dripping from his cock into his shorts and knew he had to take control.  

ñGrady, like I said before, in therapy sessions itôs better to leave the therapist out of the 

discussion   Iôm just a sounding board, thatôs all.ò 

 

Grady grinned mischievously.   ñIf you say so, doc é youôre the boss.ò   Then he frowned.  ñBut 

see, thatôs just it é coming on to you like that é I canôt help it.   I mean youôre so fucking 

gorgeous thatéò on Steveôs raised eyebrows é ñsorry, doc, OK, OK, Iôll behave.   But it kinda 

rules my life and my agent says I gotta get my act together, ócause Iôm about to hit the big time.   

Iôve been cast as the lead in one of those big-budget action blockbusters and any kind of 

scandal could bring it all to a screeching halt.ò 

 

Grady leaned forward on the couch with his elbows.   ñI know I may have gotten off to a bad 

start here, but I really need your help, doc.   Do you think you can help me?ò 

 

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

 

Steve was calmer now and for the first time he saw the need and insecurity in this extraordinary 

man.   He got up, came round his desk and pulled a chair up to face the couch.  They were 

closer now with a new intimacy.  Grady looked earnestly into Steveôs eyes and said, ñLook 

docé.ò   Steve interrupted him.  ñEr, do you think you could bring yourself to call me Steve?   

This doc thing is kind of a barrier, I always think.ò 

 

ñSure, doc é.ò he flashed a smile é ñSteve.ò   Steveôs heart missed a beat as he heard Grady 

say his name.  He had a vague sense that a barrier had been crossed and it made him nervous.    

 

ñOK, Steve, Iôve always been told that you have to be completely honest with your shrink and I 

gotta say I feel real comfortable with you.   Iôve only known you a few minutes but youôre the first 

guy Iôve ever felt I could really open up to.   The usual attitude I get is, óLook at you, man, with 

your looks, your personality, and your career about to take off.   Youôre gonna be rich and 

famous, and you think youôve got problems?   Get over yourself, man.ôò 

 

Steve smiled.   ñI get it Grady é. I get that kind of stuff a lot too ï except the famous bit.ò 

 

ñSee,ò Grady smiled, ñI knew we were two of a kind, you and me.   So anyway, Iôll level with you, 

Steve ï when I came in here I lied to you.   I wasnôt late because of traffic.  Just before I left the 

gym I saw this incredible guy, hotter than a pistol, a fitness model I think.  I followed him around 

and we chatted and he gave me his number.  Here, I got it right here.ò   He pulled a slip of paper 

from his shorts pocket.     ñAnyway, thatôs why I was late.   You think you can forgive me?  Now 

you know the truth, can you forgive me?ò 

 

Steve smiled.   ñIôm your therapist, Grady, youôre my patient.   Thereôs nothing to forgiveò 

 

The green eyes bored into his.   ñIôd like you to anyway, Steve. It would mean a lot to me.ò 
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ñOK,ò Steve said simply.   ñI forgive you, Grady.  Of course I do.ò    

 

Another line had been crossed.  

 

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

 

The rest of the session was more or less professional ï as professional as things could be 

between these two men nursing hard-ons in their pants.    At the end Steve said, ñThat was a 

good session, Grady, though you still have a ways to go.ò 

 

ñYeah, I know, doc é Steve, I mean.ò   They stood up and shook hands é and locked eyes.   

ñSteve, I know this isnôt kosher but thereôs something Iôve been wanting to do since I walked in 

here.   It might get me canned, but here goes.ò 

 

He clamped his hand behind Steveôs head, pulled it to him and Steve felt warm lips close over 

his.  Instantly they were in a ravenous, grinding embrace, their arms round each other, bodies 

pressed together, chest flexing against chest, crotch against crotch. 

 

Steve felt he was floating in a new world and was about to cream his shorts when he pushed 

Grady roughly away and said, ñNo, no é we canôt do that.   Itôs wrong.   Iôm your doctor Grady, 

and youôre my patient. godammit.ò 

 

Grady paced round the room with his hand again behind his head.   ñShit, I fucked up é I knew 

I would the minute I saw you.  I knew I couldnôt keep my hands off you.ò   He faced Steve up 

close again and said urgently, ñSteve, please donôt end my therapy, youôre the only guy I can 

talk to.  Let me come again.  Please, can I see you again?ò 

 

ñAs a patient, Grady,ò Steve said sternly.   ñAs a patient.   You can make an appointment with 

Ruth on the way out.ò 

 

ñDeal,ò grinned Grady.  ñAnd thanks a million.   Here, this is a token of the progress I made 

today.  He pulled the slip of paper out of his pocket.   ñThe number of the fitness model who 

made me late.ò   He screwed the paper into a ball and lobbed it over his shoulder into the waste 

basket by the desk.   ñI wonôt be needing that.ò  Again that mischievous grin.  ñBut you can use it 

if you want, doc.   I know heôd be pleased to see you.ò 

 

And Grady was gone.   Steve stood there, breath heaving, heart pounding, fists clenched.  He 

walked to his private restroom, closed the door and looked at the mirror.   ñGrady,ò he 

murmured.   He yanked his cock out of his pants stroked it twice and it exploded over the mirror.   

 

ñDamn, damn, damn,ò he said, wiping the mirror with a towel.  He knew jerking off was not 

enough.   He zipped himself up, grabbed his jacket and slung it over his shoulder.   He strode 

through the outer office with a cursory, ñôNight, Ruth,ò and almost ran to the elevator. 
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********************************** 

 

ñFuck é fuck the traffic,ò Steve growled to himself, his BMW crawling along Wilshire in the usual 

rush-hour snarl.   He was sweating through his shirt, so distracted that he didnôt even think to 

turn on the air-conditioner.   He willed himself to not take driving risks until, what seemed like an 

eternity later, he finally pulled into the driveway of his house. 

 

He was willing Lloyd to be home, and sighed with relief when he saw him sitting at his desk 

poring over architectural plans.   Lloyd looked up and his smile faded when he saw the usually 

cool, smiling doctor, now wet with sweat and wild-eyed.   He looked more like his ferocious 

brother Randy as he grabbed Lloydôs wrist and pulled him into their bedroom.    

 

Lloyd, still dressed in business clothes, stood still in amazement as Steve pulled off his own tie, 

ripped off his shirt and tossed it aside.   He kicked off his loafers, unbuckled his belt, pushed 

down his slacks and shorts and stepped out of them.  Naked he flung himself on his back on the 

bed at stared wildly up at Lloyd.  ñTake off your clothes, buddy.   Let me watch you strip naked.ò 

 

Lloyd always obeyed a command like that and he slowly pulled off his tie and shirt, then his 

pants.   ñYeah, yeah, thatôs it,ò Steve moaned, pounding his cock frantically in his fist while he 

stared up at Lloyd standing there in just black briefs like Grady had been in the billboard.  ñLet 

me see it, man,ò Steve said.   ñLet me see your cock.ò  Lloyd pulled down his briefs and his rigid 

cock sprang out. 

 

ñYeah, thatôs it.   Man that looks hot.ò  Steve grabbed his legs behind his knees and pulled them 

back, exposing his ass to his lover.    ñFuck me, Lloyd.   Fuck me éò 

 

Lloyd had never seen his alpha top-man lover like this and it was a huge turn on.  He knelt on 

the bed, wiped the sweat from Steveôs chest and used it to lube his cock.  Then he leaned 

forward over Steve between his raised legs, pressed his cock against his hole and eased it 

slowly into his ass. 

 

ñNo, not like that é. hard, man, fuck it hard.ò   Surprised and exhilarated, Lloyd turned up the 

heat and drove in harder.   Steve pleaded with him, ñCome on, stud, jackhammer that fucking 

ass.   Hold me down and punish my ass, man.ò 

 

ñOK, buddy.   You asked for it.ò   Lloyd reached forward and pinned Steveôs wrists to the bed. 

He raised himself off his knees and, with his feet on the bed, arched over the wild muscle-god 

begging to get his ass tortured.     Just as Steve had done to him only a few days ago, Lloyd 

slammed his cock deep in Steveôs gut, pulled back and plunged it in again.  ñAaagh,ò Steve 

screamed, ñyeah, hurt it man, let me feel it é. ñaaaghò.    The doctorôs screams bounced off the 

wall as the muscle jock pounded his ass, like a piston gathering speed. 
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Knowing what Steve wanted Lloyd sneered at him savagely.   ñTake it, stud.   Not a damn thing 

you can do about it.   Your ass is getting ripped open and you just gotta take it.ò   His cock 

became a battering ram and the savage onslaught seemed endless.  But Lloyd finally yelled, 

ñOK, youôve had enough big guy.   Iôm gonna bust a full load of jism in your ass, and youôre 

gonna cum all over that gorgeous face.   Here is comes, big guy.   Feel my cock filling your ass?   

Here it isé. Aaah!ò 

 

Steve felt hot jizz pouring into his ass and he struggled against Lloydôs vise-like grip as his own 

cock erupted with semen that splashed over his own face and chest.   As he gazed up at his 

handsome lover he felt tension flowing from his body and he momentarily forgot Grady.   

 

And that, after all, had been his intention ï to forget the man, with Lloydôs help.   Of course, 

Steve didnôt realize that it was Lloyd who had steered Grady into his path in the first place. 

 

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

 

After a fitful night spent clinging to Lloyd rather desperately, the next day in the office was a 

tough one.  Steve had to make an effort to concentrate on his patients and, looking at one of 

them sitting on his couch he resented him for not being Grady.    

 

Then, toward the end of the afternoon, between patients he Google Imaged Grady and found 

himself staring at a screen-full of images of him from his underwear modeling days, most of 

them near-naked in a variety of briefs, boxer briefs and swimwear.    Steve reflexively ran his 

hands over the bulge in his suit pants. 

 

In the 24 hours since Grady had left the office Steve had forgotten just how spectacular he 

looked.   But it was hard to believe that this chiseled muscle-god was the same amiable, 

talkative man with the sparkling green eyes and the winning smile, dazzling and mischievous at 

the same time.   Steve felt a visceral urge to talk to him, to help him with his problem and do 

what he could to help him navigate the shark-infested waters of Hollywood. 

 

He gazed at the most homoerotic of the images, enlarged it on the screen and gazed into his 

eyes ï smiling in this picture.  ñYeah he looked like Lloyd in some ways, and even more like 

Jason in others.   He had the same bone structure as the fireman and the same self-assured 

pose of a man proudly aware of his beauty.     

 

Suddenly Ruth announced his last patient and Steve slammed his lap-top shut.   He knew just 

what he was going to do.   Yesterdayôs ferocious fuck from Lloyd had not removed Steveôs 

fixation, and anyway he couldnôt repeat that every evening when he got home. 

 

After work he battled the same grinding traffic as yesterday, but when he cleared it he drove not 

to Mulholland but to the wooded area of the Arroyo Seco.  He drew up at Jasonôs rustic house 

and was greeted inside the gate by his surprised and delighted youngest brother Ben.    
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ñHey, baby brother, howôs my little gypsy doing?   Is your master home?ò 

 

ñNot so much of the baby brother, sir,ò the dark gypsy boy grinned, flexing his lithe young 

muscles.    And Jasonôs over there in his gym ï where else?ò 

 

Steve walked forward and saw Jason, stripped down to frayed gym shorts and old sneakers, 

working out energetically in his patio gym in front of a mirror ï where else?   Steve stood in the 

shadows and watched the sun catch the rippling muscles of Jasonôs flawless physique.   Yeah, 

he was a lot like Grady, a similarity that made Steve catch his breath and his dick swell.   

 

Jason finally caught sight of him and called out cheerfully, ñHey big guy, youôre looking hotter 

than ever.   So what brings the big bad doc to this neck of the woods?   You donôt mind if I 

continue my routine do you?   Donôt wanna break the rhythm.ò 

 

ñNo, go right ahead.  Iôll just watch and admire.   I was just passing by,ò he said unconvincingly.  

 

Having an audience Jason turned up the heat, flexing and groaning and showing off his body as 

only he knew how.   Out of the corner of his eye he saw Steve stroking the bulge in his pants 

and Jason grinned.   ñSomehow I donôt think you came here just to watch and admire, doc.   So 

whatôs on your mind, stud?ò 

 

ñJason é.ò  Steve stammered and swallowed hard.   ñI need your help.ò 

 

ñWell thatôs a switch,ò Jason laughed, ñmy shrink needs my help.   Hey, come over here and for 

godôs sake get out of that damn suit.   You make me feel under-dressed.   Steve walked onto 

the mirrored patio and lost no time getting out of his business suit.   In seconds he was standing 

in just his boxers, with Jason staring at both of them in the mirror.    

 

ñShit, man, I always forget how fucking amazing you are.  That is instant hard-on time.   You 

know, you should wear that outfit in your office.   Your business would triple.  OK, doc, spill é 

whatôs your problem?ò 

 

ñNot so much a problem,ò Steve faltered.  ñItôs just é. I canôt explain right now but é I need to 

fuck you, man.ò 

 

Jason threw back his head and laughed.   ñHell, buddy, you donôt need an explanation for that.  

Hereôs all the explanation you need.ò   He pulled down his gym shorts and exposed the perfect 

white globes of his ass.   Steve stared at them.   Yeah, thatôs exactly how he imagined Gradyôs 

ass must look. 

 

ñSo come on, doc.   You canôt give me a raging boner, tell me youôre gonna fuck my ass, and 

then just stand there like a bump on a log.   Lose the damn shorts and get the lube over there.   

I keep it here for when I jack off looking at myself, or when I fuck my boy Ben.  You got me all 

stoked é canôt wait to see the stud doctor fuck that naked fireman.ò 
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He leaned forward toward the mirror, stretched his arms up and pressed his hands to the glass.   

He pushed his ass back and spread his legs wide.  As Steve greased up his cock he stared at 

the raised arms, the broad shoulders, rippling back muscles and V-shaped lats sloping down to 

the slim waist and that incredible bubble-butt just waiting for him.     

 

Yeah thatôs how Grady would be é itôs how Steve would make him be if he ever fucked him ï 

which he never would of course.   His hand guided his stiff dick between the hard mounds, 

pushed, and he felt his cock slide deep into Gradyôs é into Jasonôs ass.   ñMan, that feels 

awesome,ò Jason moaned.  ñCome on, stud, pound that ass.ò 

 

Jason got more than he asked for.   This was no gentle fuck.   Like a man obsessed (which he 

was) Steve drove his huge dick deep inside Jason like a pile driver.   Jason groaned but got off 

on the mirror image of the gorgeous fireman getting his ass pumped by the wild-eyed 

bodybuilder.  ñMan, you sure are hungry for ass, doc.   OK, take it ï itôs all yours.ò 

 

Ben had watched all this from under the trees and, well trained by Darius, had reached for the 

camera Darius had given him.   (Darius had given all the boys his old cameras as he replaced 

them, on the understanding that they were to give him the videos for editing.)   Now Ben trained 

the lens on the two musclehunks, Steve and Jason, as the action grew ever more ferocious. 

 

But for Steve it wasnôt Jason.   It was Grady, the man he had first seen sprawled on his office 

couch, flashing his dazzling smile with humor and desire in his sparkling green eyes.   If he 

couldnôt have him he could dream, couldnôt he?    He reached round and ran his hands over the 

slabs of Jasonôs chest, squeezing his nipples and hearing him groan with pleasure. 

 

ñYou wanted me the minute you came in, didnôt you stud?ò he murmured.   ñYou wanted the 

docôs rod in your ass like this, you good as told me.   Well now youôve got it, Grady, and it feels 

fucking great.   Man you are so beautiful I had to fuck that ass, you know I had to do it.   Shit, itôs 

so damn hot my cockôs on fire.ò 

 

As he pounded ass Steveôs fantasy came alive.  That magnificent man who had bounded into 

his office, then thrown himself on the couch, his masculinity filling the room, model-perfect 

muscles bulging under his gym gear, his tanned features beaming with confidence and mischief 

é this was the man he was fucking, the man begging for more.   The face in the mirror morphed 

from Jason to Grady and he knew he couldnôt resist him.     

 

ñNow youôre gonna cum for me Grady é youôre gonna cum ócos you love my dick ramrodding 

that ass, donôt you?   Shit, man, youôre so fucking hot I canôt hold back.   This is it man, what 

youôve been craving all the time.   Iôm gonna make you shoot that jizz all over the glass.  Oh 

fuck é. fuck é fuck é. Aaagh é..!!ò 
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Steve unloaded his pent up juice deep in Jasonôs ass while the fireman whooped in triumph as 

he watched himself shoot sperm over the glass, obscuring the glorious vision of the naked 

fireman who had just had his ass reamed. 

 

Ben kept filming as he watched Steve turn Jason round and hold him tight in his arms, kissing 

him ravenously until Jasonôs lips hurt.   Jason pushed gently away and smiled at Steve.    

 

ñBuddy, I donôt know what all that was about but it was hotter than hell.   óCourse, you know itôs 

not considered good etiquette to murmur one guyôs name while youôre fucking another.   But 

when it feels that incredible you wonôt hear me complain.  Shit, man, you were like a stallion in 

heat.  Any time you wanna fuck one man and fantasize about some other guy, just call on me.   

I can use a great fuck like that anytime.ò 

 

Steve stared into Jasonôs blue eyes.   ñBuddy, Iôm sorry about that.    I canôt explain now but, 

whatever I said, you, Jason, are a spectacular fuck.   So fucking gorgeous.   Listen I canôt stay, 

gotta get home.ò  He kissed him again.   ñYouôre a great guy.   Take care of my kid brother.ò   He 

pulled on his boxers, grabbed the rest of his clothes, ruffled Benôs hair, ñbye little brother,ò and 

disappeared, near naked, through the gate. 

 

Jason put his arm round Benôs shoulder and chuckled.   ñWell what the hell did you make of 

that, kiddo?    And who the hell is Grady?ò 

 

ñDonôt have a clue, sir.  But it looked awesome and,ò waving the camera, ñI got it all on this.ò 

 

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

 

Of course, Steveôs unusual behavior spread round the house like a forest fire, especially with 

rumors of a video, courtesy of Ben.   Randy and Bob discussed it before they went to bed.   

ñWhat the fuckôs going on with my brother Steve?ò Randy demanded.  ñWord is that heôs 

behaving like fucking lunatic.ò 

 

Bob held his silence and Randy stared at him.   ñYou know, donôt you?   You know what this is 

all about.ò 

 

Bob frowned uneasily.   ñI have a feeling Steveôs just not thinking too clearly right now.  He and 

Lloyd are just going through some é. stuff, is all.ò 

 

ñMy brother Ben told me he came to Jasonôs house and fucked the shit out of the fireman, and 

he was rambling on about someone theyôd never heard of.ò   Randy glared at Bob.   ñIs there 

another man involved in this, someone whoôs fucking with my brotherôs head?ò 

 

Bob grimaced, ñUh, I would just leave that for Steve to é..ò 
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ñ é ôCoz if there is I wanna know about it.   Listen, anyone who injures one of my brothers, 

fucks with his mind or whatever, he answers to me.ò 

 

ñRandy, cool it.  Your brotherôs a big boy and can take care of himself.  Just donôt get involved.ò 

 

ñDonôt get involved?!ò Randy roared.   ñListen, asshole, Steve may be a bigshot shrink and all 

but Iôm the head of that family and I take care of my brothers ï always have, always will.   Steve 

and Lloyd have got a good thing going there and I will personally deal with any mother fucker 

who tries to mess it up ï and that wonôt be pretty.ò 

 

ñRandy,ò Bob said soothingly, ñlike I said, stay out of it.ò   Fat chance, Bob thought to himself as 

he watched Randy grit his teeth and clench his fists.  But he eventually calmed down and 

grinned at Bob.   ñSorry I called you an asshole, buddy.  Youôre not an asshole.ò 

 

ñThanks, I guess Iôll take that as a compliment,ò Bob smiled, ñthough it sets the bar a bit low.ò 

 

ñAsshole,ò Randy grinned and grabbed Bobôs butt.   ñHmm, while weôre on the subject of asses 

é letôs go to bed, big guy.ò 

 

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

 

Steve slept that night clinging onto Lloyd like the night before but his obsession wouldnôt go 

away.   Next day he was scheduled to work at his home office, where he saw patients every 

Tuesday and Friday.  He called his Beverly Hills office early and spoke to his receptionist.    

ñHey Ruth, youôre already there.  Er, remember that patient who came in late the day before 

yesterday ï name of Grady?   Did he by chance make a follow-up appointment?ò 

 

ñYes, Steve, he did, on his way out.  I told him itôs normal to let a week go by but he said he 

wanted to see you as soon as possible.ò  She chuckled.  ñGuess you worked the usual magic on 

him, doctor.   Anyway as he lives in Laurel Canyon not far from you I told him you saw patients 

at your home on Friday and I could fit him in then ï thatôs today actually.   Heôs on the patient list 

I emailed you ï three oôclock this afternoon, your last patient.  I hope I did the right thing.ò 

 

There was a long silence.   ñEr yeah, of course Ruth, thatôs fine.  Iôll be home alone all day, 

perfect for seeing patients.  So thanks, Ruth ï have a great weekend.ò 

 

ñYou too, doctor.ò   Steve put down the phone and murmured softly, ñDamn, damn, damn.ò 

 

#            #            # 
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Chapter 265 – “Steve & Grady” 

 
Ordinarily it would have been a perfect day for seeing patients in his home office, but Steve was 

not in an ordinary frame of mind ï far from it.    

 

Lloyd had told him that he would be home late as he had to attend the Friday meeting of the 

construction company directors, Randy, Bob, Mark and Zack.  ñCould go on a long time 

depending on the mood of that brother of yours,ò Lloyd grinned. ñStill I see you have a full slate 

of patients to keep you busy.   Bob has asked us for dinner later ï a chance for us to unwind.ò  

 

Steve didnôt mention that Grady would be one of those patients.   It was an instinctive omission, 

which he later justified to himself with the rather flawed logic that he didnôt name his other 

patients to Lloyd so why should he mention Grady?   Besides, that was doctor/patient privilege.  

Never mind that Grady was Lloydôs gym buddy and had been referred by Lloyd in the first place. 

 

So Lloyd drove off to the construction site leaving Steve alone.   As he sat at his desk and 

pulled up the computer files of todayôs patients he found it hard to concentrate ï except on one 

name on the list, the name that had obsessed him the last two days, the name that had stirred 

images he had masturbated to several times. 

 

Even now he switched to Google Images and scrolled down the long list of pictures of the 

stunning underwear model, resisting with difficulty the temptation to pull out his cock and jerk off 

looking at them.   He was saved by the bell, or rather the buzzer from the gate.   His first patient. 

 

Steveôs office was on the side of the house with its own well-marked entrance, so patients knew 

to drive through the gate and walk round to the side entrance.   Steve took a deep breath and 

tried to clear his mind so he could give his full attention to his patient. 

 

To say it was a tough day would be an understatement.   The flow of patients was smooth 

enough, and concentrating on their problems helped him, but as soon as each patient left his 

heart began to beat faster and his attention wandered ï until the distraction of his next client. 

 

By lunchtime he was a mess and was glad for the hour and a half break.   He went to the 

bathroom to pee and as he stood there holding his cock his impulse was to jerk off to the image 

of Grady that was always in his mind.   But again he resisted the temptation and went to the 

kitchen to fix himself a sandwich.   He never touched alcohol until his workday ended ï but this 

time was an exception and he opened a bottle of Chardonnay.    

 

With food inside him and a slight buzz from a couple of glasses of wine he managed to relax 

more.   He stretched out on a couch and lay on his back, hands behind his head, looking up at 

the ceiling.   

 

He smiled wryly and murmured out loud, ñPhysician, heal thyself.   Get a grip Steve, this is 

ludicrous ï itôs not you.   Youôve got a great lover, great home, all the trimmings of success.   
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You gonna throw it all away for some infatuation with an underwear model, that would last a 

couple weeks at most?    Come on, man, youôve treated hundreds of sexually compulsive guys 

ï you know the drill ï get rid of the triggers, lose the fantasies and concentrate on real life.ò 

 

He closed his eyes and thought of his next patient, an older man who was losing his sexual 

potency ï erectile dysfunction, almost no libido, ready to call it quits on a sex life.  óThink of it as 

an opportunity to focus your energies on other aspects of life instead of chasing sex,ô Steve 

would tell the patient.   He grinned, ñThat goes for you too, asshole.   Cut the crap, get on with 

your life.   Grady is your patient é Grady is your patient.ò    It became a mantra ï and it helped. 

 

He jumped up, went to the bathroom and splashed water on his face.   He started at himself in 

the mirror.   ñYou can do it big guy.  Youôre in control, always have been.   Youôre a doctor.   So 

be a doctor and then go down and have dinner with the guys who all love and respect you.ò 

 

He had two more patients, the older guy at 1:30, then Grady at 3pm.  (óGrady is your patientô).   

The gate buzzer went and a few minutes later his session with the libido-less guy began.   It 

went well, with Steve in full control and the patient very responsive.   At the end the man shook 

his hand gratefully.   ñYouôre a terrific doctor, Steve.   I hope that one day ï many, many years 

from now ï when youôre in the same position as I, youôll be able to give yourself the same 

advice as you just gave me.ò 

 

That helped too.   óA terrific doctorôé giving advice é and taking his own advice.   He could do 

that é he was doing that.  The mantra ï Grady is your patient.  One last patient ï then dinner. 

 

A quarter to three.  Grady would probably be late again like the last time.  Steve was wearing 

Friday-casual clothes, jeans, loafers and a loose white dress shirt.   He should change the shirt.  

He went to the bedroom and pulled out another ï no, not that one ï nor thaté.   He went to the 

gym drawer and pulled out a favorite gray V-neck T-shirt that he knew flattered him (as if he 

needed flattering).    He pulled it on and admired himself in the mirror.  ñYeah, perfect.ò 

 

Steve never stopped to think that he had just dressed to make himself as attractive as possible.   

Or if the thought did cross his mind he suppressed it immediately.   He was ready, relaxed.   He 

could handle this.  

 

The buzzer sounded é.  five to three é he was early.   Steve breathed deeply, said a cheery 

ñHi, Grady,ò into the intercom and buzzed open the gate.    Steve was feeling good about 

himself as he went to the front door expecting to see Gradyôs car.   But he had left it outside the 

gate and was walking down the long drive in that confident loping stride of his, his mop of unruly 

black hair blowing in the breeze.    

 

He was wearing flip-flops, baggy cargo shorts, and a loose, faded black T-shirt, like stuff he had 

unthinkingly pulled from the pile of clean laundry.  So casual ï not flaunting himself, not trying to 

be sexy ï not trying to be anything.   He had no need.   He already was é everything.  
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As he came close he flashed that gleaming smile and his pale green eyes sparkled with 

pleasure.   ñHey, doc!ò    Steve felt all his carefully constructed resolve drain from his body.  He 

was helpless.   His mantra was a joke. 

 

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

 

Grady raised his arm and clamped his hand round Steveôs in an upward handshake, then pulled 

him close in a shoulder bump and a macho embrace.    ñDamn itôs good to see you again, 

dude,ò Grady said as their bodies pressed together, including their bulging crotches.   

 

Grady looked down at the bulge in Steveôs jeans   ñI guess youôre pleased to see me too, eh, 

doc?   Well back at ya, dude,ò he laughed grabbing his own crotch.  ñLike I said before, weôre 

two of a kind.ò     

 

Steve gulped and Grady pulled away and raised his hands in the air in a hands-off gesture.   

ñOops, sorry, doc.   There I go again.  Shit, I have to keep repeating to myself, óIôm his patient, 

Iôm his patientô, like a fucking mantra.   But I promise, no hanky-panky this time, doc.   That 

stupid thing I did last timeé.ò    He was referring to his first therapy visit when had impulsively 

kissed and hugged the doctor, a gesture Steve had momentarily welcomed but then broke away 

and said sternly that it was not permitted between doctor and patient.  

 

ñItôs forgotten, Grady.ò 

 

ñYeah, me too, doc.ò  He looked up at the sun beating down from a cloudless sky, shielded his 

eyes and squinted.   (Every small gesture like this seemed incredibly sexy to Steve.)   ñShit 

damn itôs hot é. look Iôm sweating already.ò   He raised his arm and sniffed the armpit of his T-

shirt.   (Longing to do that too, Steveôs cock lurched.)   

 

ñYou know, I havenôt seen rain ever since I came out to L.A.   When did it last rain here anyway, 

doc ï twenty years or so ago?ò  He threw his head back and laughed.   Not that youôll hear me 

complain.   Hell when I used to do some of those swimwear shoots on the East Coast it was 

colder than a witchôs tit.   But out here in this heat Iôd hang around pretty much buck naked while 

they set up the shot and not give it a thought.ò  Steve imagined that a lot of the crew gave it 

more than a thought.   

 

ñMost of the time on a warm-weather shoot weôd é.. oh-oh, there I go again, doc, shooting my 

mouth off.   Always do that when Iôm nervous.   So zip it, Grady, or the docôll think your some 

kinda air-head.ò    

 

He ran his fingertips across his closed lips and twisted them at the corner like a key, his eyes 

sparkling.   It was a gesture Steve had seen young Eddie do many times and it always made 

him smile.  Now it was as if Eddieôs mischievous sense of fun had imbued itself in this playful, 

stunningly beautiful man, and it did not detract one whit from his innate masculinity. 

 



3729 
 

ñNervous, you say?ò asked Steve as they walked toward the house.   ñWhy would you be 

nervous about therapy?   Itôs not brain surgery, you know.ò 

 

ñOh yes it is, doc é thatôs exactly what it is.   And when you start digging around in there, 

thereôs no knowing whatôll jump out.ò    

 

They went into the house where Grady stopped dead and looked around.   ñHey, great pad, 

dude.   Awesome.  Guess the shrink racket pays pretty good, uh?    They tell me Iôll be earning 

a bunch when this movie starts.   Guess Iôll be rich, but I donôt think moneyôs all that important 

really, do you?ò 

 

ñYou will when you have it, Grady.ò 

 

ñYeah, but feelings are far more important.   Thatôs what lifeôs all about, donôt you think, doc?ò   

His green eyes pierced Steveôs and he went weak at the knees.  ñShit, will you listen to me 

rambling on é next thing Iôll be breaking into song.   I got a pretty good voice too é.ò 

 

ñGrady,ò Steve smiled, ñif we stand here much longer weôll use up all your fifty minutes 

discussing your singing voice and other trivia.   Not that you donôt have a great speaking voice.  

Itôs actually very sexy é.ò   Damn, he caught himself and said quickly, ñSo why donôt we go into 

my office and begin the session.ò 

 

ñLead on, doc.   Right behind youé.ò 

 

Steve enjoyed treating patients in his home office where the atmosphere was less formal and 

patients were usually more relaxed ï except that this time it was the doctor who found it hard to 

relax.  Grady sprawled on a couch and Steve sat in an armchair facing him.   Steve stretched 

backward to get his clipboard from his desk and Grady smiled salaciously. 

 

ñWhat?ò Steve said. 

 

ñOh nothing,ò Grady grinned.   ñJust that when you stretch like that your muscles flex under that     

T-shirt, which is, by the way, one of the sexiest shirts Iôve ever seen.  Oh shit.  There I go again.  

Doc, youôre the shrink.   Canôt you stop making me talk about you, ócos I know you donôt like it ï 

against the rules or something?ò 

 

ñWell, letôs get down to business.   And by the way, itôs Steve, not doc ï remember?ò 

 

ñSure, Steve.ò   Grady flashed his smile and Steve realized he should have kept it at doc.  He 

had to stay on top of this, though he already felt his resolve weakening. 

 

******************************* 
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ñRight, well what I usually find is that the only way to treat a problem like yours is to get right 

down to the root of it.   So I want to examine your thoughts and impulses when you see an 

attractive man.   For example, since we last met two days ago, have there been any more 

incidents at the gym where you felt compelled to approach a hot guy?ò 

 

ñHmm ï not really, Steve.ò 

 

ñOutside the gym?ò 

 

ñNope ï I havenôt thought about other guys at all.ò 

 

ñGood, very good.  So no masturbation while you fantasized?ò 

 

ñOh, I didnôt say that,ò Grady smiled.   ñIôve whacked off plenty.ò 

 

ñAnd what was the impulse?ò    

 

ñExcuse me?ò  

 

ñI mean, what was the image that made you ejaculate?ò 

 

ñOh that.ò   Grady actually blushed.   ñIôd rather not talk about that.ò 

 

Steve sighed.  ñItôs common for patients to hesitate when we start probing, but you have to trust 

me, Grady.   This is all strictly confidential so you can tell me everything.   Believe me, at this 

point in my career, thereôs nothing can shock me.   So what was your masturbatory image?ò 

 

Grady winced, hesitated, and said.   ñI canôt tell you, doc é. ócos you told me not to.ò 

 

Steve frowned.  ñIôm sorry é I donôt follow.ò 

 

Grady jumped up and paced the room with his familiar pose of hands clasped behind his head.   

ñThis ainôt gonna work, Steve.   I shouldnôt have come here ï I almost didnôt ï I dialed your 

number to cancel then hung up before it rang.   But when I got here, saw you come out of the 

house, I knew I was in the right place.ò    

 

As Grady paced nervously Steve saw his muscles ripple under his loose clothes and tried to 

divert his thoughts to the question of how it is that a perfect body always looks perfect even 

when covered with baggy clothes.  But when he saw the shape of Gradyôs rock hard cock under 

his shorts Steve was mesmerized.  

 

Grady finally stopped pacing and threw himself back on the couch.   He avoided eye contact at 

first, but then the pale green eyes looked steadily at Steve.  ñOK, doc, since you insist.   I 

couldnôt tell you who I beat off to ócos you told me not to talk about you.  Yeah, of course, itôs 



3731 
 

you Iôve been thinking about ever since I left you.   Thatôs why I paid no attention to other guys 

é I was too busy jacking off over the image of you seared in my brain.ò   He paused, trying to 

calm down. 

 

ñWhat made it worse was knowing that my feelings for you were not reciprocated.   You made 

that clear last time when I came onto you and you pushed me away, telling me it was wrong and 

that I was just your patient, nothing else.   Itôs so damned ironic.   Most guys I come on to fall at 

my feet.   Then I meet the one guy I really feel a connection to, a guy Iôm crazy about, and thatôs 

the one man I canôt have.   I made a complete fool of myself telling you over and over how sexy 

you were, knowing all the time you didnôt want to hear it.ò 

 

Steve glimpsed tears in Gradyôs eyes as he went on.   ñOK, I know Iôve ruined it and youôre 

gonna can me, end our therapy.   But now that Iôve spilled my guts I might as well tell you the 

whole thing before you throw me outé 

 

ñYeah, Iôve thought about you non-stop, fantasized about what might have happened last time 

when I kissed you and held you.   I dreamed that you were hot for me too, you pushed me on 

the floor, ripped off my gym clothes looked down at me butt naked waiting for you.   You 

stripped off your shirt and tie and I got to see that phenomenal body.    

 

ñYou dropped to your knees, pushed my legs in the air and fucked me.   I got to feel that huge 

cock inside my ass, to see that gorgeous body rising over me, and then to feel that hot studôs 

juice inside me.  And thatôs when I busted a huge load. 

 

ñI imagined coming back the next day and we abandoned all pretense of therapy and got naked 

in seconds, rolling on the floor, you fucking me again and again until my fifty minutes were up.   

Huh,ò he laughed through his tears, ña fifty minute fuck.  And Iôd have given anything for just five 

minutes in your arms.  And when I arrived today and saw you smiling at me in that gorgeous 

gray shirt that makes you look so fucking hot I thought for a second youôd put it on to look sexy 

for me.   But I was wrong. 

 

Grady stood up.  ñIôm sorry, Steve.   Iôve made such a damn fool of myself and embarrassed 

you.   Youôre a great guy ï but I wonôt be bothering you again.   Goodbye, doc.ò 

 

He turned toward the door.  Steve watched him go and willed himself to let him go, never to see 

him again.    It was best to end it right now é it was the best thing é. he would be free. Gradyôs 

hand was on the doorknob é. 

 

ñGradyé.ò   He heard his own voice, saw Grady turn round, saw the moist green eyes.   ñYou 

were right.   I did put on this shirt just for you é so I would look hot for you.    Everything you 

described ï the endless thoughts, the fantasies, the masturbation é it was the same for me too 

é all of it.  Youôre one of the most beautiful men Iôve ever seen.  And I want you. 

 

********************************** 
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They stared at each other in silence, feeling a passion rising within them of an intensity they had 

rarely felt before.   They walked forward slowly, eyes locked on each other.  When they were 

close they reached forward and pulled each otherôs shirt off over the head.   ñMan,ò Steve 

murmured, running his hands over the contours of the athleteôs impeccably sculpted chest and 

abs.   ñEven more beautiful than I could imagine.ò 

 

Their mouths came together in a wild, churning kiss.  The devoured each other, tongues probing 

hungrily, hands running over each otherôs face and through the hair.  They pulled the otherôs 

head back by the hair and licked the face, the cheeks, the eyes é  

 

Grady pulled away and stared into the sparkling blue eyes of the man he hungered for.   ñGod, 

Steve, Iôve wanted this since the first second we met.   That face é that body éò   He licked 

Steveôs neck, then ran his tongue down the cleft between his pecs and bent down to trace the 

ridges of his abs with his tongue.   Gripping Steveôs slim waist he fell to his knees and clamped 

his mouth over the bulging denim of his jeans, sucking in the warmth of his shuddering cock.  

 

He eased back and ripped open Steveôs jeans, reached inside the shorts and pulled out the 

huge, thick rod, hard as steel.    ñHoly shit, that is fucking gorgeous.ò   He pulled the jeans down 

over Steveôs balls and licked them ravenously.  He buried his face in the damp wiry mass of 

pubic hair, inhaling deeply, tasting, smelling the male essence of the man.   He licked the iron 

shaft all the way up, sucked in the pre-cum oozing from the head, then gazed up at Steve.   

 

ñI gotta have this, man.   I gotta have this rod in my mouth, in my ass.   I wanna make love to it.   

He clamped his mouth over Steveôs cock, slammed his face forward and, incredibly, swallowed 

the whole massive club down his throat without gagging once.   He pulled all the way off, gazed 

at it, then swallowed it again. 

 

Steve gazed down in disbelief at the sight of this macho, square-jawed jock, the stunning model 

on the billboard he had jerked off to é and here he was, on his knees, sucking his cock, tears 

running down his cheeks, groaning in ecstasy.  Steve grabbed his dark, curly hair and pulled his 

face forward, again and again, down onto his bulging cock that strained for release.  He was 

power-fucking his face, this spectacular man ï charming, funny, alive, charismatic ï and totally 

fucking gorgeous. 

 

Steve was stripped of free-will é all he saw, all he felt, was Grady é he was in thrall to him é 

he couldnôt hold back, didnôt want to.   His balls were bursting and suddenly he heard himself 

scream, ñNo é not yet é not yet é. I é aaagh!!ò   His cock exploded and he felt Gradyôs throat 

muscles clenching as he gulped down Steveôs juice.    Angry with himself for cumming too soon 

Steve pulled out and his cock erupted again, slamming hot jizz into the beautiful face staring 

wildly up at him. 

 

He had never seen anything more beautiful.   The once proud, arrogant face of the billboard 

underwear model was gazing up at him, stubbled jaw sagging open, come oozing over his lips 
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and running down his chin and neck.   His face too streamed with cum ï over his forehead, over 

his eyes, his cheeks, mingling with his tears, matted in his tangled hair. 

 

Steve howled, ñYou are so fucking gorgeous,ò and sank to his knees.  He fell forward on Grady 

and pushed him on his back on the floor.  He stared down at the semen-covered face and 

breathed, ñMan, I gotta have you ï everything ï all of it.ò   He licked the cum from Gradyôs face, 

from his eyes, his cheeks, then closed his mouth over Gradyôs, sucking the cum out of it, 

sharing it, drowning in it.    

 

In an instant they were rolling together over the floor, bodies grinding together, groping, 

grabbing, feeling every contour of the otherôs muscular body.    Frantically they pulled at each 

otherôs pants, eager to be naked.  Grady got up on his knees, shoved Steve over onto his 

stomach, pulled Steveôs jeans down over his feet and flung them aside.   ñOh, man,ò he yelled 

seeing the hard mounds of Steveôs ass for the first time.   ñThat fucking asséò he slapped it 

hard é ñthat fucking ass é!ò He slapped it again.   

 

Steve turned over, pulled Grady down on top of him and once again they were grappling all over 

the floor, limbs entwined in an erotic wrestling match pitting muscle against muscle.   Then it 

was Grady face down on the floor and Steve staring down at his cargo shorts.   He yanked them 

down hard from the waist, saw the crack of his ass appear, and then é.   

 

ñHoly shit,ò Steve breathed.   He was looking down at the muscular back, tapering from broad 

shoulders down V-shaped lats to a slim, tight waist.   And rising from the waist the most perfect 

pair of white globes, curving down to the top of his muscled thighs.  Sharp tan lines set off the 

white flesh of his rounded cheeks against the golden tan of the spectacular body.  ñShit,ò Steve 

groaned, ñshit that ass is so fucking beautiful itôs enough to make grown men weep.   I gotta 

have it, stud.   I gotta have it.ò 

 

He slammed the palms of his hands on the solid mounds and squeezed them hard.   Then the 

doctor pulled back on his knees and stared in a trance at the exquisite ass.   He knew only one 

thing é.òI gotta have it, man é. That ass is mineé!!ò    His raised his arm and slapped it, then 

again and again, first the palm then the back of his hand.ò 

 

Grady went wild.  ñYeah é. whip that ass, man é I love it é. you know, donôt you? é. you 

know what I want, what I need.ò   He raised his head and found himself looking in the floor-

length wall mirror, staring up at the rugged, naked bodybuilder, his muscles rippling as his arm 

whaled away at his ass.  He yelled, ñMy ass is yours. Steve.   Do what you want é. hurt it é 

whip it é fuck it.ò   His shout became a sob é ñI want your dick in my ass so bad.    Please, sir, 

fuck my ass.ò 

 

Driven to a pitch of desire Steve stopped slapping and gazed down at the white globes now 

bearing the red imprints of his hand.   ñNo, no, Iôm sorry, man, I marked that beautiful ass.ò   He 

fell on his stomach between Gradyôs legs and pressed his cheek against the ass cheeks.   He 

kissed the red welts and licked the tender white mounds, bringing balm to tortured flesh.   He 
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pulled back, spread the cheeks with his hands and found himself looking at the tight hole, 

surrounded by wisps of black hair. 

 

ñI hurt your ass, Grady,ò he whispered.   ñBut Iôll heal it.ò   He buried his face between the ass 

cheeks and licked the soft hair, then the hole itself, which clenched instinctively.   He licked the 

sphincter until it relaxed, then pushed his tongue inside it ï just the tip at first until he felt the 

warm membrane and then probed deeper, deeper. 

 

He felt the sinewy body ripple under him, heard the sob of ecstasy as the young jock reached 

forward and clawed at the carpet beneath the mirror.   Steve was finally inside the man, his 

tongue making love to his ass.   Inside him!   Thatôs where he needed to be, that was the image 

in his fantasies, the image he had masturbated over so many times.   And now the stunning 

athlete was beneath him, waiting é waiting to get his ass ploughed by his doctor. 

 

Steveôs face pulled back from his ass, his hand reached forward and he ran his fingers through 

the thick black hair at the nape of Gradyôs neck.   He stroked it and the manôs groans grew 

louder.   Then he grabbed the hair on his head and pulled it back, forcing Grady to stare at him 

in the mirror.   His green eyes were wet with tears as he gazed at the mirror image of the man 

who right at this moment was his whole world, the sole object of his desire. 

 

Steve smiled at him in the mirror.   ñYou really want it, donôt you, stud?   Let me hear it é I love 

hearing a macho gym jock beg to get his ass fucked.ò 

 

ñDonôt torture me like this, doc.   You know I want it real bad, since the minute I laid eyes on 

you.ò   His handsome face winced.    ñI wanna feel your dick in my ass.   Please, sir, please fuck 

me ï hammer my ass, pound it, hurt it.   You can do anything to me, sir, anything é. everything.   

Just so long as you fuck me.   You want me to beg?   OK, Iôm begging you.   Please, Steve é. 

please fuck me.ò 

 

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

 

And so it began.   Steve reached sideways toward a jar of lube but Grady said, ñNo, please, not 

that.   I wanna feel all of it é all of your dick as it pushes into me.   My ass is already spit-slick 

from your tongue.  But Iôd take it dry é. just so long as youôre inside me.ò 

 

Steve fell forward, kissed the nape of Gradyôs neck, pressed his cock lengthwise against his 

ass, sliding it up and down between his cheeks.    He whispered in Gradyôs ear, ñFeel that long 

shaft rubbing against your ass, stud?   Feels good, eh?   Imagine how good itôs gonna feel 

inside you, that huge dick pushing inside your ass, deeper and deeper into your gut.ò 

 

Driven wild with desire Gradyôs face was on the carpet moaning, ñDo it, man é please é. 

pleaseé.ò 
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Steve lowered his face to the floor and turned Gradyôs head to face him.   Their eyes, their lips 

were inches apart.   They gazed at each other, saw themselves reflected in each otherôs eyes.   

Steve smiled.  ñThis is what weôve both wanted all along, Grady.   Feel it?   Feel that rod press 

against your hole?   Aaah, there it is, the headôs inside, now here it comes, slowly, inch after 

inch, sliding down your chute, deeper, deeper, all the way.  Iôm inside you, man.  My cockôs 

touching the back of your ass é one last push andé.ò 

 

Gradyôs eyes opened wide in disbelief as he felt Steveôs cock slide over the inner sphincter and 

come to rest in the deepest, hottest chamber of his ass.    A bolt of exquisite pain flashed from 

Gradyôs balls and consumed his entire body.   He opened his mouth in a scream that was 

silenced by Steveôs mouth closing over his.    Ravenously they kissed, licked, bit each otherôs 

lips as the doctorôs long shaft lay motionless in the athleteôs ass, the cock and the ass pulsing in 

unison, driven by their pounding heartbeats. 

 

Finally Grady pulled his head back and gasped, ñMan, that feels é it feels é oh shit éfuck é 

fuck.   It feels so good inside me.   Fuck me, man.ò  He screamed, ñFuck my ass!ò 

 

Steve sprang into action.   He pulled back up onto his knees with his cock still in Gradyôs ass as 

he lay face down on the floor.   Steve reached down grabbed Gradyôs wrists, and pulled his 

arms back so they were stretched straight back behind him.   He pulled them back further, lifting 

Gradyôs chest off the floor, then his pelvis, so his ass moved back onto Steveôs cock, pushing it 

in deeper than ever.    

 

They stared at the incredible sight in the mirror.   The muscular jock, the swimwear model from 

the billboard, was trapped beneath the naked bodybuilder, arms stretched, body arched 

backward, his ass impaled on the iron shaft.     His chiseled features winced in pain, dark curly 

hair falling over his face, tears flowing down his cheeks.   It was one of the most beautiful sights 

Steve had ever seen and he took full advantage of it. 

 

Steve had the young jock in a wresting submission pose, where jerking the wrists closer 

together behind him created unbearable tension in his shoulders and chest.   The captiveôs 

torso flexed hard, chest pushed forward, shoulders bulging.   With his arms stretched behind 

him it looked as if he were flying. 

 

ñAaagh!ò    Steve jerked the wrists closer and pain shot through Gradyôs body.    ñYou know I 

can rip your arms off, Grady.   Youôre helpless ï I can do anything to you.   A man like you, a 

hot, macho muscle stud é I wanna hear you submit to me.   I wanna hear you beg.ò    He 

pushed the wrists even closer, stretching his arms and shoulders unbearably, and Grady 

howled like a wounded animal. 

 

ñI canôt take anymore, man.   OK, I submit to you é. Iôll do anything é. Please, sir, I beg you.   

Fuck me, sir é. Fuck my ass.ò 
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Steve pulled his cock all the way back in Gradyôs ass, then slammed it back in, watching Grady 

writhe beneath him.   But the more he writhed the worse the pain in his arms so he had no 

choice but to watch himself in the mirror and endure the piston driving in his ass.  Grady had 

longed for the doctor to fuck him, but he hadnôt known he wanted it like this.  But he did é and 

Steve knew it. 

 

As Grady stared into the mirror it was like looking at someone else, a beautiful young athlete 

captured by an alpha top-man was torturing his body and pile-driving his ass with his massive 

cock.   He had admired himself in the mirror many times before but he had never seen himself 

like this.  He was addicted to beautiful men é and now he himself was one of the most beautiful 

young jocks he had ever seen, stretched in an agonizing submission hold, a ramrod in his ass. 

 

He looked from himself to Steve whose handsome face was alive with passion, his muscles 

rippling as his hips slammed down on Gradyôs ass.    It was a pornographic fantasy é his ass 

was on fire é his whole body wracked with exquisite pain.    

 

It went on forever, he never wanted it to stop, but when Steve increased the speed and 

pressure of the merciless fuck and stretched his body even further back, Grady knew he had to 

submit.   He gazed at Steve in a trance and moaned, ñYeah, fuck me, man é fuck that ass é 

make me shoot.   Iôm gonna cum é oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me é oh shit é fuck é I love you, 

man é I love you é. Aaaghò 

 

He stared at the arched body of the agonized jock, and watched in awe as his cock erupted with 

a stream of juice that splashed on the floor before him.   He shot again, howling, gasping 

sobbing until his body went limp and sagged forward, his arms still stretched behind him. 

 

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

 

Steve held him like that for a while, staring at the man from the billboard, the beautiful young 

athlete slumped in submission, hanging by his arms, head sagging forward, sobbing, his ass still 

impaled on the rod that had pounded his ass. 

 

At last Steve let go and Grady slumped forward on the floor.   Steve fell on top of him and they 

twisted their heads to face each other.   Through his sobs Grady stammered, ñThat was é. fuck 

é. the best fuck I ever had.   Man, youôre incredible.   The best.ò   Steve smiled and stirred.   

ñNo-no, donôt pull out,ò Grady pleaded.  ñLeave it there é. it feels so good.ò 

 

ñIôm not gonna pull out, Grady, because itôs not over.    You begged me to fuck your ass and by 

God Iôm gonna fuck it.ò   Steve pulled almost all the way out, then grabbed one of Gradyôs legs 

and swung it over until Grady was on his back staring up at him.   Steve pushed the leg up and 

gazed down at his own cock disappearing into the young jockôs perfect ass. 

 

ñOh man, that looks so fucking hot.   Iôm gonna fuck you and fuck you ótil you beg me to stop.ò 
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ñThatôll never happen, doc.  Youôll never hear me say that.ò   Grady managed a teary smile. 

 

Steve was mesmerized by the sight of his own cock sliding in and out of Gradyôs hole, hearing 

him moan, watching his magnificent body move under him, the mounds of his chest, the ridges 

of his washboard abs é and his cock, hard again already, rising up from a thicket of curly black 

pubic hair.   

 

ñOK, buddy, here we go,ò Steve growled.   He pulled Gradyôs legs over his shoulders, thrust his 

cock in deep and leaned forward, bracing his hands on the floor beside Gradyôs face.   Grady 

reached up and ran his hands over Steveôs chest, over his shoulders, down the lats and his 

fingers traced the lines of his eight-pack abs.    ñGorgeous,ò he said, ñso fucking gorgeous é 

and youôre fucking my ass.   Donôt stop, man.   Never stop.ò  

 

As he felt the long pole reaming his ass he clamped his palms over the slabs of Steveôs chest.  

He dug his fingers in hard and clawed at the rock hard muscles, watching Steveôs sculpted 

features wince in pain.   He stroked his nipples, then twisted them hard in his fingers.   Steve 

moved his hands from the floor to Gradyôs chest and worked on his nipples too.   It became a 

minor trial of strength and Grady groaned, ñYeah, work those fucking tits, man é shit I love that 

é harder, man, harder.    

 

Tears were brimming in the eyes of both men when Grady finally said, ñOK, OK, man, I give up 

é you win.ò 

 

Steve didnôt stop fucking but he shifted again, this time clamping Gradyôs wrists hard to the floor.   

A look of surprise crossed Gradyôs face as Steve said, ñTry to get free.ò   

 

Grady stared up at the blue eyes, he clenched his jaw, flexed his muscles and pulled at his 

wrists, but they didnôt move.  He pushed up with all his strength and raised Steveôs hand two 

inches of the floor ï two men pitting muscle against muscle, their arms shuddering with effort.  

In the stalemate that followed veins bulged in Gradyôs straining body for long trembling seconds 

until he yelled, ñFuck you man.ò  He was beaten é he fell back limply.  The man was too strong. 

 

Steveôs eyes gleamed. ñDamn, I love to see a hunk like you struggle.  But youôre my prisoner, 

man.  Youôre helpless, at my mercy.   Now you know how it feels.   I should tie you up é man, 

Iôd love to see you in chains, that magnificent body spread-eagled wondering what Iôm gonna do 

to my prisoner ï fuck him, make him suck dick, whip the muscles of that perfect physique. 

 

ñAahéò   Grady writhed beneath him.   ñYouôre gonna make me cum again.   Man, Iôve never 

got into that kinda stuff, like bondage and pain and shit.  Iôve never wanted stuff like that. 

 

ñUntil now,ò Steve smiled. 

 

Gradyôs eyes opened wide with surprise.   ñHell yes.   Shit, you know everything doc.  But Iôve 

never é Iôm not sure how é I mean, if I could éò 
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ñNo sweat, buddy.   Iôve got a whole basement room set up for that.  Itôll blow your mind.   Soon, 

Grady, soon.   But just now the mere thought of it was gonna make you cum again, so é..ò    

 

He reached over to his discarded jeans, pulled the wide brown belt from them and looked down 

fiercely at the nervous young jock.   He pulled the belt tight between his hands with a loud 

slapping sound, making Grady wince.   Then he leaned forward and looped the belt round 

Gradyôs neck.   He threaded it through the buckle and held the end, his arms stretched out 

sideways, biceps flexed. 

 

ñAaah,ò Grady groaned and reflexively grabbed at the belt round his neck, trying to pull it loose.  

ñNo, man, I donôt think I can é please, I éò 

 

ñQuiet.ò   Steveôs tone suddenly became harsh.   ñYou said I could do anything to you, man.   

You begged me to fuck you.   Damn you, man, now you want me to stop?ò 

 

ñNo, no, donôt stop.   Please, sir, Iôll do anything é. You can do anything.   Look, sir, my ass is 

yours.   He grabbed his own legs behind the knees and pulled them back exposing his asshole 

with Steveôs cock inside it. 

 

ñOK fucker, this is what rough feels like.ò    Steve yanked up on the belt, pulling Gradyôs 

handsome face forward.   It hung from the belt helplessly, a macho jock forced to stare up at his 

captor, his dick buried deep in his ass.   The homoerotic image fired Steve up.    The man was 

so fucking gorgeous, and he was completely at Steveôs mercy.    

 

He pulled his cock back up the chute, paused é. and slammed it back in like a ramrod driving 

into his ass so hard it set Gradyôs head thrashing from side to side, black hair flying, his body 

bucking and writhing under the onslaught of the powerful bodybuilder. 

 

ñAaaghé.ò   Grady reached up desperately in a futile attempt to pull the belt away.   He reached 

further forward clawing at the air, frantic to touch the muscular body pounding down on him.   

He gave up and stretched his arms helplessly off to the sides in a gesture of surrender. 

 

The exultant Steve held the belt tight in one fist while the other pumped triumphantly in the air 

as if he were riding a bucking stallion.   Grady looked up at the naked muscle god pulling on the 

reins round his neck while he rode his ass.   His neck ached and to ease the pain he linked his 

hands behind his neck, his elbows stretched out to the side. 

 

Steve stared in awe.   That was it ï the same pose as in the billboard, hands behind neck, 

biceps bulging in a classic bodybuilder pose.   But now the self-assured swimwear model was 

no longer gazing arrogantly down from the billboard at the salivating driver parked by the road, 

staring up at him, worshipping him, and pumping his dick trying to make the picture come alive.   
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And now it was alive.  That very same young athlete, with the same pose, was staring up at 

Steve with a belt round his neck, tears pouring from his eyes, his superb physique gleaming 

with sweat, his ass impaled on the pile-driver of Steveôs cock.    

 

ñMan,ò Steve yelled, ñyou look so fucking hot like that, youôre making me cum.   I gotta cum in 

your ass, stud.   You wanna feel my hot jizz in your ass?ò 

 

ñYeah,ò Grady howled.   ñFuck that ass é it belongs to you man é. cum in my ass é let me 

feel your juice in me.   He flung his arms out and pumped his fists ï ñI love you, man!ò ï as his 

body spasmed and his cock exploded, spraying semen over his own chest and face. 

 

ñYeah, thatôs it man,ò Steve yelled.   ñFucking beautiful, man é. yeah é here it comes, man é 

fuck, fuck, fuuucké!!ò   He stared wildly down at the shuddering jock, his cum-soaked face 

hanging from the belt,  and Steveôs cock erupted deep inside his ass, pumping hard until it 

oozed out of his ass and ran down over the perfect white globes. 

 

He fell forward on Gradyôs cum-splashed body and they melted into a delirium of uncontrolled 

passion, kissing, moaning, crushing each other in their arms.   Grady moaned, ñMan, that was 

the most spectacular fuck of my life.   And that belt round my neck é. Iôve never é.ò 

 

ñI know, I know,ò Steve said softly.   ñAfter weôve rested a bit Iôm gonna take you down in that 

basement and é.   We have a whole long way to go together, Grady.ò 

 

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

 

A short while later Lloyd came home.   

 

He had seen a car parked at the gate and assumed it must be Steveôs last patient.   The last 

thing he wanted was to make too much noise and interrupt a therapy session so he walked 

quietly round the side of the house to take a quick peek in the window of Steveôs office to make 

sure the patient was still there. 

 

One look was enough and Lloyd pulled back out of sight and blinked in surprise.  Steve and 

Grady were bucked naked, asleep on the floor, entwined in each otherôs arms.  His plan had 

worked.   Steve had obviously played out his fantasy at last of having sex with a patient é. 

They were still there, on the floor.   And it looked like there was more to come. 

 

He didnôt wait to find out é he would leave them alone in the house.  He went quietly through 

the front door and left a note on the hall table.   He found it surprisingly hard to find the right 

words and, after several tries, he wound up with a simple ñGone down to the guysô house for 

dinner.   Come join us when youôre ready.   I love you é L.ò 

 

His confusion over what to write stayed with him as he drove away.   But what was the 

problem? é things had turned out just as he wanted é. hadnôt they?   Still, the sight of the two 
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men wrapped in each otherôs arms made him uneasy é. nervous even.  Instinctively he knew 

that Steve and Grady still had a way to go together, his thoughts ironically echoing the very 

words Steve had spoken. 

 

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

 

ñHey, that was quick,ò Randy shouted as Lloyd walked through the gate.  ñAnd you didnôt even 

change out of that suit and tie.   Whereôs that brother of mine?ò 

 

ñOh, heôll be along.   Had a late patient.ò  But with his acute antennae Bob heard something 

forced in his casual tone.   He looked at him but Lloyd averted his eyes and Bob detected a 

slight blush. 

 

The twins and the boys were already serving dinner at the outdoor table, an evening ritual by 

now, with most of the men and boys present.   Lloyd took off his jacket, loosened his tie and 

took his place at table, careful not to sit opposite Bob, sensing that Bob suspected the truth é. 

which he did, of course.    

 

On the surface the dinner proceeded as usual, but the boys were all carefully attuned to ripples 

beneath the surface and knew that ñsomethingôs upò as Eddie whispered to Brandon and Ben.  

As the meal went on and there was still no sign of Steve the sense of unease became palpable 

and the men found themselves tiptoeing round the subject so as not to embarrass Lloyd. 

 

The meal ended at last, the twins brought out coffee, drinks and the cheeseboard, and it was 

clear that Steve was not coming.   The atmosphere by now was thick with foreboding and 

everyone avoided Lloydôs eyes.   Lloyd was drinking much more than usual and that gave Bob 

his opening.   ñLloyd, if you donôt mind my saying so, I donôt think you should be driving after 

drinking so much, so why donôt you spend the night here?ò 

 

It was as if Bob had flung a lifebelt to a drowning man, and Lloyd grabbed it.   ñYeah, yeah, 

youôre right, buddy, I was thinking the same thing.   But donôt you have pretty much a full house 

tonight?ò 

 

It was true and there was a momentary silence, broken unexpectedly by Mario.   ñYou would be 

welcome to stay in my room, amico.   It has only one bed but itôs a big one and I donôt snore ï at 

least,ò he smiled, ñnobodyôs complained so far.  And to sweeten the offer, I have an old bottle of 

Stravecchio ï Italian brandy ï some espresso from Italy and the creamiest gelato youôve ever 

tasted.  So I could treat you to a night-cap of old Italy if you donôt mind sleeping with me after.ò 

 

Bob flung a smile of gratitude to Mario and Lloyd jumped at the chance.   ñGee, thanks, Mario, 

Iôd be honored to spend the night with you.   Sounds like just what the doctor ordered.ò   His 

unfortunate use of the word ódoctorô made him blush, but he was saved by Eddie, of all people, 

who shouted, ñCan I watch?ò 
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His impudence was infectious as always and was greeted by howls of laughter.   That was the 

perfect moment for Lloyd to make his exit so, thanking them all for dinner (and implicitly for their 

discretion), he put his arm over Marioôs shoulder and they went up to his room.  

 

The boys started to clear away dinner, leaving Bob, Randy, Mark, Zack and Pete at the table.   

There was an uncomfortable silence as Randy morosely dug at the cheese.   Direct as ever he 

growled, ñSo what the fuckôs going on?ò   He pointed the cheese knife at Bob.   ñYou know, donôt 

you, so tell me é and donôt bullshit me.ò 

 

Bob looked at the other guys and sighed.   ñOK, itôs not a big deal and Lloyd acted for the best, 

so he thought.   He wanted to give Steve a present ï to help him live out his buried fantasy of 

sex with a patient.   Lloyd has this gym buddy, apparently a real hot actor-model, who needed 

therapy so Lloyd sent him to Steve, thinking that Steve wouldnôt be able to resist.   My guess is 

he was right.   Steve sees patients at his house on Fridays, so éò 

 

Randy bristled and his eyes blazed.   ñSo right now Steve is up there banging this poncing 

model, is that what youôre saying?    OK, that does it.   No man fucks with my brotherôs head 

and gets away with it.   Iôll fucking rearrange the pretty boyôs face so bad that itôll be a long time 

before he seduces anyone else.   Mother-fucking model!ò he spat the word out contemptuously 

as he banged his fists on the table and pushed himself up out of his seat.    

 

But Mark and Zack on either side of him clamped their hands on his shoulders and pulled him 

back down.   Bob grabbed Randyôs jaw and locked eyes with him.   ñRandy for godôs sake, donôt 

go up there and start busting up the place.   Youôll make things ten times worse.   Weôre talking 

about two consenting adults here é no one seduced anyone é or maybe they seduced each 

other, who cares?   Itôs no concern of ours.   Dammit, if I ever left you to start fooling around with 

some actor would you want brother Steve to come sort me out?ò 

 

ñBullshit, that would never happen.ò 

 

ñOh no?ò Bob said with raised eyebrows.   That took the wind out of Randyôs billowing sails.   

The slightest suggestion that Bob would leave him for someone else sent a shiver of fear 

through Randy and he became compliant.   But Bob saw the blaze of anger in his eyes turn to 

something far worse, the ice-cold menace of retribution.    

 

ñOK,ò Randy said, ñIôll let it ride for tonight, wait for Steve to see sense and dump the son of a 

bitch.   But all of you listen up.ò   He jabbed the cheese knife at them for emphasis.   ñIf that 

mother fucker is not out of my brotherôs life by tomorrow Iôll damn well take him out of it.  And 

none of you assholes can stop me.  Iôll fucking well é.ò 

 

ñRandy,ò Bob said indignantly, ñour friends are not assholes and éò his tone became soothing 

ñé and anyway Iôm real tired so will you just take me to bed?ò 
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ñNo dammit, no way.  And if you get in my way Iôll é.ò   He suddenly saw the shock on their 

faces and realized what he had said.  He folded like a little boy after blurting out ófuck youô to a 

parent.   ñOK,ò he said sullenly.   ñWeôll go to bed.ò   Then nervously, ñYou still wanna sleep with 

me, donôt you?ò 

 

ñIf you recall, Randy, it was my idea in the first place.    Come on é asshole.ò    They got up and 

Bob pushed Randy toward the house, looking back over his shoulder at the others with a shrug 

and an eye-rolling grin. 

 

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

 

And so silence descended on the house at last.   Up in Marioôs room the Italianôs serenity and 

charm was having a healing effect on Lloyd.   The brandy soothed him and the coffee and 

Italian gelato teased his taste buds.   As he watched the handsome young Italian moving around 

the room he knew he couldnôt be in better hands ï and he looked forward to being naked in bed 

with him. 

 

Mario sat down and smiled into Lloydôs eyes.  ñAnd now, amico, do you want to tell me all about 

it?ò 

 

Lloyd sighed with relief.   ñYes Mario.  Yeah, I do.ò 

 

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

 

The scene was far less serene up at the Mulholland house where the action had moved down to 

the basement.  Steve was sprawled naked in an armchair gazing upward and stroking his cock, 

careful not to bust his load.   He wanted this to last. 

 

It was as if Steve was back in his car at the side of the road on Sunset, jacking off looking up at 

the homoerotic billboard of the spectacular young muscle-god showing off his perfect physique 

in the classic pose of hands behind his head, elbows out to the side.   In the picture his torso 

had been turned slightly sideways, flexing his biceps, his chest and abs, his long slim waist 

tapering down to black briefs bulging in front.   His handsome face had smiled down with a look 

of arrogance at the public at his feet ï and especially at Steve in his car. 

 

And now Steve was looking up at the same thing ï almost the same.   Grady was standing 

before him naked except for the same black briefs.  There was a collar round his neck attached 

to a rope stretching up to a hook in the ceiling.    And his wrists were tied to the back of the 

collar, forcing him into the same classic pose as the billboard. 

 

The biggest difference was that the arrogance had gone, replaced by nervous anticipation, and 

the bulge in his briefs was clearly a long hard cock stretching up sideways almost to the top.    

Steve looked up into the pale green eyes. 
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ñIôve done this before with you, Grady.   Once last year I saw your billboard on Sunset and I had 

to pull over and look up at you.   There you were, towering over me, almost naked, glorious é 

so fucking beautiful I had to reach into my pants, grab my cock and jerk off looking at you. 

 

ñAnd now here you are, the same gorgeous young jock in the flesh, even more stunning in 

person, towering above me in exactly the same pose.   The difference is that this time youôre my 

prisoner, tied by the neck, hands tied behind your head é. and thereôs a stain of pre-cum 

spreading over your briefs.  And Iôm here jacking off watching you. 

 

ñAnd this time the arrogance is gone because you are at my mercy.  That stunningly beautiful 

dark haired, chiseled-featured young muscle jock who made me cream my pants a year ago on 

Sunset Boulevard é that same man is right here, a helpless captive in my basement, 

completely at my mercy.ò 

 

Gradyôs heart was beating wildly as he looked down at the rugged, macho stud pounding his 

meat.   His body flexed as he tugged at his restraints but realized he was bound tight.    

 

ñOK, you win.   What are you gonna do to me, man?   Tell me, what you gonna do?ò 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 266  –  “Grady & The Two Brothers” 

 
Steveôs blue eyes pierced Gradyôs.   ñWhat am I gonna do?   Exactly what I fantasized about 

doing when I was sitting in my car beating my meat, like Iôm doing now.   Man, I wanted that 

picture to come to life.   I wanted to see that perfect body move, to strain, struggle.  I wanted to 

see those macho features wincing with the effort to get free.   

 

ñDid you know, Grady, thatôs when a manôs body looks the most spectacular, when he is 

writhing in bondage?  There are videos devoted to that.   And your magnificent body is perfect 

for it.  In the billboard your hands were posed arrogantly behind your head, but I imagined you 

tied in that position.   I fantasized that you were my prisoner and as I told you how I would whip 

you and torture that beautiful body you panicked and tried to free yourself.  And that erotic 

image is what made me cream my shorts that day in my car.   

 

Grady glanced round the room and stirred nervously, his body gleaming under the ceiling 

spotlights.   He saw himself in the mirrors like he had never seen himself before.  Steve was 

right.  He had never looked as hot as he did now, in bondage, and the pre-cum stain spread 

larger over his briefs.     

 

ñYeah, thatôs right, stud, look around you,ò Steve said.   ñThis basement is painted black with 

mirrored walls because itôs like a cell where I get off working on muscle-jocks like you ï except 

that there is no one like you.   Youôre one of a kind, Grady, and Iôm gonna have a ball.ò    
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His voice became more sinister.   ñIôm really gonna enjoy working on that gorgeous body.   And 

that arrogant look of yours on the billboard?   Iôm gonna wipe it from your face and leave you 

sobbing for release.   And man Iôm gonna squeeze every last ounce of jizz from your nuts.   

Youôre gonna blast so many loads of jizz youôll never need to cum again.  See all that equipment 

on the wall ï whips, ropes, shackles, chains?   Iôm gonna use it all to tame you, whip you into 

submission and have you come crawling back for more like a slave to his master.ò 

 

Now Grady was scared.  The tone of the doctorôs voice ï his words, his threats.   It sounded as 

if he meant it é it wasnôt a fantasy any more é Steve had lost control.   Grady tugged again at 

his wrists, for real this time, in growing desperation to get loose.   

 

Steve gazed in awe at the very sight he had visualized all that time ago in his car.   The young 

athlete, stripped down to black briefs, was struggling before his eyes, his muscles flexed hard, 

his biceps bulging as he folded his fingers round the collar and tried to pull it apart.  His body 

writhed, twisting from side to side, lats and waist stretched as his torso strained. 

 

Gradyôs handsome face grimaced and he pleaded, ñMan, Iôm not into this é let me go, doc é I 

donôt wanna get hurt.  Let me go éò       

 

That was it.   Thatôs what Steve had imagined é the fantasy of the muscular young jock had 

come to life é it was incredible, pornographic.   ñItôs so fucking beautifulé.. Aaagh!ò   Steve 

pumped his cock feverishly to an explosion of cum that splashed back onto his abs and chest. 

 

Grady stared in a trance at the rugged doctor, his naked body running with white juice, chest 

heaving as the last spurts of cum drained from his cock.   Then he looked up at his own mirror 

image ï at the bound jock, his magnificent body gleaming with sweat.   He looked spectacular.    

His cock was throbbing so hard the head protruded over the top of his briefs.     

 

Now it was Grady who lost control and in his delirium the man in the mirror was a stranger.    

ñDamn he looks hot é.  Yeah, work on that body, man, whip him, fuck him é yeah é. fuck 

yeah.ò   He pulled frantically at his wrists, tugged at the collar and é ñyeaahh!!ò é Cum spurted 

from the head of his cock up to his stomach and ran down the ridges of his eight-pack abs.  He 

stared wildly at Steve é and then his tear-stained face dropped forward in exhaustion. 

 

Steve gazed at him spellbound.   It was better than he could ever have imagined in his wildest 

dreams.   He stood up, rested his hand gently under Gradyôs chin and lifted his face.  Their eyes 

met and Steve said softly, ñIôm sorry, Grady, I scared you.  Thatôs as bad as physical pain and 

Iôm sorry é. Itôs just that you looked soé.ò 

 

Grady grinned.   ñDonôt sweat it, doc.  That was fucking awesome, so damn sexy.  I panicked for 

a minute is all ï you made it all so real.   But I knew you would never hurt me é. though I 

wouldnôt mind seeing that guy in the mirror get whipped a little.ò 
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ñLater, stud, when you know me better and trust me instinctively no matter what.   In the 

meantime, you are a man to be worshipped.   Has anyone ever worshipped you, Grady?ò 

 

Grady frowned.   ñWorshipped?   I dunno, depends what you mean.   I guess guys have jerked 

off thinking about me, a couple of them while they looked at me, but é worshipped?ò 

 

ñYou saw yourself in the mirror Grady.   That is about as hot as it gets and I know it made you 

cum.   One thing I said just now was true, I am gonna drain you dry of jism.   Youôre gonna cum 

again and again for me.   Here, letôs make you comfortable first.   You want me to release you?ò 

 

ñNo ... no é it é it feels good.ò   He grinned.   ñI really get off being at your mercy.ò 

 

ñGood, but letôs do this.ò   Quickly he released Gradyôs hands and let him shake his arms at his 

sides.   Then he re-tied his wrists to two ropes that hung from above him.   His arms were raised 

but not stretched, his elbows bent and his wrists level with his head.   Steve unhooked the rope 

from the collar but left the collar round his neck.   He grinned, ñYou should always keep that on 

é. looks beautiful on you.ò 

 

He took a step back.   ñAnd talking of beautiful.   Take a look at yourself.ò    He stood aside so 

Grady had a clear look at the mirror.   He was able to walk forward a few steps, elbows out to 

the side, forearms raised.  He flexed his biceps in a basic bodybuilder pose and grinned.  ñYeah, 

youôre right as usual, doc.  That guy looks fucking hot.ò 

 

ñYup,ò Steve said, ña man made to be worshipped.   Itôs called body worship, Grady é and 

thatôs exactly what I wanted to do in my car that day.   And now I can. 

 

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

 

Steve surprised Grady by reaching for his jeans, pulling them on and buttoning them up 

beltless.   He put on the V-neck T-shirt that Grady found such a turn on, then sat back down in 

the armchair and stroked the bulge in his jeans, gazing up at the bound jock.  Grady stared 

down at him tingling with excitement.   

 

Steve proceeded to re-live that day, describing to Grady and himself everything he had done 

and felt.   Only now he was able to act it out as he described it.   ñThis is what I was wearing that 

day when I saw you on that billboard and had to pull over.   The mere sight of you gave me an 

instant boner.   I   ripped open my jeans and pulled out my cock é like this.  Jeez, I remember 

é. it was as hard as it is now.   I stroked it like this, staring up at you. 

 

ñI could have shot my load right away but I held back.   I wanted it to last.  Those arrogant eyes 

of yours were staring down at me and I wanted you to lust for me as I did for you.   So I pulled 

off my shirt like this é. and imagined you could see me, stripped to the waist in jeans as I 

pounded my meat.   I thought you really were looking down at me and thatôs what caused the 

bulge in your briefs ócos you wanted me so bad.ò 
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ñWell, you got that last bit right,ò Grady said.   ñShit, if Iôd really been there I would have climbed 

down off that billboard, got into your car and licked your chest, sucked your dick and swallowed 

your cum.ò 

 

ñI fantasized about that too,ò Steve said.  ñBut it didnôt happen so I imagined that I made the first 

move.   By now I was deep into the fantasy.ò   He got out of the chair and stood up.  ñI imagined 

getting out of my car and looking up at you, flexing my body to make you want me.ò 

 

Grady pulled at the ropes above him and moaned, ñOh, shit, man, donôt do this to me.   You look 

so damn hot.ò   Shirtless in blue jeans Steve looked spectacular and Grady felt himself being 

pulled into the fantasy.  ñWhat happened next?ò he asked. 

 

ñI imagined standing in the street staring up at you.   ñGod, you were beautiful ï and I wanted to 

worship you ï to show you how much I wanted you.   I knew exactly how I would do it.ò   Slowly 

Steve sank to his knees then fell flat on his stomach his arms stretched forward é and he 

started to crawl.ò 

 

ñAaah!ò   Gradyôs body shuddered as he stood bound by the wrists and gazed down in disbelief 

at the extraordinary sight.   This dominant alpha bodybuilder was on his belly dragging himself 

toward him.   The muscles in his shoulders and back rippled, his wide lats tapering down to his 

slim waist cinched by his jeans and é shit é that ass.  As his legs moved in a crawl the twin 

bulges flexed inside his jeans. 

 

Grady longed to get free, to fall on that ass, press his face on the blue denim and bury it 

between the cheeks.  He wanted to pull the jeans down to see the bare ass.   His cock was 

pulsing now, the head still poking above the top of his briefs.  If he could only get free of these 

damn ropes he would pin the man to the ground and push his dick in his ass, yeah, heôd fuck 

the gorgeous doctor.    

 

Suddenly Steve raised his head as he crawled and Grady saw his rugged face é their eyes met 

é and é. ñFuck, fuck é no é no é aaagh!ò    Gradyôs cock bulged under his briefs and the 

exposed head blasted another jet of semen up over his abs as they flexed and strained in a bid 

for freedom.   ñShit man,ò Grady almost sobbed, ñI couldnôt help it, man.   But you looked é. Oh 

shit, man, youôre driving me crazy.ò 

 

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

 

Steve looked up at the writhing young athlete, semen running down his abs and soaking his 

briefs as he hung limply from his bound wrists.   With renewed urgency Steve crawled forward, 

kissed Gradyôs feet, licked his thighs until he was on his knees in front of him.  He grabbed his 

hips, leaned forward, and wrapped his mouth round the bulge in the briefs made by his balls.    
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ñOh, man,ò Grady shuddered, ñI canôt take this éitôs so fucking hotò  He was mesmerized by the 

sight of the doctorôs thick, tousled hair, his rugged features and his stubbled jaw open wide over 

his balls. 

 

Steve tasted, smelled the pungent essence of the young jock.  He squeezed his lips over the 

thin black cotton and swallowed the juice that oozed out of the cum-soaked briefs.   His tongue 

traced the long bulge that stretched from his balls diagonally up under the briefs and then the 

exposed head that was still dripping jizz. 

 

Grady was desperate to free at least one hand so he could touch Steveôs head, his face and his 

own cock, which was already hard again.   Steve was licking his abs now, sucking the cum from 

the razor sharp ridges.    Then he pulled back and stared up at Grady, the young jockôs sperm 

matted in the stubble of his chin.   

 

ñThis is what I wanted to do most that day, Grady ï crawl to you, kiss your feet, worship those 

muscled thighs and lick your cock and balls through your briefs.    But there was one thing I 

wanted to do right from the start, my biggest fantasy, the image that made me shoot another 

load of jizz.   It was this é.ò 

 

Steve pulled down the briefs and the stiff cock sprang out and hit him in the face.   Steve held it 

in his fist and gazed up at Grady.   I saw that long bulge in your briefs and knew you had a cock 

as beautiful as the rest of you.   Man, I longed to suck that dick, make you shoot in my mouth, 

worship you by drinking your jizz.   This is what made me jack off and cum again.ò 

 

He licked the cum and pre-cum from the hole at the tip of Gradyôs cock, then slowly lowered his 

mouth over the head and down, down over the whole length of the shaft until his face was 

buried in his black pubic hair.   Spurred on by Gradyôs moans of ecstasy he pulled back, then 

swallowed the rod again deep into the back of his throat.    

 

He reached up and rolled his fingers over the manôs nipples, squeezing them hard, while his 

mouth made love to the athleteôs gorgeous cock.   It was soon shuddering in his mouth.   He 

pulled off it and grinned up at Grady.   ñI told you I would drain that beautiful body of ever last 

drop of cum.   I know you just shot a load watching me crawl, but Iôm gonna make you cum 

again, just as I did that day in my car.ò 

 

ñNo, man, I donôt think I can, not without touching myself.   Iôve already spilled so many loads 

with you thereôs none left.   Thereôs no way I é aah é.ò  He howled in pain as Steveôs fingers 

dug into his tits.   He sobbed when Steve squeezed his mouth tight as it moved up and down his 

cock.   ñI canôt, man, donôt make meéoh fuckéno, stopéyour torturing my dickéfuck 

youé.fuck you, man.   Oh shit é shitéIéaaagh!ò 

 

Steve gulped as he felt jets of hot sperm slam against his throat.  As he swallowed, his throat 

muscles clenched and squeezed every last drop of jizz from the struggling captive.   Steve 
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pulled back, jumped to his feet, grabbed Gradyôs head and clamped his mouth over his, passing 

the jockôs sperm between them.       

 

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

 

When at last they separated their adrenaline was still racing, their minds and bodies still not 

satisfied.   Totally into the fantasy Gradyôs eyes gleamed as he said breathlessly, ñGo sit down, 

doc, like before.ò   Hearing the raw lust in Gradyôs voice Steve quickly complied.   He pulled up 

Gradyôs briefs as before, then sprawled in the armchair, still shirtless in jeans.   He pulled out his 

cock and stroked it as he had in his car, gazing at the muscular young athlete on the billboard. 

 

Grady said, ñYouôve told me what the guy in the car was thinking, but did you ever wonder what 

the muscle-god on the billboard would have said to you if he could speak?   Sure, he was 

looking down arrogantly at the passers-by worshiping at his feet, but when he saw the macho 

stud pull over in his car, strip off his T-shirt and pull out his stiff cock, that arrogance would have 

turned to longing.   He would have flaunted his body and seduced you with his words. 

 

ñMan, he would have said, you are fucking hot.   Yeah pump that dick.   I turn you on, man?   

That gorgeous body turn you on?   What you gonna do to it, stud?   I know what I want, man.   I 

want that huge dick of yours in my ass.   You wanna fuck that muscle-jockôs ass?   You wanna 

see that handsome face wince as you drive your tool deep in his gut?ò 

 

The ropes were slack enough for him to turn round and display his ass.   ñYou see his ass, 

man?   You see how those mounds fill out the briefs?   Imagine what it would be like to drive 

your dick between those cheeks.   Come on man, I want it real bad.  That gorgeous muscle jock 

wants to feel your pole pounding his assééò 

 

Steve could have cum right there hearing the billboard model beg to get his ass fucked.  He 

took his hand off his cock and let it stop pulsing before he stood up and let his jeans drop to the 

floor.   He stared at Gradyôs eyes and said, ñOK, two men buck naked.  And weôre both gonna 

watch that gorgeous muscle-jock get butt-fucked.ò 

 

Steve walked behind him, reached round and stuck his fingers in Gradyôs mouth.   Grady 

sucked them, then spat in Steveôs palm and Steve used the spit to moisten his own cock. 

He pulled the black briefs down over the modelôs ass cheeks and they fell to the floor.   Grady 

stepped out of them and stood butt naked, admiring himself in the mirror, his wrists still tied, 

elbows stretched out to the side. 

 

Steve laced his arms under Gradyôs armpits, up over his chest and linked his hands behind the 

captiveôs head in a classic full-nelson hold, pressing his chest against his back.   ñLook at that 

arrogant jock now,ò Steve breathed in Gradyôs ear.   ñThe guy from the car has tied him up and 

trapped him in a submission hold.   Looks good, eh?   And you know whatôs gonna happen to 

him now?ò 

 



3749 
 

Grady gazed at the mirror a few feet away.   ñLooks fucking gorgeous, tied up, helpless.  That 

hot athlete is gonna get his ass ploughed.   Man, I wanna see that é. I wanna é. Aaah éò     

 

He inhaled sharply as he felt Steveôs cock push between his ass cheeks, enter his ass and drive 

down his chute deep in his gut.  The spurt of pain dissolved as Steve began to fuck him, slowly 

at first then accelerating ótil his cock became a piston driving into him.   They both stared into the 

mirror watching the bound manôs muscles ripple and flex as his body twisted and strained 

against Steveôs arms locking him in a submission hold. 

 

The fuck went on and on and Steve wanted to stay in the manôs ass forever.  But his jizz had 

been building for so long now, his balls straining for the release he had resisted, that he knew 

he couldnôt hold out much longer.  He panted, ñMan, youôve got me so fired up Iôm gonna bust 

my load real soon.  But I gotta see you shoot another load first.  I warned you Iôd drain you dry.ò 

 

ñOh Jesus, doc, Iôve already cum so many times, you gotta let me touch my dick.   Please, man 

é I wanna see that hot young buck submit to you by spraying his jizz on mirror.ò    

 

Steve unhooked one of his wrists from the rope and Grady instantly grabbed his cock and 

pounded it in his fist.   Hanging by one arm now, his whole body tensed, his pecs and abs flexed 

hard.  He stared wide-eyed at himself in the mirror and said, ñShit, he looks fucking spectacular 

é youôve got him trapped, impaled on that huge rod pile-driving his ass.  Look at him beat his 

meat.   His ass is on fire é youôre gonna make him cum é.ò  His voice rose to a howl.   ñOK, I 

submit, sir é you win é Iôm cumming é I love you, man.ò 

 

The veins stood out in his rock-hard bicep as he thrashed his cock and shot a ribbon of white 

juice that arced up high and splashed down on the mirror.   At the same instant Steve yelled in 

triumphant and flooded Gradyôs ass with hot jism.  He clung to him tight and kissed the nape of 

his neck, gazing at his mirror image as his cock emptied in his ass. 

 

When their breathing and heartbeats slowed Steve pulled out and freed Gradyôs other wrist.   

They fell into each otherôs arms and Grady moaned, ñHoly fuck, Steve, I never in my life had an 

experience like that.  You are one smoking hot fucker.  Man, I could play with you all night.ò 

 

ñMe too, big guy.   But we gotta get some sleep.ò   He held Gradyôs arm and guided him up the 

basement stairs and into the guest room.   He pulled back the covers and gently shoved him 

back onto the bed.  Steve left the room for an instant and checked the master bedroom.   Lloyd 

wasnôt home, which didnôt altogether surprise Steve.  Quite often one or other of them, or 

usually both, stayed overnight at Bob and Randyôs house when they had drunk a lot at dinner. 

 

He went back to Grady, climbed into bed behind him and wrapped his arms round him.  Grady 

nestled his back and his butt against the doctor é and was asleep in minutes.ò  

 

******************************* 
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Steve was right, of course, about Lloyd staying the night in the guysô house.  Relaxing in Marioôs 

elegant room he had found some comfort in telling Mario the whole story over brandy, coffee 

and gelato.   He ended his story on a wistful note é ñI just hope heôs having a good time.ò    

 

Mario smiled, ñIf half of what you say about Grady is true Steveôs having a time that is é 

spettacolare.ò 

 

ñYouôre probably right,ò Lloyd said.   ñBut see, I donôt really know that much about Grady ï heôs 

just a gym buddy.  Sure, we fucked a couple of times and é.ò 

 

ñé.. and Steve has fucked him once.  So youôre still one up on him,ò Mario laughed. 

 

Lloyd sighed.   ñYeah, but that once seems to be turning into an all-nighter.  And what after that?   

Damn, Bob was right as always ï he told me I was playing with fire when I set this up.  I should 

have listened to him.  Gradyôs so damn hot heôs the kind of guy Steve would go for in a big way.   

I donôt know if you remember last year, Mario, there was a big underwear ad campaign featuring 

this gorgeous jock ï pictures everywhere, even one of those giant billboards on Sunset.ò 

 

Mario opened his eyes wide.   ñAmico, do you mean that beautiful man with the curly black hair, 

incredible green eyes, body of death and wearing just black Speedos or briefs or something?   

Thatôs him?ò   Lloyd nodded mournfully.  ñOh, Lloyd, guys were drooling over that guy for weeks.   

I once stumbled in on Eddie, Ben and Brandon all staring at an open magazine page and jerking 

off over his picture.  Oh dear, maybe not the wisest thing to throw that guy in Steveôs path.ò 

 

ñSee what I mean?  Now Steveôs gonna hook up with him and Iôll be out of the picture.  I guess I 

deserve it.ò 

 

ñLloyd, amico, let us not ï how you say ï jump off our bridges until we reach them?  Tell me 

something honestly.   Is Steve in love with you?ò 

 

ñOh yeah, absolutely.   He told me just the other day after sex that I was the best lover he could 

ever have.  But now, I dunno, what withé.ò 

 

ñUh, uh, uh.ò    Mario cut him off.   ñNext question é are you in love with Steve?ò 

 

ñOf course I am.  Thatôs why Iôm so worried.ò 

 

ñMolto bene.   So you are in love with each other é and thatôs it.   All this other business is just 

a ï how you say ï a bump on the radar.ò 

 

Lloyd managed a smile.  ñA blip, Mario é blip on the radar.ò 

 

ñAh, my English ï but I was close é blip, bump.ò   His merry laugh was infectious and Lloyd 

laughed along with the handsome young Italian.   He was feeling a warm glow from the brandy 
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and Mario poured him another.   ñStravecchio,ò he said proudly.   ñThe finest brandy in Italy, 

made not far from my home in Tuscany.   It will cure all your ills, my friend.   The gelato too é 

also the finest Italy has to offer. 

 

ñMario, Iôm pretty sure that you too are the best Italy has to offer.   And Iôm gonna get to sleep 

with the best.   Huh, this brandy sure does loosen the tongue.ò 

 

ñAnd suppress dark thoughts,ò Mario smiled.  ñFor tonight we shall leave confusion behind and 

concentrate only on the good life.   More brandy, espresso, gelato?ò 

 

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

 

Jeez, this guy is the best, Lloyd thought.  Not to mention sexy as hell.  Mario was barefoot in 

gray, soft cotton lounge pants and a loose white linen shirt unbuttoned halfway down, showing 

glimpses of his well-defined pecs, razor sharp abs and that long, slim waist.   The brandy buzz 

emboldened Lloyd to say, ñAll this stuff has tired me out, Mario, so if itôs all the same to you Iôd 

like to hit the sack é with you, if possible.ò 

 

Mario laughed.  ñIt is, as we say in my country, not only ópossibileô it is óobbligatorioô.   One bed, 

two men.   We have to sleep together.   But I will be careful not to touch you and let you sleep.ò 

 

ñThatôs not exactly what I had in mind, Mario,ò Lloyd grinned salaciously.ò 

 

ñBene, amico.  We are thinking along the same lanes é. same lines?ò 

 

ñLanes, lines, who gives a shit?   Letôs get into bed,ò Lloyd said, pulling off his shirt and pants 

and jumping naked into bed where he linked his hands behind his head and gazed up at Mario 

clearing away the remains of their night cap.     

 

Mario stood by the bed and gazed down at the superb gym-built body of the handsome man 

lying before him.   ñYou are a beautiful man, Lloyd.   Steve is fortunate to have you as his lover.  

I will tell him so the next time I see him.ò 

 

ñThanks, buddy, but right now Iôd like to focus on you.ò 

 

ñOK,ò Mario smiled softly.   ñBut donôt move your hands.  I just want you to watch.ò Slowly he 

undid the last few buttons of his shirt and let it fall open.  He shrugged it back so it was hanging 

from his shoulders and his long, lean torso was on full display.  Lloydôs cock stirred as he gazed 

up at the classic Latin features, the lively green eyes and the shock of curly dark hair. 

 

With an imperceptible shrug Mario let the shirt drop from his shoulders and fall to the floor.   ñOh 

shit,ò Lloyd moaned.   Mario was stunning, the light cotton draw-string pants were almost 

transparent, clinging to his slim hips and muscular thighs leaving nothing to the imagination, 

especially the long shape of his semi-hard cock running down his right leg. 
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ñExcellente,ò Mario smiled as he watched Lloydôs cock grow steadily harder until it was sticking 

up like a pole from his black pubic hair.   ñMan you are so fucking é.ò Lloyd began to say but 

was silenced by Marioôs upraised hand.  ñSshh é do not speak, amico.   Your cock speaks for 

you.   I am grateful for its vote of confidence and will attempt to give it the reward it deserves.ò    

 

Mario sank to his knees beside the bed, leaned forward and licked the head of Lloydôs cock.   

Lloyd groaned and his ridged abs rippled as he instinctively raised his hips toward Mario who 

closed his mouth over the head and slowly swallowed the entire length, letting it rest in the moist 

warmth of his throat. 

 

Lloyd at last withdrew his hands from behind his head and placed them instead over Marioôs, 

running his fingers through the thick mop of curly black hair.   He pulled Marioôs head up then 

gently pushed it back down on his long shaft.  ñOohh, man that feels é Oh Jesus éò he 

moaned as he guided Marioôs mouth up and down his cock.   He looked down at the handsome 

face, the full lips stretched round his cock as Mario swallowed it deep in his throat 

 

All Lloydôs troubles dissolved as he luxuriated in the exquisite sensation of getting serviced by 

the beautiful Italian.   The rhythm of the gentle massage soothed him and he felt warmth spread 

over his naked body signaling the approach of orgasm.  His balls ached and his cock shuddered 

with the imminent explosion of semen. 

 

And then it stopped.   Mario, alert to Lloydôs approaching climax, had suddenly pulled away from 

his cock despite Lloydôs anguished protestations.  ñNo, man, donôt stop é it felt so good I was 

gonna shoot é.ò 

 

ñI know you were, amico, which is why I stopped.   You have not yet felt all the delights of 

making love to a lusty young man from Italy.   I will show you.ò 

 

He stood up and pulled on the drawstring of his pants.   They dropped silently to the floor and 

Lloyd gasped.   Mario was wearing nothing underneath and his cock sprang to attention.  He 

was stunning in his nakedness ï his long-waisted physique, tanned golden, sculpted to 

perfection.   And when Mario turned his back to reach for a jar of lube Lloyd groaned, ñHoly 

shitéò   He was looking at Marioôs bubble butt, two perfect mounds of firm white flesh flexing as 

he twisted round.  Lloyd reflexively reached for his already engorged cock to é 

 

ñNo,ò Mario said, grabbing his wrist.   He pulled Lloydôs hand off his cock and held it up high.  

ñYou Americans are always in such a hurry,ò Mario grinned, ñespecially when your virility 

demands, as we say in Italy, óunôesplosione di spermaô.   Subtlety, my friend.  Take your time 

and you will see why I made you wait.ò 

 

Still holding his wrist Mario stretched his leg over Lloyd and knelt on the bed astride his chest.  

He grabbed Lloydôs other wrist and pinned hem down to the bed on either side of his head.  He 

smiled down at him. ñJust so you cannot touch your cock, amico.ò Lloyd gazed up at the 
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splendid face leaning over him, then down at the long hard cock grazing his stomach.   ñYou 

gonna fuck my face, buddy?    Do it, man ï Iôll give you an epic blow job.ò 

 

ñAmico,ò Mario said in a stern tone, though he retained his smile. ñYou should know that when 

Italian men make love their macho instincts rule.   In bed the Italian male is in charge.   All you 

have to do is relax and enjoy.ò   Mesmerized by the softly accented voice Lloyd felt his own 

ómacho instinctsô yield and he willingly accepted the dominance of this handsome óItalian maleô.    

 

Mario took one hand off Lloydôs wrist and dipped his fingers in the lube jar he had placed on the 

bed.   He reached behind him and folded his hand round Lloydôs rigid cock.   ñYou have a 

beautiful cock, amico.   I am going to caress it, but do not cum.   I will be angry if you do.ò 

 

He spread the lube the length of the shaft, then guided it between the cheeks of his own ass.  

He reached forward and squeezed Lloydôs nipples in his greasy fingertips.   The sensation of 

the oily tit massage was subtlely erotic and Lloyd moaned, ñOh shit, man, that feels incredible.  I 

é. Aaaah.ò    His eyes opened wide and he stared up at Mario who was lowering his fine body 

and perfect ass onto Lloydôs dick, which felt like it was on fire.    

 

Mario came to rest sitting on Lloydôs pubic hair.   ñNow the hot American stud is inside me é 

and it feels é fantastico.   You are so beautiful, Lloyd, it is an honor to have your cock in my 

ass.   And now you will see why I made you wait.ò    

 

He rose up and lowered himself again all the way down Lloydôs rigid pole.    The rippling body 

rose and fell on him making Lloydôs heart pound as he felt the soft, velvet warmth of Marioôs ass 

wrap round his cock.   He was captivated by the image of the naked Italian, dominating the 

action even though his ass was impaled on Lloydôs cock.   He reached up and stroked Marioôs 

chest and abs, then clamped his hands over the mounds of his pecs.   

 

ñYouôre so fucking gorgeous, man.   Youôre riding my cock and it feels incredible in your sweet 

ass.   Fuck it, man, fuck my cock é. Yeah é. Damn, I canôt take much more, Mario.   I gotta 

bust my load.   Let me cum, man.   You wanna feel my jizz in your ass, donôt you?ò 

 

ñOf course, amico.   I can feel your cock pulsing inside me, aching for release.   So do it, my 

friend, bathe my ass in semen.   I will make it happen é like this.ò    Mario sat down hard on 

Lloydôs pubic hair and clenched his ass muscles tight, squeezing the shuddering cock.   ñOh, 

man,ò Lloyd panted, that feels é oh é fuck, fuck é. Iôm gonna cum é here it comes é aaagh.ò  

 

Lloyd screamed as he dug his fingers into Marioôs pecs and erupted inside his ass.  Mario 

watched the handsome jock bucking and writhing in the throes of passion, his handsome face 

thrashing from side to side.   ñOh man,ò Lloyd gasped as Marioôs hot ass sucked the last drops 

of sperm out of his cock.   He looked down at Marioôs cock and said through heaving breaths, 

ñBut you didnôt cum, Mario.   You didnôt get off on it?ò 
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ñOn the contrary, amico, it was hard not to spill my juice.   But now I will.   I was saving it for 

this.ò   He pulled his ass off Lloydôs cock and shuffled back on his knees until he was kneeling 

between his legs.   He ran his hand over Lloydôs cock, wet with semen and lube, and used it to 

lube his own cock.   Then in one swift but gentle move he raised Lloydôs legs and eased his 

cock slowly into his ass. 

 

ñAaah,ò Lloyd gasped.   ñThat feels good é but it hurts ócos I just came.ò 

 

ñAll the better,ò Mario smiled.   ñNow you will really feel it.  And it wonôt be long.   You are such a 

beautiful man ï that face, that body ï that I cannot hold back for long.   It feels so good to be in 

your ass.  I love fucking you, Lloyd.    You feel my cock pushing deeper and deeper inside you?ò     

 

He leaned forward, pinned Lloydôs wrists to the bed again and smiled into his soft gray eyes.   

ñYou know everything is going to be alright, Lloyd.  I promise you.  A man like you, so beautiful, 

so sexy é how could a man not be in love with you.  Che bello é che bello é aaah éò 

 

Lloyd felt warm liquid pouring inside him and saw Marioôs green eyes sparkling with joy, his 

muscles flexing as he buried his cock deep.   Mario leaned forward and they kissed for long, 

tender minutes until at last Mario drew back, pulled his cock from Lloydôs ass and stood up. 

 

ñStay, stay,ò he said quietly and Lloyd obeyed.   Mario brought a towel from the bathroom and 

wiped off Lloydôs cock and ass, then his own.   Then he climbed into bed and wrapped his arms 

round Lloyd.   ñNow we will sleep, amico, and in the morning we will make love again and then I 

will make you a fine Italian breakfast.   You will see.    Everything will come right for you é 

better even than before, even though there may still be a few blips in the road on the way.  

 

ñBumps, Mario,ò Lloyd said sleepily.  ñBumps in the road, not blips.   Blips are for radar.ò 

 

ñAh ï bumps, blips ï si complicato.  But I have you to correct my English.  You see how I need 

you, amico?ò  

 

ñMmm,ò Lloyd mumbled and fell asleep with a smile on his face. 

 

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

 

Mario was true to his word.  After warm, loving morning sex Mario was continuing his efforts to 

reassure Lloyd over the promised óItalian breakfastô.  They were interrupted by the buzz of 

Lloydôs cell phone.  Lloyd looked at the screen and mouthed the word ñSteveò. 

 

Up on Mullholland Grady had insisted on making breakfast and Steve, with a goofy smile, had 

watched him moving around the kitchen in nothing but a pair of Steveôs boxers, throwing 

ingredients in the blender for some healthy protein and fruit concoction.   Steve had walked out 

to the hall and noticed for the first time the note Lloyd had left.  ñGone down to the guysô house 

for dinner.   Come join us when youôre ready.   I love you é L.ò  
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A pang of confused remorse had jolted Steve who responded by phoning Lloyd.  ñGot your note 

buddy.   Sorry I didnôt make it down there for dinner but é.ò 

 

Lloyd rescued him.  ñé.. but you spent the night with Grady.    Itôs OK, I saw when I came by the 

house after work.ò 

 

ñAnd, er, you er é. are you OK, Lloyd?ò 

 

ñSure, never better,ò Lloyd said unconvincingly.   ñActually I spent the night with Mario and we 

had a great time.   Heôs giving me breakfast right now.ò 

 

ñGood, good, Iôm glad about that,ò Steve said.   ñEr, Grady will probably be sticking around as 

todayôs Saturday ï you know, sunning by the pool and stuff so é weôll talk later uh?ò 

 

ñYeah, well there are work things I wanna go over with Bob and Jamie in the office here, so Iôll 

probably spend most of the day here. Say hi to Grady for me.ò   Lloyd abruptly shut off the 

phone and Mario raised questioning eyebrows. 

 

ñWell,ò Lloyd said in a strained voice, ñheôs fine.   Gradyôs gonna stay up there, by the pool, 

ósunning and stuff,ô as Steve put it.   He said weôd talk later, which sounds ominous.ò 

 

There was no point in trying to second guess what it meant so Mario smiled encouragingly.  ñWe 

should go down and join the guys.  Theyôll be finishing their own breakfast right around now.ò 

 

When the two of them appeared the usual lively buzz around the table diminished as they took 

their seats.   Mario beamed and Lloyd smiled weakly.   Zack, in his forthright way, broke through 

the uneasiness with, ñYou guys got that glow about you.   You sleep well?ò 

 

Lloyd blushed a little but Mario still smiled broadly.  ñSi, signore, we did.  We had Stravecchio 

brandy, espresso, gelato and sex é in that order.   Eddie laughed but stopped abruptly under 

several glares.   ñNo, no, signore, Eddie is right to laugh.   It was a happy occasion and we had 

a great time, non è vero, amico?ò he asked Lloyd. 

 

ñA great time,ò Lloyd grinned.   ñEr, Bob and Jamie, I donôt want to mess up Saturday plans but 

is there any chance of us going over those budgets that were giving us so much trouble.   I canôt 

start drawing up new plans until theyôre settled.ò 

 

ñSure, of course,ò Bob said, knowing exactly why Lloyd asked.  ñAnd after that why donôt you 

spend the rest of the day with us, dinner too?ò 

 

ñWhat about Steve?ò came a deep growling voice. ñIs he still up there with that fucking toy boy?ò 

 

ñEr, I believe Grady is still there, yes, sunning by the pool é. and stuff.ò 
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ñLloyd,ò said Jamie quickly, ñcould we take a look at those figures in the office right now?   No 

time like the present.  Brandon, you want to come and lend a hand?ò   With a sigh of relief Lloyd 

got up and walked to the office with Jamie, and Brandon wheeled himself beside them.  Mark 

smiled proudly at Bob in acknowledgement of his boyôs finesse. 

 

But when Randy got hold of something that angered him he was like a dog shaking a rat.  ñA 

doctor and a fucking male model é bullshit.   A doctor and an architect I can see, butéò  

 

ñRandy!ò  Bob couldnôt resist it.   ñI donôt think people choose their mates by the job they do.   

After all, Iôm a business executive and youôre a construction worker, hardly a match made in 

heaven by those standards.ò      

 

ñAsshole,ò Randy growled, in no mood to be placated.   

 

The meal broke up and Bob joined Lloyd, Jamie and Brandon in the office.  The other men and 

boys got busy with their various Saturday activities, relieved to let Randy alone to stew in his 

discontent.  Unfortunately they were so focused on their tasks that no one noticed Randy go 

down to the basement for a moment, then return, walk quietly through the gate and drive away. 

 

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

 

Lloyd wasnôt the only one to have his breakfast interrupted by a phone call.   As Steve sat with 

Grady over their high protein meal his phone rang.  When he took the call his expression grew 

increasingly concerned.    ñOK, Neal, stay right where you are and donôt move ótil I get there. 

Ten minutes, OK?ò   He switched the phone off and sighed.  ñThat was one of my more troubled 

patients, Grady.   Seems heôs falling into a major clinical depression and talking suicide ï and 

itôs not just a cry for attention.  I may have to commit him to a psych ward on a 72-hour hold.ò 

 

ñGo to him, man, you gotta help him,ò Grady urged, echoing Steveôs concern.  

 

ñBut I donôt want you to leave, Grady.   He lives close, so Iôll only be an hour or so, two at most.ò 

 

ñWild horses couldnôt drag me away,ò Grady grinned.   ñIôll be fine.   Iôll go out by the pool and 

work on my tan.   Hell, I might even make the bed.  Your patient comes first, buddy.ò 

 

After a quick hug Steve pulled on jeans and a polo shirt, jumped into his BMW and drove away.  

Grady smiled as he cleared the kitchen counter.   Seeing Steve act as a concerned doctor made 

him even sexier.   He loved the idea that the handsome, caring doctor could be transformed into 

the wild sex stallion of the night before, lusting for a man on a billboard. 

 

He went outside, dropped the boxers and rubbed sun cream over his body.   He spread a towel 

on the boards of the deck close to the edge and lay on his back.   Feeling the warm sun infuse 
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his body he relaxed and sighed contentedly.   He dozed, with an image of the muscle-god 

doctor in his mind, wearing just blue jeans.    

 

He didnôt know how long his mind had been drifting when he suddenly felt a shadow cross his 

face and he heard a deep voice growl, ñYou the guy whoôs fucking Steve?ò 

 

Startled he held his hand up to shade his eyes, squinted up into the sun and saw é Steve?   

Hard to tell as the face was backlit by the sun.   No, it wasnôt Steve, but it could have been his 

twin ï the same muscular build, the same square cut features é only not the same.   This face 

was more rugged, the stubble thicker on his jaw, his unruly hair long and black, and the blue 

eyes cold with menace.  

 

Just like Gradyôs favorite image of Steve the man was shirtless in blue jeans, but unlike Steve 

his chiseled torso was streaked with dirt and gleaming with a sheen of sweat.   He had the same 

sexual magnetism as Steve, only more so with the savage look of a gypsy.  Despite his 

confusion Gradyôs fixation with hot looking men kicked in instantly.   This muscular giant, 

menacing as he was, oozed sex and Gradyôs cock was already standing erect. 

 

But his presence unnerved Grady who propped himself up on his elbows and said, ñEr, Steve 

had to go out, but heôll be back in about an hour if youôd like to wait.ò 

 

Randy exploded.   ñWho the fuck do you think you are giving me permission to wait for my own 

fucking brother in his house.  I knew I wouldnôt like you man and I donôt.   Sure, youôre hotter 

than hell, fucking gorgeous, so I can see how you seduced my brother.  But you come breezing 

in here, mess with his mind and it looks like youôve moved in ï but that stops right now. 

 

ñSo listen up, asshole.   Iôm Steveôs big brother and Iôm in charge of our family, a family you 

have no place in.   So hereôs whatôs gonna happen, mother-fucker.   Youôre gonna get up, take 

your perfect body and your pretty face and get the hell out of this house.  Youôll get out of Steve 

and Lloydôs life and never come back.   Do I make myself clear?ò 

 

ñLike hell I will,ò Grady bristled.  ñShit, man, where do you get off ordering me around?   Last 

time I looked Steve was a big boy and well able to take care of himself.   You, in charge of him?   

Thatôs a joke.  A fucking gypsy in charge of that macho doctor.   Weôll see what Steve has to say 

about that.  Youôre the mother-fucker, asshole, and Iôm not going anywhere.ò 

 

ñSon of a bitch,ò Randy roared.   He raised his boot, pressed it on Gradyôs chest and slammed 

him onto his back.    ñAaagh!ò Grady howled, feeling the pressure on his chest.   He grasped the 

boot and struggled to lift it.   ñGet your filthy foot of me, dickhead é. Aaah é. Youôre hurting me 

é I canôt breathe.ò 

 

Randy reduced the pressure a fraction and growled, ñThatôs nothing to what youôre gonna get, 

asshole.   I thought you would just slink away with your tail between your legs but I was kinda 

hoping Iôd have to persuade you.ò   He knelt astride his waist and slammed his fist into Gradyôs 



3758 
 

stomach.   Grady howled and clawed at Randyôs chest but he had no effect on the wildman who 

slammed the back of his hand across his chest.    Randy raised his fist to strike his face but 

Grady screamed, ñNot my face, please, man.   Thatôs how I make my living.ò 

 

Randy paused é and burst out laughing and mimicked, ñóOh no é not my faceô.   Thatôs right, I 

forgot, the pretty boy makes his living stripping naked and posing for the camera like some porn 

star.   You do porn too, stud?   Donôt all you guys do porn videos too? 

 

ñOK, mother fucker, Iôll give you a break.  Iôll keep my hands off your pretty face and give you 

something youôre used to - getting your ass fucked.  Only this ainôt gonna be one of those fake 

vanilla fucks you usually get.  You mess with my family you mess with me ï and nobody 

messes with me.   You see this?ò  Randy ripped open his jeans and pulled out his thick, iron-

hard dick.    

 

ñNo,ò Grady gasped as he saw the massive rod.  ñI canôt take é.ò 

 

ñYouôll take what I fucking well dish out, asshole.   And see, itôs already hard.   Youôre a real hot 

looking guy and you make my dick hard, so Iôm really gonna enjoy reaming your ass.ò   He 

grabbed Gradyôs wrists and slammed them on the deck above his head.   ñOne move, asshole 

and Iôll bruise that pretty face real bad.ò 

 

Randy pulled from his pocket a length of rope he had brought from his basement.   Expertly he 

tied an end round one wrist, pulled the rope up to the edge of the deck and looped it round one 

of the supporting beams.   He pulled it down tight and tied the other end round Gradyôs other 

wrist.   He stood up, reached down and yanked on his legs, sliding him down the deck so his 

body was stretched tight, like a prisoner stretched on a rack. 

 

Randy towered over him stroking his cock.  I gotta say, man, you are one helluva hot young 

jock.   Pity you fucked up so bad with my brother or we could have been great fuck buddies.   

You should have come to me first.   As it is é.ò 

 

Randy fell on his knees between Gradyôs legs and pushed them up high.   ñNow Iôm sure my 

brother butt-fucked you good é never could resist a hot ass like yours.   But I bet he didnôt do it 

like this.   Ever been dry-fucked, Grady?   Hereôs what it feels like.ò 

 

Gradyôs head flew backward, his magnificent body spasmed and his scream echoed round the 

hills.   ñNo!!   My ass!!   Youôre torturing my ass é ripping me open.   Stop, please, it hurts so 

bad é Iôll do anythingé.ò 

 

ñToo late, asshole.   You defied me and no one gets away with that, not even a guy as hot as 

you.   I fuck rough, man, so get used to it.  Just look into my eyes and it wonôt hurt so bad.ò   
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Randy turned up the heat and drove his cock in deep like a pile driver.  It was one of his 

legendary punishment fucks and for an instant Grady blacked out.   When he opened his eyes 

again he found himself staring into laser blue eyes set in the wild, dark gypsy face. 

 

He couldnôt look away ï he was spellbound ï and despite the savagery of the assault on his ass 

the pain melted away in the fire that flared from his ass and consumed his whole body.   Randy 

leaned forward and clamped his hands over Gradyôs biceps.   ñAny man who tangles with me 

never forgets it,ò he growled.    ñWhen I fuck a manôs ass he never forgets that either.   You 

messed with my brother é big mistake, man, ócos you messed with me too.   Now you pay.ò 

 

ñFuck you, man.   Youôll never break me é. Aaagh!ò  The merciless pounding became more 

intense and the pain returned.   But instinctively the tortured man found respite by staring again 

into the gypsyôs magnetic eyes.   He was incredible, his superb body slamming down on him, 

impaling him on the merciless piston driving inside him.    

 

Gradyôs stretched body writhed under the onslaught on his ass, his handsome face grimacing 

as it thrashed from side to side.   The jackhammering cock was brutal and, it seemed, never 

ending until Grady knew he was close to passing out.   ñI canôt take any more,ò he sobbed.   

ñYouôre gonna wreck my ass.   Please, man, finish me off é then let me go é..ò 

 

ñIôll let you go when I see you bust a load of jism for me, stud.   Look at me.ò   The voice became 

hypnotic, the eyes bored into him.   ñI can make any man cum whenever I want.   You wanna 

please me, Grady donôt you?   You wanna cum all over yourself to show me how sorry you are, 

donôt you?   Youôre getting butt fucked by the big gypsy and you canôt resist him.  Tell meé.ò 

 

Grady surrendered.  He had no choice.   ñYes, sir.   I want to cum for you, sir.   Please fuck me 

é make me cum é..ò 

 

ñOK, man é here it comes!ò   Randy eyes blazed as he fucked like a demon, his black hair 

flying over his rugged face, his hips slamming down, driving his cock even deeper in the blazing 

cauldron of his prisonerôs ass.   Grady heard a scream ï his own ï the deck shook beneath him, 

and his cock erupted in a shower of semen that splashed over his face.  The pain in his ass 

turned to ecstasy as he felt the gypsyôs warm juice bathe the membrane of his shattered ass.    

 

Tears poured down the athleteôs face as his body shuddered and then became still.  His 

handsome face winced as Randy abruptly pulled his cock out and stood up, glaring down at him 

in triumph.   ñThat convince you, stud?   Youôll leave my brother alone, go away and forget him.ò 

 

ñI canôt do that, man.  I want him, he wants me, and you canôt change that, big brother or not.ò    

 

ñFuck you, man.   Maybe thisôll change your mind.   From his back pocket he pulled something 

he had brought from his basement room.   Grady gasped wide eyed as he saw Randyôs fist 

wrapped round the handle of a long rubber butt plug, like he was brandishing a sword.   He fell 

on his knees again and slowly pushed it all the way in Gradyôs ass.     
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Grady sobbed, ñI canôt take that, man é. take it out é Iôve had enough.ò   

 

But Randy persisted, then leaned forward and Grady found himself staring once more into the 

ice blue eyes.   And suddenly Randy was kissing him, their mouths grinding against each other, 

lips, tongues, churning in a mind-blowing outburst of male passion.  Grady was lost to the 

magnetic sexuality of the wild gypsy é he was falling under his spell é. when suddenly it 

stopped.  Grady looked up desperately as Randy sprang to his feet, shoved his dick back in his 

pants and buttoned them up.     

 

ñJust so youôll remember me, asshole.   Remember that mouth on yours, feel that plug in your 

ass é. and remember me.   Next time you want sex from my family you come to me and Iôll be 

more than happy to plough that gorgeous ass.   Just leave my brother alone.  Get it?ò 

 

But still Grady defied him.   ñLetôs just wait and see what Steve says about that.ò 

 

Randy laughed.   ñDonôt look to Steve for help.   Like I said, Iôm his big brother and heôll do what 

I tell him.   Even when he finds out what I did to his boy toy he wonôt retaliate against his 

brother.   Ainôt gonna happen.   So long, stud.   Youôre one hot mother-fucker, Iôll give you that.ò 

 

And suddenly Grady was alone, his body stretched in bondage, tugging helplessly at his 

restraints, the plug sticking out of his ass reminding him of the pain of the savage fuck that had 

made him bust his load.   He closed his eyes and waited for Steve to return. 

 

He wasnôt sure how much time passed before he at last he heard in the distance a vehicle pull 

up at the gate.   Heavy footsteps sounded on the gravel drive, coming closer and he moaned, 

ñHelp me é. Steve é help me.ò 

 

But the vehicle was not Steveôs BMW.   It was a military jeep.   Hassan had come home and 

was walking past the house down to his guest house when he heard a low moaning sound 

coming from Steve and Lloydôs deck.     

 

Grady still had his eyes closed against the sun as he heard with relief Steveôs footsteps coming 

closer.    But when he opened his eyes it wasnôt Steve.   He was looking up at a soldier ï a tall 

muscular Marine in military fatigues and a sleeveless shirt hanging open exposing his broad 

shoulders, eight-pack abs and the slabs of his chest, his dog tags hanging in the cleft between 

them.    The square, chiseled face was dark, exotic, with slanted eyes and short black hair.    

 

Grady thought he was hallucinating.   It was a pornographic illusion.   But then he heard the 

deep, accented voice as the soldier spoke. 

 

ñHoly shit.  Who the hell are you?ò 

 

#            #            # 
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Chapter 267 – “The Brothers’ Feud” 

 
ñMan,ò Hassan said, ñSteve sure knows how to pick óem ï youôre fucking beautiful, man.  And he 

sure knows what to do with them.   I always suspected the gentle doctor had a bit of the rough 

buried in him ï heôs Randyôs brother after all ï but somehow I never expected him to go this far.   

Looks like he fucked you and tied you to the deck with a plug in your ass é. man thatôs cold.ò 

 

Grady stared up at the spectacular Marine and felt an involuntary stiffening of his cock despite 

the pain in his ass from Randyôs dry fuck and the plug shoved deep inside.   But he felt fear too 

and moaned, ñDonôt hurt me anymore, solider.ò   He had visions of getting serially gang fucked 

by Steve, his savage brother and now this muscle-god Marine.  Which is why he didnôt mention 

that it was Randy who had tied him down and brutalized his ass.     

 

Hassan laughed, ñHell, Iôm not gonna hurt you, stud.   Right now you belong to my buddy Steve, 

so Iôll leave you right where he left you.   But until he gets back Iôm sure he wouldnôt mind me 

paying my respects.ò    He yanked open his fatigue pants and pulled out his huge chunk of 

prime beef that was already hard.   ñYouôre way too hot for me to let it go to waste, big guy.ò 

 

ñI canôt take that, man,ò Grady groaned.   ñMy ass is so fucking sore.ò 

 

ñHey, Iôm not gonna fuck you, man.   Like I said, I just wanna make a small gesture of my 

appreciation for a seriously hot young buck, looking even more gorgeous tied down by Steve.   

Here comes the gestureé.ò   Standing astride him Hassan began to stroke his cock in his man-

size fist, pointing it down at Gradyôs face. 

 

Confused and nervous as he was Grady was blown away by the sight of this magnificent 

soldier, his shoulders and biceps bulging as he beat his meat, and the exotic, slanted dark eyes 

staring down at him.    Hassan grinned as he saw the manôs cock rising up erect out of his pubic 

hair.    ñHey, not so beat up, I see.   Your cojones are evidently still intact for you to get a boner 

like that.   How about this, buddy?ò 

 

Hassan shrugged off his shirt and Grady moaned, ñOh shitò as he stared up, dazzled by the 

muscular Marine ï stripped to the waist with his dog tags hanging down on his chest, the wide 

belt of his fatigues tight round his narrow waist.  ñYou are smoking hot, soldier é. Fucking 

awesome.   Forget what I said about not fucking me.   Iôll take anything from you, man.ò 

 

ñNah, Hassan laughed.   ñNot this time, stud.   Steve left that plug in your ass for a reason ï to 

warn anyone off.    That ass belongs to him.ò 

 

ñNo thatôs not how it was, soldier.  It wasnôt evenéò 
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ñWhatever,ò Hassan grinned, ñall I know is Iôm damn close to blowing my wad.   He lowered 

himself onto his knees, just below Gradyôs balls, so their rigid poles touched.   He wrapped both 

hands round both cocks, squeezing them together é and started to pump. 

 

Grady threw his head back and moaned, feeling his cock locked in the big hands and sliding 

against the soldierôs stiff rod.   Then he stared up at the spectacular torso.   With his fists 

clenched in front of him Hassan was in a classic bodybuilder pose, his shoulders, arms and 

pecs flexing as he worked on both their dicks.    

 

The pain in Gradyôs ass melted away as he focused on the rugged Marine grinding their cocks 

together.  The sight, the sensation, were intoxicating and he moaned, ñYouôre gonna make me 

cum, soldier.   I wanna see you spill your load all over me.ò 

 

ñLetôs do it, stud,ò Hassan grinned.   ñBoth together.   Shit thatôs hot é you look fucking 

beautiful, man é.. Iôm gonna cum é yeah, oh yeah é here it cums, man é. Aaagh!   Two 

screams filled the air as their cocks erupted simultaneously with twin jets of sperm splashing 

over the bound jockôs writhing body.    

 

Hassan released Gradyôs cock, leaned forward and blasted the last jets of cum into his face and 

his open mouth.   Grady swallowed the soldierôs sperm, frantically gulping down the juice 

spurting from his massive cock. 

 

Hassan gazed down at the athleteôs handsome, cum-splattered face.  ñAwesome, man é 

fucking awesome.ò   He stood up, towering over Grady, and grinned.  ñJust a token of my 

appreciation, stud.  Now Iôll leave you to the tender mercies of Steve.   Youôre his guy after all.ò 

 

But after the exhilaration of sex with the Marine, Grady was suddenly overwhelmed by the 

anguish of his predicament.   His orgasm had made his body tense and his ass muscles 

constrict round the plug jammed in it.   Now, as his muscles relaxed all the pain flooded back in 

his ass even worse than before. 

 

ñNo,ò he sobbed, ñdonôt leave me.   Untie me.   You donôt understand é it wasnôt Steve did this 

to me.   Steve was great é it was é.ò 

 

ñYeah Steveôs a great guy, but hey, that sounds like his car pulling up now.   Iôll just thank him 

for the pleasure of spilling my load over his gorgeous prisoner and see if heôll let me stick 

around a bit longer.   I wanna watch him in action.ò 

 

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

 

Having treated his depressed patient and dispatched him to the psych ward, Steve had hurried 

back home, looking forward to a relaxing afternoon with Grady in the sun.  But as he came out 

of the house to the deck he stopped in shock.   Grady was tied down to the deck, a plug sticking 
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out of his ass, and a shirtless Hassan was standing over him, shaking the last drops of cum 

over him then stuffing his cock back in his fatigues. 

 

Steve ran forward and shoved Hassan.  ñWhat the fuck have you done, man?   Have you totally 

lost your mind?ò   He raised his hand to strike him but a startled Hassan grabbed his wrist.    

 

ñNow hold on Steve é. wait a goddam minute here.   I found your buddy here like this.   You left 

him tied up with his ass stuffed, so I just busted my load over him.   He shot his jizz too.   It was 

harmless ï I didnôt think youôd react like this, though.ò 

 

ñYou crazy?   I didnôt do this.   Shit, this is fucking brutal.ò   He knelt beside Grady and said 

gently, ñRelax, buddy.   Iôm gonna take this out.ò   Holding the handle of the plug he slowly 

eased it back out of his ass, watching his friendôs face wince with the throbbing pain.  Finally it 

was out and he said, ñNow take a few deep breaths and relax Grady.ò   He looked down at his 

ass.   ñSeems to be no real damage despite the pain.  Were you fucked too?ò 

 

Recovering slowly Grady said, ñYeah é it was kinda brutal too é. a dry fuck, huge dick.ò 

 

ñHoly shit,ò Steve said, untying his wrists.  Steve looked up accusingly at Hassan who shrugged. 

ñHey, like I said, doc, not guilty.   But if I didnôt do this and neither did you, who the fuck did?ò 

 

Steve suddenly inhaled sharply.   ñGrady, have you had a visit from my brother?ò 

 

Grady sighed.   ñYeah é I didnôt wanna tell you ócos I donôt wanna stir up trouble between 

brothers.   But this Randy seemed real pissed off at me being here.   Said heôs the head of your 

family, he takes care of you and heôd bust me up if I didnôt get out of your life.ò 

 

Steve had gone white with anger, which he tried to control.   ñOh, he said that, did he?ò 

 

ñYeah, and I was dumb enough to defy him.  I lost my cool, called him a mother-fucker and said 

I wasnôt going anywhere.   He went ape-shit and, well, you can see what he did.   But let it drop, 

Steve.   Heôs your big brother after all and he said you always do what he tells you.   Said you 

wouldnôt dare retaliate, so please donôt.   If it helps calm the waters Iôll go away like he said.ò 

 

ñThe hell you will!   Here, Hassan, help me get him up on the chaise here é.   Good, thatôs 

better.   Man, Iôm sorry I jumped to conclusions when I came home.   I should have known youôd 

never do anything like this.   Has Randyôs fingerprints all over it.ò 

 

ñHey, no sweat, doc.   Iôd have reacted the same way, seeing me standing over the guy with the 

smoking gun in my hand é only in this case a dripping cock,ò Hassan grinned.  ñSo youôre not 

throwing me out of your guesthouse, then?ò 

  

ñAsshole.ò Steve managed a weak smile.  ñLook I gotta go sort this out, so could you stay here 

and take care of Grady while Iôm gone?   You know where the drinks and the food are.ò 
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ñIôd be honored,ò Hassan smiled.   ñDonôt worry about us, just take care of yourself.   Remember, 

youôre a man of words but Randyôs a man of action.   So be careful.ò 

 

ñThanks for the warning, buddy, but I know what Iôm doing.   Grady, Iôll make all this up to you 

when I get back, OK?ò   Steve turned on his heel and strode determinedly away. 

 

Hassan turned to Grady and smiled broadly.   ñI donôt think we were formally introduced.   The 

nameôs Hassan.ò 

 

ñGrady.ò   They shook hands and Hassan said, ñMan, I really behaved like an ass when I 

assumed Steve had tied you up.   I would have released you right away had I know it was é.ò 

 

ñApology not necessary, Hassan, you werenôt to know since I kept my mouth shut.  Anyway,ò he 

grinned, ñif you had untied me I would never have got that nice hot shower you gave me.   I can 

still taste it.ò     But then his smiled faded and he sighed.   ñOh Jesus, I seem to have stirred up a 

real hornetôs nest donôt I?   Are those two brothers gonna be OK?ò 

 

ñNot your fault, man.   And donôt worry.   Like I said, the doc is a man of words, hates violence.ò  

He paused thoughtfully.   ñThough he did have a look in his eye that Iôve never seen before. 

 

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

  

It was not only the look in his eye ï it was the fire in his belly, a rage that only increased as he 

drove down to Randyôs house.   On the most basic level Steve was enraged at what his brother 

had done to Grady, inflicting brutal punishment on a gentle, fun-loving young man who had 

done nothing wrong except had the misfortune to fall for Steve.   

 

But Steveôs anger went deeper than that, a fury that reared up from the swamp of sibling rivalry.   

It was the sheer arrogance of Randy, assuming that he could control the lives of his brothers 

and practically everyone else around him.   How dare he intervene so brutally in Steveôs life, 

trying to control him and deciding who he should be friends with and make love to.    

 

What had he told Grady é that his brother Steve óalways did what Randy told him to doô, that he 

ówould never retaliateô?    Son of a bitch.   So apparently he needed to get Randyôs approval for 

every move he made!   Who the hell did the arrogant mother-fucker think he was? 

 

It probably all came from Randyôs insecurity, Steve reasoned, applying his psychotherapistôs 

expertise.   And that no doubt led to jealousy ï the rough construction worker versus the 

elegant, successful Beverly Hills doctor.    And then when he had seen Steveôs latest friend, the 

gorgeous young model, his envy had make him strike out.  Yeah, that was the problem. 

 

ñWhat the fuck am I doing?ò Steve suddenly said out loud, angry at himself.  ñIôm making 

damned excuses for him again, like I always do é analyzing away his arrogance and brutality.   
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When the fuck does it stop?  And whoôs gonna stop him?    Me, thatôs who!   Right now!ò   Shit 

damn, he fumed, the son of a bitch tortured my friend, that gorgeous man who had harmed no 

one ï he tied him to the ground, dry fucked him and left him writhing with a butt-plug in his ass.ò   

 

Steve squeezed the steering wheel with a white-knuckle grip, his jaw clenched and his eyes 

blazed as his rage reached its peak. 

 

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

 

When Randy had arrived home most of the men and boys were grouped anxiously around the 

pool.  They had become aware of Randyôs absence soon after he left and guessed right away 

where he had gone.  And now as he sauntered in looking smugly pleased with himself in his 

usual jeans, boots and frayed tank top, they knew for sure that he had ñtaken careò of Steve and 

his ñboy toy.ò 

 

He sat down, lolled back in his chair and stretched out his legs on the table, boots and all.  

ñHey,ò he shouted, ñwho do you have to fuck to get a beer around here?ò  The twins ran up 

nervously with a beer and a snack, set it before him and then retreated behind Bob.   Randy 

ostentatiously banged off the bottle cap on the edge of the table, took a swig of beer and rubbed 

his forearm across his mouth with a deep sigh of satisfaction.  All eyes were on him and he 

knew it.  The heavy silence was broken by Bobôs calm voice. 

 

ñRandy, what have you done?ò 

 

ñDone!   What have I done?   Iôve done what any self-respecting guy would do to protect his 

brother.  Like I said, any man who messes with my brothers messes with me.   I said it wouldnôt 

be pretty and it wasnôt é though actually the asshole looked pretty damned hot when Iôd 

finished with him,ò Randy grinned.   ñLetôs just say the guy wonôt be showing his face around 

Steveôs place again any time soon. 

 

ñAnd you, Lloyd é.ò   Randy raised his bottle in a salute to Lloyd who was sitting nervously with 

Jamie on the office steps.  ñYou and Steve are as solid as ever.  Your rivalôs out of the picture.ò 

 

Lloyd stood up, ñIf you did anything to Steve Iôllé.ò 

 

ñNah, he wasnôt even home when I took care of the asshole.  Hey that sounds like Steveôs 

Beemer pulling up now.   Ask him yourself.ò 

 

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

 

A car door slammed, footsteps crunched on the gravel é. and the gate crashed open.   It was 

Steve alright, but Steve like they had never seen him before.   Backlit by the sun he loomed like 

an action hero avenger, legs apart, fists clenched at his sides.    Wearing jeans, boots and an 
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old T-shirt, his blazing eyes focused on one man ï his self-satisfied brother, legs stretched on 

the table, tilting his chair back. 

 

There was dead silence as Steve strode across the garden to the table.  Even the breeze died 

and the group collectively held its breath.  Randy looked up at Steve with a smug grin on his 

face ï and that was the last straw.   Steve sneered ominously, ñWho the hell do you think you 

are?ò   He grabbed the back of Randyôs tilted chair and yanked it over backward, sending the 

big gypsy sprawling on the ground, stunned. 

 

Flushed with anger Steve looked at the astonished gazes round the table.   ñThis man has 

flouted all the rules of your tribe and of common decency.  He came to my house uninvited and 

unprovoked and attacked a young friend of mine.   He tied him up, tortured him by dry fucking 

him, then left him in agony with a plug in his ass.   Heôs an animal ï and no brother of mine.ò 

 

Recovering from his fall Randyôs fighting instincts told him what came next and he reacted the 

only way he knew how ï with a preemptive strike.    He shot out his arm, grabbed Steveôs leg 

and jerked it out from under him.   With the lightning reflexes of a street fighter, Randy was on 

Steve the instant he crashed to the ground on his back.   He knelt over him, straddling his waist, 

pulled his arms down at his sides and trapped them by kneeling on them hard on the ground.   

At his brotherôs mercy Steve stared helplessly up at him. 

 

With a triumphant leer Randy mocked him.   ñYou really think you can beat me, little brother?   

You should have stayed behind your fancy desk in your fancy office dishing out that 

psychobabble of yours.  The streets are no place for a wimp like you, ócos bad thingsôll happen 

é like this é.ò 

 

With both hands he yanked on the neck of Steveôs T-shirt and ripped it open over his chest.   

ñYeah, youôre a big mother-fucker like me,ò Randy said, running his hands over the contours of 

Steveôs sculpted chest.   Runs in the family I guess ï but thatôs where the resemblance ends.  

óCos Iôm the boss of our family and any brother who badmouths me, hereôs what he gets. 

 

Steve howled in pain as Randy squeezed his nipples, using his fingernails to cut into them.   

ñYeah, I like to hear my brother scream.  I could rip your tits clear off, youôd like that, eh bro?   

You had enough?   Maybe youôd prefer this.ò   He pulled the torn shirt back off his chest and 

growled, ñGreat pecs, man.   Think they can take thisé.?ò   

 

He began his notorious pec-punching attack, slamming his fists down hard as Steve flexed his 

muscles to withstand the onslaught.   His handsome face writhed in pain and he yelled with 

each vicious blow inflicted by the wild eyed, long-haired gypsy. 

 

Lloyd couldnôt take anymore and walked toward the battle to help his lover.   But as he passed 

the table Zack pulled him down beside him on the bench.   ñNo,ò he said decisively to Lloyd and 

the other men who, agonized at watching Steveôs beating and humiliation, were about to 



3767 
 

intervene.   ñItôs between the brothers ï itôs been building a long time and it has to run its course.   

Randyôs gone way over the line this time, but itôs Steveôs fight, not ours.ò 

 

But Steve was clearly losing the fight almost as soon as it began.   Randy was now toying with 

him, slapping his face to punctuate his words.  ñTrouble with you, bro, you donôt know whatôs 

good for you.   You and Lloyd belong together and that pretty boy toy had muscled his way in, 

so your big brotherôs gotta slap some sense into you.ò  Steve groaned as his face jerked from 

side to side under the blows. 

 

ñI can see why you fell for him, heôs a real hot looking guy.  Shit I told him that me and him 

would make good fuck buddies.   When I fucked him and kissed him he reacted like every man 

does with me ï he couldnôt get enough.   Heôll come crawling to me soon enough and Iôll be 

happy to take him off your hands and out of your life.  After Iôve finished with you here Iôll 

probably go back up there and fuck him again and, trust me, heôll be begging for more.ò 

 

Randyôs words tortured Steve even more than the blows to his body.  Deep down he knew that 

Randy was capable of doing everything he claimed.   It was not an empty boast.   Through his 

pain he stared up at his triumphant brother with a look of searing hate.   Adrenaline raced 

through his body, stoking his fury, charging him with a power he had never felt before. 

 

With a mighty effort he pulled on his right arm and agonizingly slid it out from under Randyôs 

knee.   Catching the over-confident Randy by surprise Steve clamped his free hand round his 

brotherôs throat and squeezed it in a merciless vise.   Randy choked and wrapped both hands 

round Steveôs wrists trying to pull it off.   But, with the strength of an enraged bull Steve yelled, 

ñNot this time, asshole.  Iôll fucking kill you, man.   Iôm gonna fucking kill you. 

 

Randyôs eyes bulged as he felt the hand strangling him.  His own hands lost their strength and 

he felt himself being forced over to the side.   He tried to resist but his head was spinning, his 

vision blurring and he heard his brotherôs howl of triumph as he pushed Randy off him and sent 

him sprawling on the ground, coughing and grabbing his throat. 

 

This time it was Steve whose reflexes ruled as he locked a weakened Randy in the same trap 

he had been in.   Normally Randy could power out of any hold but this time the weight and 

intensity of the raging man pinning his arms to the ground with his knees defeated him.   It was 

his turn to stare helplessly up at the blazing eyes and flex in anticipation of the coming attack. 

 

And the attack was brutal.   Steve had, as he himself would have acknowledged, climbed down 

in the gutter with Randy with the same gypsy savagery ï no inhibitions, no holds barred.  He 

whaled into him with his fists, with the combined strength of muscle, fury and adrenaline.   

Randy was famously able to withstand a beating but this one made him roar in pain. 

 

The time for lectures was over.  All Steve uttered was a guttural, ñKill you, man, Iôll fucking kill 

you,ò as he slammed the back of his fist against the stubbled jaw, one side then the other.   The 

agonized face twisted in pain, the long black hair flew across the rugged gypsy features.    
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Randy tried desperately to pull his arm free as Steve had done but he was not driven by the 

same implacable rage as his brother.   Steve stared at the demon face but kept seeing in his 

mind the tortured features of the handsome young man Randy had brutalized and humiliated.  

ñMother fucker!ò he yelled like a battle cry as he continued to swing his fists. 

 

Finally he jumped to his feet and stood astride the battered gypsy who was still clutching his 

throat and choking.  ñWell,ò Steve sneered, ñat least Iôve wiped the smug grin off your face.   The 

King of the Gypsies has been thrashed.  But Iôm not finished with you, asshole, not even close.ò    

 

He hooked his boot under Randy and flipped him over on his stomach.    ñGet up, man é get 

up!ò    Slowly, painfully Randy dragged himself up on his hands and knees.   Steve leaned 

forward and laced his arms under Randyôs armpits from behind, over his chest and linked his 

hands behind Randyôs neck.   He hauled him to his feet in a brutal full-nelson hold, then half-

pushed, half dragged him to a tree and slammed him face-first into it. 

 

To the sound of the gypsyôs deep-throated groans Steve used the leverage of his hands linked 

behind Randyôs head to bang his face into the tree again and again.    Finally he grabbed 

Randyôs wrist, swung him round by his arm and sent him reeling backwards, slamming back-first 

against the tree, knocking him almost senseless.  Steve stared at the muscular construction 

worker sagging against the tree, his tank top ripped and his knees buckling.    

 

But the battle-hardened Randy was not broken easily.   He shook his head and his survival 

reflexes kicked in.   Acting on instinct alone he reached deep inside him and found a hidden 

reserve of strength.   He raised his leg, pressed his boot against Steveôs chest and shoved hard, 

sending Steve staggering backward and crashing to the ground on his back.   Randy sprang 

forward with the howl of a wounded animal. 

 

Stunned, Steve looked up and saw the maddened bull charging toward him.   But at the last 

minute Steve raised his leg and jammed his boot on his chest.  Using Randyôs forward 

momentum, Steve jerked his leg back and sent Randy sailing clear over him, flying through the 

air as if in slow motion.   He flipped over in mid-air and smashed to the ground on his back with 

an agonized scream é.. ñAaaagh!ò 

 

Steve sprang to his feet and towered over the fallen giant.  ñGet up,ò he snarled.   Randy 

groaned and made a feeble attempt to move but slumped back on the ground.   Steve grabbed 

Randyôs tank, pulled his torso off the ground and slapped his face as he growled, ñI... said... 

get... upé asshole.ò    Randy struggled, his tank ripped clear off and he crashed back to the 

ground.    Steve held the ragged tank triumphantly in the air, hooked his boot under the shirtless 

hunk and flipped him over on his belly. 

 

Steve leaned down and, from behind, wrapped the shreds of the tank round Randyôs throat.   He 

pulled back on it, pulling Randyôs face up and forcing him to struggle up on all fours.   In a daze 



3769 
 

he tried to crawl forward like a broken stallion making a last attempt to free himself from the 

rope round his neck. 

 

Pulling on the tank and Randyôs long black hair Steve shouted, ñI said get up!ò   Dragged by the 

neck and by the hair the beaten construction worker was forced to stagger unsteadily to his feet.   

Steve tied the tank loosely round his neck, then tainted his big brother swaying before him.  He 

slapped Randyôs face again and again making him stagger backward like a rag doll, arms 

flailing, amazing everyone by his refusal to go down, staying on his feet by sheer willpower.  

 

ñYouôre finished, man,ò Steve sneered.   ñI can drop you whenever I want é like this é.ò and he 

slammed his fist into Randyôs stomach.   With a pitiful howl Randy doubled over and pitched 

forward, collapsing on the ground on his face.    

 

From then on Steve taunted him like a cat tormenting a mouse.  As soon as Randy half rose on 

hands and knees Steve shoved him back down with his boot.   Steve hooked his boot under him 

and flipped him over, again and again so the broken, shirtless construction worker was rolling 

helplessly over the ground in the dirt.  His torment seemed endless. 

 

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

 

The men and boys had watched the whole brutal fight scarcely daring to breath.  They had 

mixed emotions but they all knew that Steve was doing what he had to do and that Randy was 

suffering the punishment he deserved.   Darius put his arm round Randyôs boy Pablo who sat 

pale faced and white knuckled watching his master get demolished, and Eddie held the hand of 

Randyôs kid brother, Ben.   Lloyd was agonized by the thought that his foolish fantasy had 

initiated all this, but Jamie, sitting with him on the steps, pressed tightly against him.  

 

But finally it was Zack who intervened, vocally at least.   Zack usually took charge in physical 

confrontations like this and now he yelled, ñHeôs had enough, Steve.ò 

 

Steve stopped and faced them, his body heaving, adrenaline still pumping.  ñNot quite, man.   

Whatôs the rule of this tribe, a rule Randy himself made?   The punishment fits the crime, right?   

We all know the crime this asshole committed so é.ò   

 

He turned and looked down at Randy lying limp on his back staring dazedly up at the brother 

who had thrashed and humiliated him.   ñYou know what my buddy felt like getting dry fucked by 

your massive cock?ò Steve sneered.  ñWell Iôll show you.ò   He ripped open his jeans and pulled 

out his rigid cock.    See, my dick is just as big as yours, brother, and itôs dry as a bone.ò 

 

Through a haze of pain Randy croaked, ñNo, man é please éò   Ignoring him Steve flipped him 

over on his stomach, knelt down and yanked his jeans down below his ass.   Randy made a 

pathetic attempt to claw his way forward through the dirt but Steve clamped his hands on the 

small of his back, pinning him to the ground.   He pressed the head of his dick between Randyôs 
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ass cheeks and said, ñThis is for my friend Grady, for me, and for every man youôve ever 

trashed because of your damnable anger and arrogance. 

 

ñAaaaagh!!ò   The gypsyôs agonized howl reverberated round the garden as Steve plunged his 

dry rod deep in his ass.   As the brutal fuck began, with Steve slamming down against his ass 

cheeks harder and harder, his thick pole driving deeper and deeper into his gut, Randy again 

tried desperately to crawl forward, clawing at the dirt.    But Steveôs powerful arms flexed 

mightily as they pressed on Randyôs back, immobilizing him. 

 

The big construction boss was helplessly impaled on his brotherôs merciless cock.   He was 

reduced to heaving sobs as he stretched forward and banged his fists on the ground in 

frustration, a reflexive attempt to endure the pain flashing from his ass throughout his body. 

 

As Steve intensified the pressure he looked down at the broken musclehunk and, even in the 

midst of his anger, could not help admiring the rippling muscles of his back and shoulders, his 

bulging biceps and the rugged tearstained faced turn sideways in the dirt, his long dark hair 

matted to his brow.    

 

This man was his brother after all and, for all his savage ways, he could be magnificent.  Steveôs 

anger was spent, he felt it drain from his triumphant body.   He could be merciful ... it was time 

to end this.   Still pumping Randyôs ass he leaned forward and whispered in his ear. 

 

ñYou had this coming, man.   Donôt you ever, ever again mess with me, my friends and my 

private life or, god help me, I will thrash you again.   Hereôs what youôre gonna do so the whole 

tribe can hear. Youôre gonna submit to me, beg for mercy é and bust your load when I tell you.ò 

 

Steve pulled back, pressed his hands against Randyôs shoulder blades and rose up on his feet 

so his body was arched over him, the only other point of contact his rod buried in his ass.   He 

slid his cock back almost all the way out and paused.  Then, with a triumphant war-cry, he drove 

it like a piston back down the chute and into the cauldron of the gypsyôs shattered ass. 

 

ñAaaagh é. OK, you win.   I submit, youôve beaten me.  I give up é finish me off.   Cum in my 

ass é please, sir, Iôm begging you.   Make me cumé. Yeah é yeah é yeahé.ò   With twin 

screams the brothers came simultaneously, the one on the ground under his belly, the victor 

pouring semen deep inside his defeated brother jerking and sobbing in the dirt. 

 

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

 

Steve fell forward and for long minutes the brothers were pressed together, one atop the other.   

Eventually Steve pulled his dick out of Randyôs ass and stood up.   With his boot he flipped the 

beaten man over on his back and stood behind his head in triumph, arms folded across his 

chest, legs astride. 

 

What happened next had a ritualistic feel to it.   Zack stood up and the other men present 
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followed him and formed a circle round the defeated man who stared up at them through dazed 

eyes.   The boys remained seated, clutching each other as they watched, and Lloyd stayed with 

them, feeling that he had already participated enough in this sorry mess. 

 

Wordlessly the men pulled out their cocks and stroked them.   The broken gypsy, his pants 

round his ankles, his muscled body and rugged face stained with cum, dirt, sweat and tears, 

looked magnificent in humiliating defeat so it didnôt take them long.    

 

Randy gazed up at the many cocks pointing down at him and, in a final act of macho defiance, 

didnôt close his eyes as one by one the cocks began to spurt semen, building to a crescendo 

until streams of white jizz were raining down on the naked construction worker, soaking his face, 

pouring into his mouth and splashing on his tortured body. 

 

It seemed like an eternity before the downpour ended, the men shook the last drops of jizz from 

their cocks and zipped up their pants.   As silently as they had arrived, they filed back to their 

seats at table.  Steve went back to the trees and watched from there as the big cum-soaked 

gypsy lay alone in the sun, barely conscious, muscles twitching with spasms of residual pain. 

 

Nobody moved.  The boys knew better than to intervene in a masterôs dispute.   Even Pablo, 

horrified at what had happened to the man he idolized, knew that Randy would not want his boy 

to approach him and share in his degradation.   And the men, even Bob, all had various motives 

for holding back, mostly based on their disgust at what Randy had done at Steveôs house, and 

knowing that, in the tribal tradition, he deserved the retribution Steve had dealt. 

 

So nobody moved.   Except one.   Drifting in and out of consciousness Randy opened his eyes 

and, through a film of cum, found himself looking up at the face staring anxiously down at him 

from his wheelchair.   Brandonôs voice said calmly, ñDo you think you can stand up, sir?   I 

wheeled up close so you can grab the arm of my chair and pull yourself up.   Then you can lean 

on the handles at back and Iôll wheel us forward.ò 

 

Soothed by the boyôs gentle voice Randy managed a faint smile and said weakly.  ñThanks, 

kiddo.   Sounds like a plan.ò 

 

While men and boys had hesitated Brandon had separated himself from them and wheeled 

himself over to his fallen hero.   Now they all watched as Randy got slowly on all fours, then 

pulled himself painfully to his feet, hanging onto the wheelchair arm with Brandon leaning over 

to help him.  When Randy was upright, supporting himself on the handles at back of the chair, 

Brandon spoke to the group in a clear voice. 

 

ñSirs, Iôm not sure of all the stuff that started all this and Iôm probably way out of line here, but é 

but I donôt care.   All I know is that Randy has been kind to me since the day he first came to my 

house.  Heôs my hero and he needs help é thatôs all I know or care about.ò   He directed his 

gaze at Pete.   ñI hope youôre not angry with me, sir.ò 

 



3772 
 

Pete smiled, with tears in his eyes.  ñFar from it, kiddo.ò 

 

ñThank you, sir.ò   Brandon wheeled strongly but slowly, propelling the chair forward and Randy 

with it.   He leaned on the back of the chair like a walker, putting one foot painfully before the 

other as Brandon heaved on the wheels.    It was the only way Randy could have moved without 

the help of several men.   Brandon looked back over his shoulder and smiled, ñYou OK, sir?   

You can make it é nearly there.ò 

 

They were approaching the gate and Darius sprang to his feet.   He glance quickly at Zack who     

nodded his approval.   ñWeôll go to Zackôs house across the street, dude,ò Darius grinned at 

Brandon.   He held the gate open as they passed slowly through, then followed them across the 

street, where they would put Randy to bed and take care of him. 

 

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

 

The group was left deep in thought. They were silently questioning the tribal rituals that required 

physical violence to settle disputes, in contrast with the simple expression of love by one boy 

who tossed all other, baser considerations aside to simply help a friend in need.   More than one 

of them brushed a tear from the eye as they contemplated the scene of the handicapped boy 

wheeling his injured hero across the lawn. 

 

Emboldened by Brandonôs example the twins stood up and walked over to Steve who was now 

slumped against a tree, feeling mentally and physically exhausted, not to mention aching and 

bruised as adrenaline drained from him.   ñSir,ò Kyle said, ñcould we invite you to our apartment 

over the kitchen where you can shower and rest?ò   Kevin added, ñé and let us make 

something real special for you to eat and drink.ò 

 

Steve smiled at them.  ñNow how can I refuse an invitation like that?ò   They helped him across 

the lawn, glancing at Bob who smiled and nodded approvingly.   Then all three disappeared 

through the door to the twinsô rooms. 

 

The group started to disperse after that, but not before Eddie said to Bob.  ñSir, I had planned to 

go up and see Hassan this afternoon.   Apparently heôs taking care of this guy whoé well, you 

know é until Steve gets back.  Do you think thatôs still OK?ò 

 

ñItôs a great idea, Eddie.   Only, when you talk to Hassan I wouldnôt let this Grady hear anything 

about the fight.  It would upset him thinking he was the cause.  So not a word, OK?ò   He smiled.  

ñI know that keeping quiet is not exactly your thing, is it?ò    Eddie looked up at him wide eyed 

and zipped his lips with his fingers tips.   ñOK, kid,ò Bob laughed, ñoff you go then.ò 

 

Darius came back through the gate and said, ñHey, Pablo, Ben.  Randy says heôd like to talk to 

his boy and his kid brother.  So can you come across the street with me?ò    The two boys had 

been feeling real low after watching Randyôs humiliation and were only too eager to see him. 
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About that time Kevin emerged from the house and said to Lloyd, measuring his words carefully, 

ñEr, Lloyd.   Steve asked me to ask you if you would come up to our room and speak to him.   

He said he quite understands if you donôt want to, but he would really like to see you.ò 

 

Lloyd smiled.  ñThanks for putting it do delicately Kevin.   Of course Iôll come.  Seems like itôs 

time for óout with anger, in with loveô.  So lead on.ò 

 

Bob looked at Mark with a deep sigh.   ñHmm, out with anger, in with love.   I wish.    Time for 

the bridge building to begin.ò 

 

ñYeah, buddy,ò Mark said, ñand thereôs a whole lot of broken bridges out there.ò 

 

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

 

In sharp contrast to the brutal action at the house, life was much more serene up at the 

Mulholland house where Grady was recovering from his traumatic encounter with Randy and 

getting to know Hassan.    

 

Steve had called briefly and told Hassan that he had taken care of things to his satisfaction but 

he would be resting for a while before coming back.  (Resting?   Hassan had a fair idea of what 

that meant, but he asked no questions.)   He had passed the phone to Grady and Steve had 

made sure he would stay here at least until he returned. 

 

As they sipped wine out on the deck Hasan and Grady discovered they had something in 

common as both had spent considerable time in front of a camera.   Hassan, in the Marine 

Recruitment Department he headed up, had become the poster man for the Marines.   With his 

rugged good looks he had starred in many of their recruitment videos, sometimes with Darius as 

first assistant director with his video expertise. 

 

Grady, of course had spent his professional life as a model before becoming an actor 

exclusively so they had a lot to talk about.   Hassan sensed an amiable, fun-loving man, not to 

mention drop-dead gorgeous, and they quickly became friends.   Hasan was more reserved 

than Grady, shy about his own beauty in contrast with Gradyôs happy embrace of his.   But of 

course they were both attracted to each other and, in any other circumstances, Hassan would 

have been fucking the handsome jock by now, something they both fantasized about. 

 

But there was a certain reserve in Gradyôs otherwise open demeanor which Hassan detected 

and said so.   ñThat obvious, uh?ò Grady grinned.   ñI gotta confess that Iôm still feeling a bit shell 

shocked after being pummeled by that Randy guy.   It just came out of the blue and itôs left me 

gun-shy ï or I should say cock-shy.ò  

 

He chuckled, ñIôm half afraid youôre gonna jump on me, hold me down and fuck my ass.   Not 

that I wouldnôt go for that in a big way ordinarily ï shit, youôre a fucking gorgeous hunk of man ï 

but right now my ass is é kinda raw.ò 
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ñI know exactly what you mean, buddy,ò Hassan smiled.   ñI remember the first time Randy did it 

to me and left me crawling in the dirt.   óCourse, I later took my revenge and thrashed him good, 

and now we have é letôs just say é an understanding.   He knows better than to mess with me 

or my boy.ò   

 

Hasan frowned.   ñWorse than anything, though, is the way Randy leaves you feeling humiliated, 

unsure of your own masculinity.   The way I got over that is to fuck a guy and fuck hard ï re-

established my macho pride.    You should try it.ò 

 

ñYeah, well, I dunno.  Youôve probably guessed by now that Iôm pretty much a guy who loves to 

get butt fucked, especially by a hunk like Steve.   Shit, even when I watched Randy fucking me I 

almost fell under his spell é he was like é I dunno é magnetic éò   He checked himself.  ñBut 

Iôm not gonna go down that road.ò  He laughed, ñAs the poet says, óThat way madness liesô. 

 

ñOh donôt get me wrong, I like to fuck sometimes, but never a guy like you, no way.  Itôs usually 

a guy younger than me, like some fan who jerks off over my picture and, when he meets me, 

begs me to fuck him.   Happens a lot.ò 

 

ñI bet it does,ò Hassan smiled.     

 

Suddenly there was loud buzz from the gate control in the house.   ñAh, thatôll be my boy,ò 

Hassan said, jumping to his feet.   ñActually, I first met him at one of those video shoots I was 

telling you about.   Stay put, Iôll go let him in.ò 

 

Grady was left puzzled.   His boy?   He assumed his son.   But Hassan had first met him on a 

film set?   Weird.  He was intrigued.  

 

Hasan buzzed open the gate and met Eddie as he screeched to a halt in the driveway.   Eddie 

jumped out of his truck and hit the ground talking, not pausing for breath.   ñIt was totally 

awesome, sir, this epic fight between Randy and Steve ï not what youôd call brotherly love, sir, 

no way ï and Steve totally trashed Randy, made him submit and everything, and then all the 

men stood round him and pumped jizz all over him, and éò 

 

ñWas anyone hurt?ò 

 

ñDonôt think so sir.   Randy was pretty banged up but you know him, sir, tough as nails.  Anyway 

Brandon was the only one who dared to help Randy and led him over to Zackôs house where 

him and Darius are helping him, and Randy asked Pablo and Ben to come see him.  And the 

twins took Steve to their place and he asked for Lloyd.   If you ask me, sir, I think é.ò 

 

ñNow listen, kid, this is important.  Not a word of this to Grady when you meet him.   Heôll find 

out soon enough but Iôd rather he stay calm while heôs here.  Heôs out on the deck.ò  When they 
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went through the house to the pool Grady stood up with a big smile.  Eddie took one look at the 

muscle-jock in black speedos é and nearly fell over.   

 

ñGrady,ò Hassan said, ñthis is my boy Eddie.   Eddie, meet Grady.ò   Grady shook Eddieôs hand 

and at first the boy was speechless.   Then the damn burst.   ñItôs you, sir é the hot guy in all 

those ads.   I canôt believe it éyou wait ótil the guys hear about this.   Me and them we whack off 

looking at your pictures all the time, sir, and now here you are.   My buddies are Brandon and 

Ben é they call us the three amigos but I think it should be the three bandidos.   Ben is Randyôs 

brother é oops, sorry, I wasnôt sôposed to mention him é.ò   

 

He momentarily ran out of steam and Grady said, ñSo Hassan is your dad?ò 

 

ñNot likely, sir.ò Eddie laughed.   ñNo, Iôm his boy and heôs my master.   He takes care of me and 

I take care of him in a different way.  Iôll show you if you like and Iôll evené..ò 

 

ñEddie ï stop talking!ò Hassan commanded and Eddie zipped his lips with his finger tips and 

twisted his fingers at the corner of his mouth like turning a key.   Grady laughed merrily and 

said, ñHey, I do the same thing when Iôve talked too much.  I think Iôm gonna like you, Eddie.ò 

 

ñBoy, I said be quiet.   Stand at ease.ò   The military command shocked Grady until he caught 

sight of Hassan winking at him without Eddie seeing.   At that moment he realized how much 

Hassan loved the boy and guessed he was supposed to play along.  Eddie stood legs apart, 

hands behind his back. 

 

ñGrady,ò Hassan said, ñyou remember I said you needed to get over that Randy shit by fucking 

ass and you said you only fucked younger guys, like a fan who beats off over your picture. Well, 

whatôs wrong with this kid?ò   Eddie got an instant boner in his shorts. 

 

ñBut heôs yours, man.   I couldnôt do that to you.ò 

 

ñHey, I think of us as buddies by now, so I could rent my boy out to you for an hour or twoéif 

the price is right.ò 

 

Grady immediately got the picture and loved the game Hassan was playing and the fantasy he 

was weaving for his boy.   ñWell, I dunno.   In that loose T-shirt he looks a bit skinny.ò 

 

ñBoy,ò Hassan ordered, and Eddie pulled the shirt off to flaunt his muscular young physique.   

ñOh shit,ò Grady said, ñthatôs hot.   Kid you should come and be my workout partner some time.ò 

(Eddie almost shot his load).   ñSo how much you charge for him, soldier?ò 

 

Well, the package price is 100 bucks an hour, but you can order a la carte if you want.   For 

example, itôs fifty to fuck his ass.ò 
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ñNah, Iôll give you thirty.ò   Hassan said again, ñBoy!ò  Eddie turned round, dropped his shorts 

and flexed his bubble butt.   ñHoly shit,ò Grady said.   ñOK, fifty.  How much for a blow job?ò 

 

ñAh, well there youôre talking something unique.  This boy here is the best young cock-sucker 

you or anyone else have ever met.   Itôs his specialty.    Thirty.ò 

 

ñDone é. Hey at this rate I should go for the all-inclusive.   Hundred bucks it is.ò 

 

ñSold,ò said Hassan.   ñHeôs all yours.ò    Eddie was trembling with excitement while the two men 

bargained over him like a young slave-for-hire.   He was hoping desperately that they would 

settle on a price and Hassan would loan his ass out to this beautiful man he had drooled over so 

often.   And now he had been sold to him. 

 

His eyes opened wide as the handsome muscle-jock, naked except for black speedos, walked 

round him, appraising him.   Eddieôs shorts were round his ankles and his cock was standing out 

hard as a rock.  And when Grady ran his hand over Eddieôs chest and nipples, the boy inhaled 

sharply, winced and gasped, ñNo é no é I canôt éò   His body shuddered, his cock reared up 

and shot a stream of cum high in the air that splashed down on Gradyôs sculpted chest.  

 

ñHoly fuck,ò Grady yelled stretching his arms out sideways to display his chest.  ñLook what 

youôve done.   Look at me, boy!ò     Look at him?  Eddie could not take his eyes off the muscular 

athlete, his own cum running down his chiseled pecs.  ñOh, sorry, sir,ò Eddie gasped.   ñYouôre 

so gorgeous I just couldnôt hold back.   Itôs just something I do.ò 

 

ñHeôs right,ò Hassan grinned.   ñThe boy cums a lot ï a regular gusher.  But donôt worry, thereôs 

a lot more where that came from.ò 

 

Grady shot a quick grin to Hassan, then became serious.   ñOK, boy, I paid big bucks to fuck 

your ass and I am gonna get my moneyôs worth.ò  He slid his hands inside his speedos, pushed 

them down so they fell round his ankles.  He stepped out of them and faced Eddie buck naked, 

his long cock swinging between his muscular thighs.    

 

Eddieôs cock immediately rose to full boner and Grady growled, ñDonôt you dare cum again, boy, 

or Iôll whip your ass before I fuck it.ò  (That image alone was enough to make the boy shoot but 

he managed to hold it back.)   ñYou ready to get butt-fucked, boy?ò 

 

ñYes please, sir,ò Eddie gulped, scared that Grady might change his mind.    

 

Grady stroked his half-erect cock.   ñSo, you think you can make this hard?ò 

 

ñOh yes, sir.ò  Eddieôs eyes sparkled.   ñLike Hassan said, itôs my specialty, sir.  I give the best 

blowjobs in the world.  I learnt it at this bar thaté.ò    Realizing he was talking too much he 

pursed his lips together hard, his eyes open wide.  Grady had to suppress a burst of laughter, 

which he managed to do as Eddie sank to his knees before him. 
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Eddie surprised him by putting his arms behind his back.   He didnôt need his hands for this ï he 

simply leaned forward and sucked the semi-erect cock into his mouth and slowly swallowed it 

with a series of contractions of his throat.   When it was in deep Eddie swallowed again, 

clenching his throat muscles hard round the athleteôs cock, which instantly got hard.   ñAaaah,ò 

Grady gasped looking wildly at Hassan. 

 

ñTold you so,ò Hassan grinned, watching with satisfaction, arms folded over his chest. 

 

As Eddie pulled back Grady reached down, grabbed his head and pulled it down over the length 

of his cock until Eddieôs face was buried in the muscle-jockôs damp pubic hair, smelling, tasting 

the musky essence of the gorgeous man he had formerly seen only in pictures.   The boy pulled 

out all the stops, determined to give Grady the best blow-job he had ever given even to Hassan. 

 

Gradyôs body was tingling with a sensation he had never felt before.  His cock was on fire as the 

boy worked it in ways no one ever had until now.    He looked down and saw the sparkling eyes 

gazing up at him, saw his own cock sliding between the pursed lips of the handsome young 

urchin face.   ñOh man, that feels so fucking hot é shit, itôs making my cock é. I canôt é I gotta 

é oh no é fuck-fuck-fucké aaaagh.ò 

 

He jammed the boyôs face down hard on his cock that exploded deep inside, pouring sperm 

down his throat.   At the same time he felt warm liquid splash on his legs and feet as the boy 

blasted another load of jizz on him. 

 

Grady pulled out and berated himself.   ñShit, shit.   I couldnôt hold back é. tried to save it for 

fucking you but I just had to empty my dick in your mouth.   Damn, I really wanted to fuck that 

bubble butt of yours.ò 

 

The urchin face grinned up at him cum oozing from the corners of his mouth and down his chin.   

ñDonôt worry, sir, itôs not a problem.  I can easily make you hard again.ò   And immediately he 

launched into a repeat of his earlier moves, sucking the limp dick into his mouth and working it 

quickly into an iron hard weapon. 

 

ñDamn, youôre good,ò Grady said, pulling out and stroking his long pole.   His tone softened, 

realizing how much Eddie lusted for him and how hard he was working to please him.   ñNow for 

the main event.  How do you want it, Eddie?ò 

 

ñIôd like to watch you when you fuck me, sir.   Itôs what I fantasized about when I came all over 

your picture.ò 

 

ñYou got it, kiddo.  On your back, then.ò 

 

Eddie scrambled onto his back on the bare boards of the deck, and looked up at the spectacular 

young muscle-stud towering over him stroking his cock.    He looked god-like, back-lit by the sun 
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that cast a halo effect round him.   Without thinking Eddie stroked his own cock and within 

seconds, ñaaahò, he shot yet another load over his chest and abs.    Then he put his hands 

behind his knees and pulled his legs back, exposing his gorgeous ass. 

 

ñPlease, sir.   Please fuck me, sir.   I want it so bad.ò 

 

Hassan unobtrusively pushed an open jar of lube forward, Grady dipped his fingers in it and 

pushed them gently in the boyôs ass.   Then he pulled Eddieôs wrists off his legs and let the legs 

fall over his shoulders.   He leaned forward still holding Eddieôs wrists and pinned them on the 

ground beside his face.  Eddie gazed up in awe at the bulging biceps, the rippling muscles of his 

chest and abs, and the chiseled features of his square-jawed face.  

 

His pale green eyes smiled down at the awestruck young face and he said, ñSo this is what you 

fantasized about is it?   Letôs see how it feels in real life.ò   He pressed the head of his cock 

against the boyôs hole and gently, ever so slowly, eased it inside him, pushing deeper, deeper 

until he felt the ass suddenly clench and ñaaahhéò   Eddie shot yet another load of jism, this 

time spurting up onto the chest and abs of the man leaning so close over him. 

 

ñGood,ò Grady smiled.   ñI like a boy whoôs just cum.   Makes his ass tighter.ò    

 

Eddie entered a Neverland world of pure bliss, gazing up at the man he had worshipped from 

afar and now feeling his cock sliding in and out of him, messaging his ass, loving it.   

 

Watching nearby Hassan beamed with satisfaction.   He had provided the wounded Grady with 

exactly the rehab therapy he needed, but more than that, he was giving his boy one of the big 

thrills of his life, something he would talk about to his young friends for a long time to come.   

And apart from all that, Hassan himself was hugely turned on, watching the boy he loved getting 

his sweet ass fucked by his fantasy man, the flawlessly beautiful swimwear model.   Hassan 

pulled out his cock and began stroking it. 

 

As Grady rose and fell over Eddieôs ass his voice was hypnotic.  ñThat feel good, Eddie?   Look 

at me, that hot muscle-jock whose picture you splashed with your jizz.   Now heôs here, pinning 

you down and fucking your ass.   Youôre his prisoner, he can do what he likes to you.   Man your 

ass feelôs good, itôs on fire, my cockôs on fire.   And in days to come Iôm gonna ask your master 

to rent your ass out to me again.   What do you want most, Eddie?   No, Iôll ask your master.ò 

 

He looked up and raised his eyes to Hassan, standing before him stroking his massive Marine 

cock.   ñWhat he wants, stud, is to feel your cock pouring jizz in his ass.   But I want something 

too, man ï your mouth.    My boy wants to look up and see his masterôs cock push in between 

those beautiful lips and all the way down your throat.  See, Iôm still in charge here, you get it?ò 

 

ñYes sir,ò Grady gulped, gazing up at the exotically handsome soldier, stripped to the waist in 

camouflage fatigues and boots, flexing his muscles.  Grady had wanted him since he first saw 

him looming over him.  He was fucking his boy.  Now he wanted to eat the masterôs cock. 
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And thatôs how it happened.   Eddie could hardly believe the evidence of his eyes or the 

sensation in his ass as he gazed up and saw the Marineôs cock disappearing into the mouth of 

the man who was fucking his ass.    He saw the lantern jaw opened wide, saw spit dribbling 

from the corners of the athleteôs mouth and tears spilling from his eyes ï and still the manôs rod 

kept drilling his ass. 

 

The triple play took on a rhythm of its own é Gradyôs cock pushed into the boyôs ass as his 

mouth pushed down on the soldierôs cock.   He was fucking and getting fucked at the same 

time.  All three men were soaring to their climax, Grady and Eddie just waiting for the word from 

the Marine Captain.   

 

ñDo it, man,ò the deep accented voice growled.  ñFuck my boy, man, fuck him deep.   And fuck 

my cock é.thatôs it, make me bust my load é make us all cum.   Damn, that face is gorgeous, 

so fucking beautiful my balls are gonna explode.   Come on, stud, fuck that boy, fuck him é 

suck that Marineôs dick é swallow my jizz, man é here it comes é yeah é. Aaagh!ò 

 

The triple orgasm was spectacular.   Cum blasted everywhere ï Gradyôs in the boyôs ass, 

Eddieôs over his own chest, and Hassanôs deep down the jockôs throat as he swallowed gulp 

after gulp.  Then came silence.  Hassan had triumphed, Eddie had been fucked by the man of 

his dreams é. and Grady had never before serviced master and boy together.  Until now. 

 

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

  

Later, after a swim and a new bottle of wine, the three men sat by the pool with their newly 

discovered intimacy.   ñYou know, Eddie,ò Grady was saying, ñwith your build and your looks you 

could be a swimwear and underwear model yourself.ò   As Eddie waved his hand in disbelief, 

Grady persisted.   ñNo I mean it, the business is changing ï moving away from the arrogant face 

like mine that says ófuck youô, to the younger cheeky face that says ófuck meô. 

 

ñIôm serious.   You say youôve got a buddy whoôs expert with a camera.   Get him to take some 

pictures ï by the pool, say.   Maybe do some with you and your two amigos.   Pick out the best 

half dozen and Iôll show them to my agent.   You never know in this game.ò 

 

But Eddieôs lightning-fast mind knew already.   Just wait ótil the guys hear about this! 

 

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

 

Down at Zackôs house Randy, still recovering in bed, had another visitor ï Pete.   The Ranger 

checked on how he was doing, then said, ñLook I know youôre tired and this is not the best time 

for bothering you.   But this is not about what just went down out there ï I donôt know all the 

issues and I try to stay clear of that stuff.   No, this is something I wanna ask before I go away 

tomorrow.   Itôs about Brandon. 
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That name made Randy sit up straight and say ñGreat kid é great kid.ò 

 

ñYeah, I know how affectionate you feel about him Randy, thatôs why Iôm here.   You know Iôm 

going up to Yosemite for a week with the Forest Rangers there ï park management and such ï 

so Iôve got a favor to ask.   Could you keep an eye on my boy while Iôm gone?   Like you said, 

Brandonôs a great kid, but heôs always out to prove how independent he can be and that 

sometimes worries me. 

 

ñFor instance, heôs crazy about that motor-trike of his and heôs talking about taking it out for a 

long run on his own.   Like the trip he took with Zack é only without Zack or anyone else.   Heôs 

dying to prove he can do stuff like that on his own.    Look, I know what just happened here, but 

thereôs no one in the world Iôd rather trust my boyôs safety to than you, Randy.ò 

 

ñHey buddy, say no more.  Iôm honored you put your trust in me é especially right now,ò he said 

with a rueful shrug.   ñYou know how special I think that kid is é shit, if you hadnôt taken him Iôd 

have grabbed him for myself.  So rest easy, Ranger, Iôll keep a close eye on him.   Trust me, 

heôll come to no harm.ò 

 

As Pete was leaving the house he met Brandon wheeling himself in.   ñI brought food from the 

twins for Randy, sir.   He needs to eat a good meal, build up his strength, then have a long nap.  

Heôs pretty banged up as you could see, but Iôll keep a close eye on him.   Iôll make sure he 

comes to no harm.   If thatôs OK with you sir.ò 

 

Pete smiled and ruffled his hair.   ñItôs perfect, kiddo.   Absolutely perfect.ò 

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 268  –  “Mending Bruised Egos” 

 
Prior to Peteôs visit Randy had sent for his boy Pablo and his kid brother Ben.  Brandon and 

Darius had helped him undress, take a short shower to wash off the worst of the dirt, and then 

helped him into Zackôs guestroom bed.  He was propped up against pillows, eyes closed, 

waiting for Brandon to bring him food and beer from the twins, when Pablo and Ben came in 

nervously and stood silently by the bed. 

 

Randy opened his eyes and managed a weary grin for his adopted son and kid brother.   ñNot 

much of a dad or a big brother am I, eh?ò   Both boys started to protest but Randy waved them 

silent.   ñNah, I know how I look, and Iôm sorry you had to see that out there, though itôs right that 

you did.   Part of growing up.  I feel especially bad for you, Ben, having to watch both your 

brothers fight each other like wild animals.   How is Steve, by the way?ò 

 

ñThe twins took him up to their rooms, sir, and he seems to be doing OK.   Heôs not as beat up 

asé..ò   He trailed off, knowing he had said too much. 
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But Randy grinned, ñYeah, like é heôs fine but you should see the other guy, eh?ò    Ben 

blushed and Randy said, ñLook, guys, I donôt wanna go into it all now except to say that I fucked 

up and Steve was right to do what he did to me.  Iôd have done the same in his place.   Imagine 

if Steve had attacked either of you or Bob, you know how I would have retaliated.   Except Steve 

would never do stuff like that to you é heôs the brainy one, Iôm the asshole.ò 

 

Again they moved to protest but Randy said, ñI asked you to come here because weôre family 

and I want you to know one thing.   Weôre a proud family and, whatever happens, we always 

hold our heads high.  You know my rule, a man fucks up, he gets punished and thatôs the end of 

it.  Except maybe in this case,ò he sighed.   

 

ñBut you two have no reason to feel guilt or shame.   So when you go back out there, you go 

proudly, heads up like the confident young guys Iôm raising.  Donôt be arrogant with the other 

boys é huh, thereôs enough arrogance in me for all of us é and I think youôll find theyôll support 

you.   What do you boys call it when thereôs trouble é circling the wagons?  

 

ñLook at young Brandon é heôs an example for all of us.   Doesnôt give a shit about the issues.    

He sees one of the tribe wounded and right away pitches in to help.  Iôm relying on you to 

uphold the family honor that I did my damndest to grind in the dirt.  Can you do that for me?ò 

 

They stood at attention and replied strongly.   ñYes, sir.ò  ñAbsolutely, sir.ò  Then Pablo frowned 

and asked hesitantly, ñBut, sir, what about é I mean é what about Bob, sir?   Heôs part of the 

family too, isnôt he?ò 

 

ñYou bet your life he is,ò Randy said forcefully, but then his bravado failed.  ñI dunno, guys, I 

donôt know how heôs taking all this.   Kinda scares me.   He hates it when I fuck up and this one 

was an all-time doozy ï a 100 percent major fuckup.   But you leave that to us.   You go out 

there and show them all what being part of a tight family means. 

 

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

 

Randy bumped fists with them, smiled encouragingly then close his eyes, exhausted.   The boys 

walked across the street, stood outside the gate and hugged.  ñLetôs go, tiger,ò Pablo grinned. 

ñHead up, chest out.ò 

 

When they went into the garden they were surprised that the group had not broken up.  Men 

and boys alike were still hanging around being plied with food and alcohol by the twins.   There 

seemed to be an understanding that, as the tribe had been rocked by the fight between two of 

its leaders, they should stick around for mutual support.   The bonds of loyalty and friendship 

ran deep in the group, the glue that held it together, and they had all been profoundly unnerved 

by the animosity between the two powerful brothers. 
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That bond of support was felt especially among the boys.  When one of them was in trouble 

they all banded together and, as Randy had said, circled the wagons.  They all guessed what 

Pablo and Ben must be going through.   After all, Pablo modeled himself on his hero Randy, 

and Ben was a younger, black-haired gypsy version of his big brother. 

 

So the boys all eagerly embraced them when they came into the garden.   Just as Brandon had 

done, they set aside the complex issues of Randyôs guilt and Steveôs savage retribution and 

focused instead on helping their fellow boys who were hurting through no fault of their own. 

 

There were many hugs and expressions of sympathy until Darius, who had been hanging back 

on the edge of the crowd, stepped forward and grabbed his boyfriendôs wrist.   ñCome on, dude,ò 

he said gently but firmly, ñyouôre coming with me.ò   He led Pablo upstairs to their apartment. 

 

Right after that Jason, the handsome fireman, intervened in the boysô group hug.  He put his 

arm round his boyôs neck and said, ñHey, Ben.  You wanna take me up to your room?ò 

 

ñYes please, sir.ò    Ben needed to get away and feel his masterôs strong arms round him, so 

they went into the house. 

 

The tribe had a time-honored remedy for restoring confidence in any member who had been 

wounded, physically or emotionally, and had his manly pride damaged.  It may have seemed 

crude, but they found that nothing repairs a manôs damaged ego like a good honest-to-god fuck!    

 

It was exactly what Hassan had just done for the humiliated Grady up at Steveôs house, and at 

the same time given his boy a wild ride when he ñrentedò Eddieôs ass out to Grady, who rode 

him like a stallion.   Now, both Darius and Jason had something similar in mind for Pablo and 

Ben ï minus the rent-a-boy thing. 

 

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

 

In Dariusôs case Pablo didnôt make it easy.   As soon as they got up to their room Pablo turned 

on him.   ñOK so letôs hear it.   I know what you and everyone else is thinking.   Youôre gonna 

trash talk my dad.   OK, go ahead, I can take it.   Weôre a tough family and Randy told me and 

Ben we got hold our heads up high.ò   Fists too it seemed as Pablo raised his in a reflexively 

defensive stance. 

 

ñHey, knock it off, dude.ò  Darius grabbed his raised wrists and held them in a vise.   He was 

stronger than Pablo, like a junior Zack, and Pablo could only stare at Darius defiantly.    

 

Darius glared back.   ñWhat the fuck is it with you guys, always assuming that itôs you against 

the world?   I know where Randy gets it from ócos heôs a street fighter from way back.  But you 

just try to be as tough as your dad and raise your fists to anyone who blinks at you the wrong 

way, like youôre doing with me.ò 
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Darius softened his tone and released Pabloôs hands.   ñHey, this is me, dude, your best buddy 

Darius.  Iôm on your side.  Shit youôve changed a whole lot from that day I first saw that hot 

young mechanic bending over the engine of a truck and fell in love with your ass.ò  He grinned. 

ñé then fell in love with you.ò 

 

ñYeah, well maybe I have changed,ò Pablo said recklessly, a whiff of hysteria in his voice.   ñCos 

Randy and me we donôt need anyone ï we take care of each other.ò  He shoved Darius 

backward.   ñAnd I sure as hell donôt need any of that óin love with your assô bullshit.ò     

 

Pablo went to shove him again but Darius pulled him toward him, wrapped him in his muscular 

arms and clamped their mouths together in a fierce kiss.   Pabloôs first impulse was to push 

away but then his body relaxed, he allowed himself to be held and returned his loverôs kiss, 

hesitantly at first, then ravenously. 

 

When their mouths finally separated they rested their chins on each otherôs shoulder, cheek to 

cheek.  Pabloôs cheek was damp and Darius felt his body shudder against him.   Pablo was 

sobbing.  Darius held him at armôs length and his own eyes watered seeing his loverôs distress.  

Pablo sat on the edge of the bed, slumped in misery, weeping uncontrollably.   Darius sat 

beside him and stroked his hand.    

 

ñThatôs it, kiddo, let it out.   Tell your uncle Darius all about it.ò 

 

ñIt was so hard,ò Pablo said through his tears, ñwatching Randy get beat like that in front of 

everyone.  Heôs always been my hero and there he was crawling in the dirt andé..ò  He choked 

up, clumsily wiping his eyes with his screwed up fists like a weeping child.    

 

Darius threw him a lifebelt.  ñYeah, but you know what, dude?   Randyôs the toughest fighter in 

the group and I think he could have won that fight, but he deliberately let Steve win so Steve 

could have his revenge.ò 

 

Pablo looked at Darius with a glimmer of hope.  ñYou think so?  He threw the fight?  Yeah, thatôs 

probably it.   So thatôs a good thing, right?ò  He managed a watery smile.   ñI wanted to help him, 

you know, right from the start, but I knew he wouldnôt have wanted that ï like, his boy being right 

up close after heôd been beaten so bad.   Thank god for Brandon.  I wish I was just like him.ò 

 

Darius chuckled, ñI bet thatôs the first time anyoneôs said that about a kid in a wheelchair.   But I 

know what you mean, dude.  When someone he loves is in trouble that kid doesnôt give a shit 

about anything else, he just charges in to help.   Thatôs his own special kind of gutsy.  And I can 

tell you heôs there with Randy at Zackôs place right now making sure heôs doing OK.ò 

 

Pablo sighed, dried his eyes and said, ñIôm sorry I said all that crappy stuff to you just now, 

dude.   You know I didnôt mean it.   I just needed to lash out at someone.   But there are two 

things you could do for me?   Number one, donôt tell the guys that I bawled my eyes out like a 

kid.  Iôm supposed to be holding my head up, remember?ò 
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ñNo sweat, dude.  What happens in this room stays in this room.  Whatôs number two?ò 

 

Pablo gazed into the gentle brown eyes.  ñMake love to me, Darius.   Fuck my ass.ò 

 

Darius leapt to his feet and grinned mischievously.   ñNo way, dude.   But youôre on the right 

track ï kind of.ò   Pablo sat still on the bed gazing up at his muscular black lover wearing an old 

brown T-shirt, baggy cargo shorts and sneakers.   Darius flashed his gleaming white-toothed 

smile, reached behind his own neck and slowly pulled the frayed T-shirt over his head, riding up 

over his washboard abs, his muscled chest and shoulders. 

 

ñWow,ò Pablo breathed.  Darius had lately been working out hard with Zack and he had got a bit 

bigger, but his ebony, fat-free body was still just as ripped, just as beautiful.  Darius playfully 

flexed his muscles in a couple of poses, kicked off his sneakers, slowly unbuttoned his shorts 

and let them drop round his ankles.    

 

Pablo gasped, as he always did when he saw his lover stripped down to his gray boxer briefs, 

the shape of his massive 10-inch cock clearly outlined underneath the thin fabric, veins, head 

and all.  He held his breath as Darius slid his hands inside his briefs and pushed down, pausing 

seductively before the huge schlong finally sprang out, stiff as a pole.   ñJust so you know, dude, 

my dick is always this hard when Iôm around you.   Thatôs why I wear baggy shorts.   And I 

suppose right now you wanna feel my rod slide in that perfect bubble butt of yours, eh?ò 

 

ñYeah, dude.   I wanna get fucked.ò 

 

ñAinôt gonna happen, man.ò   Darius turned round, leaned forward and grinned back over his 

shoulder.  He slapped his own flawless black ass and said, ñThis is whatôs gonna get ploughed.   

I wanna feel my manôs big dick in my ass.   I wanna get fucked by my hot stud lover.ò   He 

jumped onto the bed and knelt on all fours, doggy style, facing the full length mirror on the wall. 

 

Adjusting to the sudden change of events, Pablo got to his feet, kicked off his sneakers and 

stood on the bed behind Darius, both staring at each other in the mirror.  Pablo did the same 

provocative strip as Darius, pulling off his loose tank top and dropping his shorts and briefs, his 

cock already rock hard at the sight of the young black buck waiting to get fucked. 

 

ñMan, that is so fucking hot,ò Darius said, gazing up at the beautiful boy with his dark hair, high-

cheeked mestizo features and a body that wouldnôt quit, evidence of punishing workouts with his 

construction worker dad.   Darius raised one hand off the bed, spat in his palm, reached behind 

him and slid his wet fingers in his ass. 

 

On hands and knees he grinned up at Pablo in the mirror.  ñThatôs all the lube I need, dude.   So 

go for it.   Show me how it feels to get butt-fucked by the bossôs boy.ò 
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Pablo dropped to his knees, leaned forward and buried his face between the black cheeks, 

licking the moist, musky hole.   Then he straightened up and slapped Dariusôs ass a few times. 

 

ñYeah, thatôs it, man,ò Darius moaned.  ñSmack that ass.   Iôm plenty tough.   Zack and me can 

take whatever the other guy dishes out.   Letôs see what youôre made of, stud.ò 

 

ñYou are really asking for it, you know that, asshole?ò   Darius grinned to himself, hearing the 

tough-guy tone coming back into Pabloôs voice.   ñOK, you want it rough?   Here it comes.ò    

Darius howled as he felt his loverôs long pole slam in his ass, then rake around in the fiery 

depths with short, sharp jabs.   Pablo pulled back then drove in again hard, and in seconds his 

cock became a piston, pounding deeper and deeper. 

 

Darius was feeling lust rather than pain and he taunted Pablo.  ñThat all you got, boy?  Shit, I 

get a better fuck from a dildo.  I thought you guys in that family knew how to really fuck a dude.ò 

 

ñSon of a bitch,ò Pablo growled like Randy.  He leaned forward, hooked his hands over Dariusôs 

shoulders and pulled his body back onto his dick as it jackhammered his ass.   ñAny asshole 

who ever badmouths me or my dad or his little brother gets his ass reamed ï like this!ò      

 

Darius looked up in awe at the hot young guy in the mirror, his muscles rippling, black hair flying 

as his ram-rod pounded his ass.   Pablo was in full Randy mode, doing everything to his lover 

that Randy did to him.   Impaled on the boyôs piston Darius began to feel real pain, though his 

reaction was exaggerated.   ñAaah,ò he howled, ñthatôs enough, man.   I canôt take anymore.  

Please, youôre hurting me.  Stop, Iôm begging you.ò 

 

ñBullshit,ò Pablo said.  ñI know just how tough you are, dude ï just how much you can take and 

itôs a lot more than this.ò    Suddenly he pulled out, flipped Darius onto his back, pushed his legs 

up high and drove his rod down his chute again.   Now they were face to face as Pablo leaned 

forward over him.   

 

ñYou love me, dude?ò Darius asked. 

 

ñYou know I do, asshole.ò 

 

ñOK, show me é. show me how Randy makes love to you é do what he does to you.ò 

 

Pablo pushed Dariusôs legs back toward the mirror, almost doubling him over.    ñYou think itôs 

all brute force, donôt you?   But nobody knows Randy like I do, except Bob.   Iôll show you.ò   He 

pushed Dariusôs legs even further back until his feet were touching the mirror behind his head.   

Bracing his hands on Dariusôs chest Pablo rose up on his feet, arching his body over him.   He 

pulled his cock back, then fell on his ass, making Darius scream as the long pole slammed into 

the back of his ass. 

 

ñAaah,ò Darius howled é ñSure feels like brute force to me.ò 
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But suddenly everything changed.   Copying Randyôs technique Pablo pulled back slowly, then 

eased his cock gently back into the already tender ass.   Darius sighed with pleasure and Pablo 

said, ñThereôs a part of Randy not many guys know.   He has a real tender side and when the 

macho gypsy turns from rough fuck to making love it sends me over the moon é especially 

when he starts fucking with his eyes.  Thatôs when I fall in love with him all over again.ò 

 

Darius found himself riveted by the soft brown eyes smiling down at him, while the gentle cock 

massaged the tender membrane of his ass.  He felt a warmth spreading though his whole body 

as he gazed up at the handsome young man leaning forward, bending him double, making his 

long black cock point straight at his face. 

 

Impulsively Darius raised his head é. and his lips grazed the tip of his cock.    

 

ñDo it, man,ò Pablo smiled.   ñI know you can.ò   Darius flicked out his tongue and licked the pre-

cum from his own cock.   Pablo took his hands off Dariusôs chest, freeing his upper body to 

stretch higher.   He gasped as he watched the head of Dariusôs cock disappear into his own 

mouth, his eyes gleaming with mischief.   Darius grabbed his legs stretched above him and 

pulled himself higher off the bed so his mouth was moving up and back along the thick shaft.   

 

Darius was sucking his own 10-inch black dick. 

 

The incredible sight sent tremors through Pabloôs body as he gently fucked the ass of the 

muscle-boy whose cock was buried in his own mouth.   Pablo looked in the mirror and watched 

the handsome black buck get double fucked ï in the butt by his lover, in the mouth by himself.     

 

The two boys had never been joined so closely and the result was inevitable and imminent.   

ñDude,ò Pablo breathed, ñthat is so fucking awesome.   Your ass feels so hot, your cock looks so 

beautiful stuffing your mouth.  I gotta cum, man.   Iôm gonna bust my load in you.ò 

 

Darius took his mouth off his cock and yelled, ñReady when you are, dude ... aaah é aaah.ò   

He opened his mouth wide and cum spurted from his cock straight down his throat.   He gulped 

hard, then closed his mouth round his cock again and sucked it hard, swallowing mouthfuls of 

his own semen. 

 

Pablo was mesmerized by the sight of the tough young stud drinking his own jizz.  His chiseled, 

ebony features gleamed, his long shaft pulsed in his mouth, his throat muscles clenching 

repeatedly as he swallowed.   Darius stared up wide-eyed at Pablo who yelled, ñI love you, 

dude,ò and his cock exploded in his loverôs ass.   Darius was drowning in semen, pumping into 

his ass and into his mouth. 

 

Finally he pulled his mouth off his cock and grinned up triumphantly at Pablo, cum spilling down 

his chin.   ñWay to go, dude.   Mario has a word for that ï óspettacolare!ô   In any language you 

are one hot fucking dude, making me eat my own dick like that.   Shit damn I love you, kiddo.ò 
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Pablo grinned, ñYeah it takes a really long dick and a really big mouth to do that é and you, 

dude, have both.ò   He pulled his cock out and fell forward into Dariusôs arms.   He nuzzled his 

neck and said, ñYouôre amazing, Darius, pulling me out of my blue funk and making me feel like 

the bossôs boy again.  Thanks, dude, youôre the best.ò 

 

ñYeah, nothing like a man-sized fuck to do that.ò 

 

ñDo you think Randy and Ben are OK?   I worry about that young kid.ò 

 

ñDonôt,ò said Darius.   ñYour old man is in the tender loving care of one of his favorite boys, 

Brandon.   And as for Ben, I saw him and the stud fireman Jason following us into the house 

and up to his room.  If anyone can restore a boyôs faith in himself itôs that calendar hunk.ò  

 

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

 

So, Hassan had helped Grady boost his damaged self-esteem by fucking ass as a macho top-

man, and Darius had helped the bummed-out Pablo shuck off his own low spirits with an epic 

butt fuck.   Now it was Benôs turn. 

 

As they went into Benôs small room Jason realized that it was a delicate task as the young 

gypsy boy tried to put a brave front on his big brotherôs public defeat.   They sat side by side on 

the bed and Jason asked, ñSo how are you feeling, kiddo?ò 

 

ñFine,ò Ben said evasively.   ñRandy told Pablo and me we have to walk tall ï show the world 

weôre a tough family.ò 

 

ñAnd howôs that going for you?ò 

 

ñGreatéò   Jason smiled but did not respond, knowing that the ensuing silence would produce 

the real answer.    And sure enough Benôs bravado crumpled.   ñWell, not that great actually, sir.   

I mean, seeing my big brother get trashed like that é heôs always, like, protected me, been my 

idol and now é.ò 

 

ñ... and now heôs being cared for by your best buddy Brandon.   But what we gotta do here, 

young man, is cheer you up.   How about a good fuck?ò 

 

ñOK, sir,ò Ben said obediently, but obedience was not what Jason was going for.  As the boy 

started to pull off his T-shirt Jason said, ñNo wait.  I thought this might do the trick.   Always has 

in the past.ò      

 

Jason stood up and faced his boy.   Looking up at his master from the bed Benôs cock tingled, 

as it always did, at the sight of the stunning blond dressed in jeans and his navy blue firemanôs 

T-shirt with LAFD emblazoned across the chest.   A body as perfect as Jasonôs could not be 
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disguised by clothes, and the shape of his muscular physique was clearly outlined, topped by 

the chiseled, square-jaw features of his smiling face. 

 

Benôs young gypsy face broke into a grin and Jason said, ñThatôs better, kid.   Now letôs try 

thiséò   Jason began to do what he did best ï show off his gorgeous body.   He was well-known 

for his vanity but it was always good natured, always a turn on, and sometimes even served a 

purpose, as it did now.   Jason knew it was a sure-fire hit with Ben and smiled seductively as he 

tugged the bottom of his T-shirt out from the waist of his jeans and let it hang loose. 

 

He turned round to the floor-to-ceiling mirror behind him, pushed his shirt sleeves up higher and 

flexed his biceps.  ñOh yeah,ò he said to his reflection.   He turned back to face Ben who was 

sitting on the bed with eager eyes.   ñSo, what does my handsome young gypsy want next?ò 

 

ñPlease, sir.   I would like you to take your shirt off, sir ï if thatôs OK.ò 

 

ñItôs more than OK, boy, itôs an essential part of the act as you well know.   OK, here we go.ò 

 

Following a well-practiced routine Jason reached behind his neck and slowly pulled off his T-

shirt.    Like a professional male stripper he tossed the sweaty shirt to his audience and Ben 

caught it, held it to his face, and breathed in deeply, his wide eyes sparkling.   At this moment all 

thoughts of the earlier traumatic events were erased as he focused avidly on what turned him 

on the most, the handsome young fireman stripping off his clothes prior to fucking him. 

 

This was one of Benôs favorite sights ï Jason shirtless in blue-jeans and work boots, his 

muscles rippling in the striped sunlight streaming through the window blinds.  ñYou like that, 

Ben?ò Jason smiled. 

 

ñThe best, sir.  Totally awesome.  Please, sir, face the mirror.ò   Jason turned to the mirror so 

both he and Ben could see his stunning reflection.   He struck a few professional poses, then 

bent down to unlace his boots.   Ben stared at the broad, muscular back, the narrow waist, then 

became riveted by the mounds of the firemanôs ass straining at the stretched denim of his pants. 

 

By now Benôs cock was hard as a rock in his shorts and he longed to pull it out and jack off but 

he knew he had to wait for his masterôs permission.  Jason straightened up, faced Ben again 

and kicked off his loosened boots.   He grinned and slid his hand under the waistband of his 

jeans.    He grabbed his cock and pulled it up so it strained upward under his pants, hard as a 

steel rod.   He withdrew his hand and held out his arms loosely at his sides, palms forward and 

said, ñWhat next, kiddo?ò 

 

ñSir, your cock looks so big in your pants.   Let me see it, sir, before you fuck me, ócos I know 

youôre gonna.ò 

 

ñYou sure about that, boy?ò    He undid the top button of his jeans, paused, then opened two 

more é and stopped.   As the fly of his jeans flopped open Ben could glimpse Jasonôs blue 
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boxer briefs underneath, with part of the long bulge visibly straining under the thin cotton.   He 

was drooling with desire and moaned, ñSir, my dick is so hard, I think I gotta cum, sir.ò 

 

ñNo!ò  Jasonôs blue eyes flashed.   ñDonôt even think of it boy.  Iôm saving that for something 

special.ò   He ripped open the rest of the fly buttons, the jeans fell round his feet and he stepped 

out of them.   Ben held his breath, gazing at the long shaft etched under the briefs, waiting to 

see it spring out when Jason took them off.   But again he was frustrated. 

 

Jason abruptly turned round, gazed at the mirror and sighed, ñFucking gorgeous.ò   He walked 

toward his mirror image, raised his arms and pressed his body against the glass, grinding his 

crotch against the identical one in the mirror, all the muscles in his body flexing as he moved.   

 

Intoxicated by the sight Ben was mostly riveted by the ass.    When the jeans had fallen they 

had dragged the shorts down a few inches, exposing the top of the crack in the firemanôs ass.   

As his body churned against the mirror his ass muscles tensed and flexed under the tight briefs.   

Then Jason took a step back, his hands still pressed against the glass, and arched his body so 

has ass bulged back further é invitingly. 

 

It was an invitation Ben couldnôt resist.   He slid off the bed onto his knees and crawled forward 

until his mouth was pressed against the fabric stretched over the twin globes of the firemanôs 

ass.   ñGo for it boy,ò Ben heard the deep voice say.   ñWork that ass.   Make love to it.ò  Ben 

didnôt need prompting as he licked the mounds of the briefs, pushed his tongue in the crack and 

breathed in deeply. 

 

Then he moved up to the waistband and clamped his teeth over it.   In a series of short tugs, he 

pulled the briefs down over the cheeks, down further until they cleared the ass, then down over 

the rock hard thighs and calves until Benôs face was down at Jasonôs feet, paying homage to his 

master the firefighter.   Carefully he lifted Jasonôs feet one by one out of the shorts, which he 

instinctively shoved in his shortsô pocket for later use. 

 

Ben raised back up, still on his knees, and gazed at Jasonôs back stretched above him, slanting 

down to the perfect white globes contrasting sharply against the golden tan of Jasonôs bare 

body.   Again he heard the voice.  ñSee that perfect ass?   Eat it boy.ò    Impulsively Ben kissed 

the mounds, bit them gently, then buried his face between the cheeks, inhaling the male 

essence of the rugged fireman while lubricating the hole with his wet tongue. 

 

Finally he pulled back, got to his feet and took a few steps back to get a good look at the tanned 

muscle-god standing butt naked, leaning forward, arms stretched up, hands braced against the 

glass.   Jason looked at Ben in the mirror.   ñI wanna see my beautiful gypsy boy naked.ò 

 

Without hesitation Ben stripped naked and stood where they could both see the reflection of the 

dark skinned young gypsy with his cock standing out from his black pubic hair, stiff as a rod.  

ñSee that perfect ass, kid?   You ate it, lubed it up é so fuck it.ò 
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ñExcuse me, sir?ò   Ben had fully expected to get butt fucked by his master as usual, but now é 

ñI said fuck it, boy.   ñFuck your master in the ass.ò     

 

In a trance Ben walked forward, pressed his chest against Jasonôs back, reached round and 

stroked his pecs, then squeezed his nipples.   The heat of their bodies sent fire racing through 

Ben and he nervously pressed the head of his stiff cock between the cheeks of Jasonôs ass. 

 

ñAaah,ò Jason moaned, his tone softer now.   ñCome on, boy.  Fuck my ass.  I want it real bad.   

I wanna watch that naked fireman get his ass ploughed by a hot, rough young gypsy.ò     

 

Ben pushed his cock over the sphincter of Jasonôs hole and felt it slide all the way in until the 

head of his cock was embedded in the fiery depths of his ass.   He pulled back and drove it in 

again with more force.   Jasonôs eyes locked with Benôs in the mirror.   ñCome on boy, give it to 

me.   Letôs see what you got.   You say you and your family are tough.   Didnôt that big brother of 

yours teach you how to fuck ass?ò 

 

Jason was being deliberately provocative and Ben rose to the challenge.    ñRandy says weôre a 

proud family and Pablo and me, we gotta uphold the family honor.   So yeah, he did teach me 

how to fuck, and fuck hard é.ò 

 

Suddenly the dejected, bewildered young boy who had first entered the room now sprang to life 

and a fierce light came to his eyes, not unlike Randyôs steely look.   For Ben, upholding the 

family honor meant proving his toughness and he uttered a wild gypsy whoop as he clamped his 

hands on Jasonôs hips and slammed his cock in his ass.    

 

Ben loved Jason and always lusted for his perfect body, but now it was more than that.  He 

wanted to prove to the rugged fireman that he could be a dominant young buck, worthy to call 

him master.   As he hammered Jasonôs ass Ben looked at him in the mirror and grinned.   ñYou 

didnôt think I was a wimp, did you, sir, just because my brother took a beating?   We can take 

anything ï and dish it out too, like this. 

 

Jason was surprised at the boyôs intensity as he pounded ass, though he was hugely turned on 

by the fierce young punk with the high gypsy cheekbones, piercing blue eyes under heavy black 

eyebrows, and unruly long black hair swinging across his face as he fucked.  It was a stark 

contrast in the mirror to the finely etched, all-American features of the handsome blond firemen 

getting butt-fucked by his own boy. 

 

Benôs youthful energy had no limits and he felt a surge of adrenaline, not to mention animal lust, 

as he continued to ramrod the firemanôs hot ass.   Jason took it all, elated at seeing his boy in 

this heightened state of passion.  He grinned at Ben in the mirror, ñWow, kid, you sure know 

how to fuck.   Is this how Randy makes love?ò 

 

Ben slowed down, recalling Randyôs words about being confident but not arrogant.  He also 

recalled how Randy made love.   To Jasonôs disappointment Ben pulled his cock out and said 
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softly, ñSir, would you please lie on your back on the floor?   I want you to look at me instead of 

the mirror.ò   Intrigued, Jason complied and gazed up at his boy standing astride him, chest 

heaving, eyes gleaming. 

 

Ben knelt between Jasonôs splayed legs and said, ñIn answer to your question, sir, no, that was 

how Randy fucks, not how he makes love.   Thereôs a part of him not many people know, except 

Bob of course.   He says thereôs nothing so sexy as when a warrior comes home all hot and 

horny but then slows down, relaxes and becomes a lover ï a bit like this.   

 

Jason bent his knees and slid his heels back toward him on the ground, exposing his ass.   Ben 

smiled, ñThank you sir,ò and slowly pushed his cock back inside him.   He dropped forward and 

braced his hands on the ground so his body and face were only a foot above Jason.   He smiled 

and said to Jason what Pablo, right around that time, was telling Darius.   ñRandy makes love 

with his eyes as well as his cock.  And his eyes can make you fall in love with him.ò 

 

Jason understood as he looked up at a junior version of Randy ï same dark, chiseled features, 

same long black hair and, above all, the same hypnotic blue eyes.  Ben had learned well from 

his big brother.    He too was fucking with his eyes and his cock.   It was amazing how the 

ferocious young stud had been transformed into a gentle lover, with his hypnotic eyes and 

tender cock massaging his masterôs ass.    

 

And suddenly Jason understood why the two boys worshipped Randy and, especially why Bob 

ï good, kind, gentle Bob ï was wildly in love with the man, despite his many flaws, his flaring 

rage and erratic behavior.    And now Randyôs kid brother was Jasonôs boy é and he was 

fucking him, making love to him.ò 

 

Ben broke into Jasonôs thoughts.   ñSir, you are so hot, so incredibly beautiful, I have to cum 

inside you.   And I would like to see you cum all over yourself.   He leaned down and closed his 

mouth over Jasonôs.   They kissed tenderly, searchingly, tongues licking each other, sealing 

their mouths over each other so they were sharing the same breath, sighing the same sigh as 

semen flowed out of them ï Benôs into Jasonôs ass, the firemanôs over his own perfect body. 

 

Ben fell on him and Jason wrapped his arms round him.   They were so in tune that Jason could 

feel the excitement drain from his boy, to be replaced by the anxiety that still growled just below 

the surface.    

 

ñDonôt worry, kiddo,ò Jason whispered in his ear.   ñYou just proved to me how tough and 

resilient you can be, and you get that from Randy.   A man like him who can raise a great kid 

like you has to be good deep down inside.   Sure heôs in trouble right now but heôll bounce back.   

After all, he has Bob to love him, just as you have me. OK, kid?ò 

 

ñYes, sir.   Thank you sir.ò  The tired young gypsy slid beside him, lay his head on the firemanôs 

chest, and closed his eyes in the merciful oblivion of sleep. 
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******************************** 

 

ñHe has Bob to love him,ò Jason had said.    If only Randy could be sure of that as his lay in 

Zackôs guest bedroom, his body bruised and aching, his mind racked with guilt.  Brandon was 

still there, watching from his wheelchair in the shadows.   Pablo and Ben had been to see him.   

So had Pete, entrusting Brandon to him in his absence.   But still no sign of the man he most 

wanted to see ï and feared to see. 

 

There was a knock at the door and Randy jumped, assuming it was Bob.  But Brandon said, 

ñSir, Peteôs come to say goodbye to me, so if itôs OK Iôll sit with him in the garden for a while.ò 

 

ñSure, kiddo.   And make sure you tell the Ranger you love him.ò    Brandon wheeled himself 

outside just as Bob came into the garden.  ñHey Brandon, Pete.  Have a good trip big guy and 

donôt worry about your boy.   Heôs in good hands.ò  Bob went inside the house.  

 

Brandon sat with Pete under a tree.   Pete explained that he had to leave now as the Rangers 

had added an orientation to his schedule early the next morning.   ñSo Iôm driving up to 

Yosemite with a couple of buddies and Iôll be back in a week.   One day soon Iôll take you up 

there ï itôs a magical place.ò 

 

ñThat would be terrific, sir, only I donôt think Iôll be doing too much rock climbing,ò he chuckled.  

 

ñDonôt worry, kiddo, weôll find plenty of other stuff to do.   But listen now, ócos this is important.   I 

donôt want to clip your wings or interfere with your independence, but promise me that while Iôm 

gone youôll let Randy keep an eye on you.   And if you go out on a trip, use your cell phone to 

check with him often to let him know youôre OK.   I trust that man like no other to keep you safe.ò 

 

Brandon made all the right promises and they sat close for some time talking about everything 

and nothing.   Finally Pete got on his knees and hugged Brandon tight, then kissed him hard é. 

and he was gone.   Brandon stayed in the garden alone waiting for Bob to come out.  He sure 

didnôt want to interfere in that conversation ï though he wished he were a fly on the wall.  

 

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

 

When Randy had heard Peteôs knock on the door he was disappointed that it wasnôt Bob.   But 

right after that Bob himself came in and sat by the bed.  They sat and stared at each other, Bob 

not sure what to say and Randy not sure what Bob was going to say.  Finally it was Randy who 

broke the silence with a sheepish, ñI fucked up, didnôt I?ò 

 

ñYes.ò 

 

Fucked up real bad this time.ò 

 

ñYes.ò 



3793 
 

 

ñAnd youôre plenty mad, I bet, like everyone else.ò 

 

ñYes.ò 

 

ñShit, buddy, donôt you ever say anything but yes?ò 

 

ñYes I do, Randy, but just this.   Weôve been in exactly this situation so many times before that 

itôs like a broken record.   Hell, Iôve even said that before.  It all gets so repetitive. You lose your 

temper, beat up some poor guy, you get punished, apologize, make promises, then get on with 

your life é until it happens again.  Shit, if this were the plot of a novel readers would complain.  

 

ñRandy, I love you, you know that, and I always will, but this time your really went too far and 

tomorrow Zack and Mark and me are having a meeting to see where we go from here.   I canôt 

say any more right now in case I lose my temper and say too much.ò    

 

He touched Randyôs hand.   ñBut I do love you Randy, thatôs the hell of it, óin sickness and in 

healthô, and right now things are not so healthy, are they?  Your reputation is in the toilet and 

weôve got stuff to sort out ócos Iôm mad as hell with you.   But donôt worry, Randy.   I know what 

your next question is and no, Iôm not gonna leave you.   Iôll never do that.  You know as well as I 

do we belong together no matter what.ò 

 

ñThanks for saying that, Bob.  You know itôs the only thing in life that scares me to death.  By the 

way, how are my boys, Pablo and Ben, doing?   Iôve let them down so damn bad and they must 

be feeling like shit.ò 

 

ñNot as much as you might think,ò Bob shrugged.   ñDarius is being great with Pablo and theyôre 

gonna spend the night together.   Jason has been amazingly supportive of Ben and they too will 

spend the night together.ò 

 

ñAnd you?ò 

 

Bob sighed.   ñIôll be spending the night with Mark.   Right now I need to be with a guy whoôs 

solid and predictable é and who loves me.ò 

 

ñYeah, yeah, I see that.   Youôre right é Mark é yeah I trust him with you.ò 

 

Bob closed his eyes and sighed again.   There was Randyôs controlling arrogance again.  

ñGoodnight, Randy.ò    

 

He turned and left, then sat in the garden with Brandon for a moment.   ñPeteôs gone, then, uh?   

Do you, er, have plans for the evening, Brandon?ò 
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ñNo, sir.  When Randy goes back upstairs with you I guess Iôll go home and make friends with a 

good book.ò 

 

ñYeah, well the point is, kiddo, that Randyôs not coming back with me tonight.   Heôll stay here, 

which brings me to a big favor I want to ask.  As youôll be alone anyway, do you think you could 

stay with Randy and take care of him?   He was beat up pretty bad you know and, well, I worry.ò 

 

ñOh of course, sir.   I would never have left him alone.   Donôt worry, sir, Iôll make sure heôs OK.ò 

 

ñThanks, Brandon, youôre a good boy.   Peteôs a lucky guy to have you.ò 

 

They parted and Brandon wheeled himself back into the guest room.  ñWell, sir,ò he said 

cheerfully to Randy, ñlooks like itôs just you and me.   Iôm to stay here all night ï Bobôs 

instructions.ò   Randy was moved by Bobôs concern but spoke sharply to the boy. 

 

ñThe hell you are.   I donôt want you sitting over there staring at me all night.   If you stay here 

youôre gonna get a good nightôs sleep é in this bed.    ñGet your clothes off, boy.ò   Brandon 

grinned and eased off his T-shirt and shorts.   Naked he wheeled himself over to the bed and 

Randy said, ñYou need any help, kid?ò 

 

ñDuh!ò   Brandon gave him the frozen stare that he bestowed on anyone who questioned his 

independence.   Randy grinned, ñSorry, kiddo.   Just checking.ò   Brandon hauled himself 

expertly out of his chair and onto the bed.   He felt strong protective arms wrap round him and 

he snuggled against the warm, muscular body.   Then, ñOw!  Shit, damn.ò   Randy had pressed 

down on one of his bruises. 

 

ñCareful, sir.ò  Brandon chuckled.  ñHard to tell whoôs taking care of who, ainôt it, sir?ò  

 

ñYou watch that mouth, kid,ò Randy growled and pulled him closer. 

 

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

 

Bob walked wearily across the street and through the gate of his house.  He couldnôt face the 

master suite upstairs that he shared with Randy and knocked instead on the door of Markôs 

ground-floor apartment.  It opened at once and a smiling Mark said, ñHey, you donôt have to 

knock, buddy.  Youôre always welcome here, you know that.ò 

 

ñI know, Mark,ò Bob grinned.   ñItôs just that these days when I go through a door I never know 

what Iôm gonna find on the other side.   Whereôs Jamie?ò 

 

ñUpstairs with his pal Mario.  Those two usually get together when thereôs trouble in the house 

to talk and, well, comfort each other if you get my drift.   Plus I think Jamie was being discreet 

leaving me alone.   Theyôll probably spend the night together.ò 
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Despite his troubles Bob couldnôt help admiring the handsome off-duty cop looking terrific, 

barefoot in cargo shorts and a faded Hawaiian shirt flapping open over his sculpted pecs.   

ñMan, youôre a sight for very sore eyes.  I é..ò 

 

Mark silenced him by pulling him into a tight hug and kissing him. They both felt their cocks 

stiffen and only broke apart when they heard a knock on the door and a cheery voice 

announcing, ñRoom Service.ò    Mark opened the door to the twins, Kyle and Kevin, and Nate, 

all bearing trays heaped with food and an assortment of drinks.   ñWow, whatôs this?ò Mark said.  

 

ñSir,ò Kyle said, ñno one was in the mood for a group dinner so weôre doing room service this 

evening with Nateôs help.ò 

 

ñSo I see,ò Bob smiled.   ñYou guys are terrific.  I often think you hold the whole house together 

come hell or high water.  Youôre like the Post Office.ò  He intoned, ñénor rain nor heat nor 

gloom of night can stay these couriers from the swift completion of their appointed rounds.ò 

 

Everyone laughed and Mark looked affectionately at Bob, thinking thatôs more like it ï he was on 

the mend.   The boys efficiently set out the meals and Bob said, ñOK, guys, on your rounds you 

get to know all the goings on in this house better than anyone, so tell me whatôs happening.ò 

 

ñWell sir,ò Kevin said as the twins took turns with the recitation of their deliveries.   ñPablo and 

Darius are together, so are Jason and Ben in Benôs room, and Jamie and Mario are upstairs as 

you know.   Steve and Lloyd were still talking in our apartment when we took food to theméò   

ñé but we didnôt listen to what they were saying,ò said Kevin pointedly.    ñWe took dinner to 

Randy and Brandon in Zackôs house, except,ò Kyle giggled, ñit was more like breakfast in bed if 

you know what I mean, sir.ò 

 

ñGood, good,ò Bob murmured as Kevin continued. ñZack is in his house too and Eddie is still up 

at Steveôs house with Hassan and, presumably, Grady.   Weôre gonna have dinner with Nate 

and Adam next door and é and thatôs about it.   Looks as if the dust is settling.   Do you think 

we should do room service for breakfast tomorrow, sir?ò 

 

ñNo, guys, thatôs too much of a burden for you and, besides, I want the usual routine to resume 

as soon as possible.   Life goes on, and so does work.   But I love you for doing this now, boys.ò 

 

They left, and suddenly Mark and Bob were alone, facing each other across the meal table 

enjoying the warmth (not to say heat) of each otherôs company.  They talked about the situation 

at first but it was far too soon to come up with any solutions and Bob found it hard to speak 

about Randy so they soon dropped the subject.  They talked instead of their boys, the trips they 

planned, but all the time the physical desire that always hovered over them was intensifying. 

 

They were sipping brandy when it became clear to Mark that Bob was rambling a bit, anything 

to avoid the topic he found so painful.  He reached across the table and folded his hands round 

Bobôs.  ñBuddy, letôs stop tiptoeing around and cut to the chase here.  I canôt take my eyes off 
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the gorgeous hunk facing me and Iôm dripping pre-cum in my shorts.   I want to take you to bed 

and make love to you, Bob.  That may sound totally inappropriate in the circumstances, butéò 

 

ñFuck the circumstances,ò Bob grinned.  ñIf we donôt go to bed right now Iôm gonna cream my 

shorts ï and they were clean on today.ò 

 

Mark got to his feet and smiled down at him.  ñI know just what you need, man.   In all this mess 

your self-confidence has taken a beating and you feel adrift.   You need something to reboot 

your ego, man ï to supercharge that macho stud in you who turns me on so damn much.  And 

thereôs one obvious way to do that.ò     

 

Mark shrugged off his floppy shirt and let it fall to the ground.   Then he ripped open his shorts 

and let them fall too.  He wearing nothing underneath and his cock sprang to full attention.  Butt 

naked he walked round to the bed and fell onto his back.  Bob got up from the table and stared 

down at him.   The rugged, naked cop, his blond hair disheveled, linked his hands behind his 

head on the pillow, elbows out, biceps flexed, lats flared.   One leg was pulled toward him on the 

bed, knee bent, and the other was lying flat. 

 

ñShit, man,ò Bob sighed, ñcouldnôt you be just a bit less gorgeous so I donôt get a boner every 

time I set eyes on you?   If you were posing for a porn shoot it couldnôt look any more 

homoerotic than that.  Theyôd put you on the cover, make a fortune.  And here I get to do what 

every other guy would be dying to do.  Shit, man, I gotta fuck ass.ò 

 

ñYou think youôre up for that?ò Mark taunted. 

 

ñTry me, asshole,ò Bob grinned.   He pulled off his white V-neck T-shirt, kicked off his loafers 

and dropped his jeans and shorts.   Legs astride he stood at the foot of the bed slowly stroking 

the long, hard rod that had busted from his jeans.   Mark gazed up at the dark-haired alpha stud, 

his macho, square-jawed face, magnificent physique, muscles rippling as he stroked his cock. 

 

Mark shifted one hand from behind his head and stroked his own cock, moaning, ñOh shit, man, 

that is fucking awesome.  Hell, youôre the one whoôs pornographic.  If you were in a video Iôd 

watch it in a continuous loop and jack off all day long fantasizing about that gorgeous muscle-

god fucking my ass.ò  

 

ñNo need to fantasize, buddy.    Iôm right here é and so is my dick.ò   Bob knelt on the bed, 

grabbed the leg that was bent at the knee and pushed it straight up in the air.   Mark rolled 

slightly to his side, exposing his ass with a fuzz of blond hair round the hole.   Bob reached over 

to a jar of lube that Jamie always kept there to grease up his hole every day before Mark came 

home from work.   Bob dipped his fingers in then pushed them into Markôs ass. 

 

ñMan, your ass is so warm.ò 

 

ñItôs on fire, buddy é waiting for your cock.    Please, man.    I want it so bad.ò 
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Holding Markôs leg up with his right hand Bob ran his other hand over the copôs ripped abs and 

rock hard chest.   He eased forward, pressed the head of his cock into the downy fuzz of hair 

round his hole and slid the whole length inside, deeper and deeper until the head passed over 

the inner sphincter and came to rest in the cauldron of the inner chamber. 

 

ñAaah, aaah, aaah,ò Mark gasped and pumped his cock harder. 

 

But Bob grabbed his wrist and pulled Markôs hand away.  ñNo, no, youôll cum too fast.   I want 

this to go on and on.   Please donôt shoot ótil I say so.ò  Mark grudgingly put his hand back 

behind his head and linked his fingers again to avoid the temptation of touching his cock.  He 

gazed into Bobôs soft brown eyes and said softly, ñYouôre right, Bob.  I want you to fuck me 

forever.  Make love to my ass, man.  Make love to my eyes.ò 

 

And so it went on and on, two spectacular alpha males, one blond, one dark, making love, 

gazing at each other, brown eyes on blue eyes, silent at first, then talking, laughing, loving.    

And all the time the top man was sliding his cock into the naked copôs fiery ass.   Many times 

they came close to orgasm and paused, smiling at each other with a hint of mischief.    They 

were so perfectly attuned that they knew when to resume. 

 

They lost track of time and place, just the two of them, alone in the world, making love.   But at 

long last they knew it was time é the pauses had ceased to help.  Desire consumed them and 

Bob said simply, ñOK, buddy, letôs do it.ò   They saw themselves reflected in each otherôs smiling 

eyes é they were one é. and they came as one, with Bobôs warm juice flowing copiously in 

Markôs ass, and Markôs cock erupting with jism that splashed up onto Bobôs heaving chest. 

 

Just as their love making seemed everlasting so did their orgasms, so that when at last Bob fell 

on top of Mark semen was everywhere.   Mark held Bob tight, then suddenly felt tears flowing 

down Bobôs cheek.   He pushed Bobôs face back, brushed the tears away and smiled at him.   

ñHey, hey, buddy.  Whatôs all that for?ò 

 

ñSorry man é itôs just that that felt so good, so why canôt it always be like that with Randy?   

Heôs a great lover and Iôm wild about him, but when he fucks up like this, I feel soé. I dunno, 

there he is across the street feeling guilty as hell and here I am, and thereôs a great gulf 

between us.  He should be here with us.   You love him too, donôt you, Mark?   You said so.ò 

 

ñYou know I do, Bob.   Randy can be a terrific guy and a great lover as you said.   We got a lot 

of work to do the three of us, but weôll get through it because weôre three guys who love each 

other.   And like the twins said, seems like the dust is settling, and then we can start to rebuild.   

Weôll take it one day at a time.   In the meantime youôve got me, all night é and soon, big guy, 

itôs gonna be my turn as top man.       

 

As they cuddled Mark chuckled.  ñYeah, itôll be interesting to see what the next few days bring.ò    
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*******************************  

 

Interesting indeed.   The group was collectively juggling a lot of balls in the air, trying to drop as 

few as possible.   Steve and Lloyd were still talking.  Grady was still with Hassan wondering 

what the hell was going on and where, if anywhere, he fit into all this or whether he should just 

go home and get on with his life. 

 

At the center of it all was Randy, who was right now lying bruised and confused, being cared for 

by young Brandon.   His reputation in the tribe was in shreds and was perilously close to being 

unredeemable.    But as it turned out Brandon, unwittingly, would help to take care of that too, 

though, to use Randyôs phrase, it wouldnôt be pretty.    

 

#            #            # 

 

 

Chapter 269  –  “Steve Confronts Lloyd – Randy Saves Ben” 

 
In the meantime the group was still asking itself what chance Steve and Lloyd had of salvaging 

their relationship.   Lloydôs light-hearted but ill-advised experiment of throwing together his gym-

buddy Grady and the therapist Steve had gone horribly wrong.  It had not resulted in a fast fuck, 

as Lloyd intended, but a whole night of passion and lustful fantasy between the two men. 

 

And now Steve was in the twinsô apartment recuperating from the big fight.   As soon as he 

recovered his wits he had asked for Lloyd to come see him.  It would be the first time they had 

met since the whole incident began.    

 

When Lloyd came into the twinsô room Steve was deeply ensconced in an armchair being plied 

with pillows and provisions by Kyle and Kevin.  He was in his boxers and, as his own shirt had 

been shredded, the twins had lent him one of Bobôs T-shirts.  The twins made a discreet exit 

and Lloyd stood nervously in front of his bruised lover. Nothing for it, he thought, but to make a 

clean breast of it. 

 

ñSteve, before you say anything, I gotta tell you this was all my fault.   I started it.  God Iôve been 

stupid.  See, I thought you had this secret fantasy of fucking a patient so when Grady told me he 

wanted to find a good therapist I naturally referred him to you.   I was pretty sure youôd be 

attracted to him ï shit, heôs so goddam gorgeous ï and live out your fantasy.   But I never 

expected it to get totally out of hand the way it did.  Like I said, Iôm a damn fool.ò 

 

ñWait, wait, Lloydò Steve said.  ñThereôs enough blame to go around in this whole mess, starting 

with me.   Youôre right, Grady is a beautiful man ï inside and out, actually ï and I fell for him in a 

big way.   But I behaved like a total shit to you and I canôt forgive myself for that.   óCourse, then 

my big brother comes charging in like a mad bull in a china shop and makes everything ten 

times worse by roughing up Grady, which of course is totally unforgiveable.  Iôm not sure how I 

can look him in the face again.ò 
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Steve shrugged.   ñWhat you did was small potatoes in comparison and I realize you did it 

basically to give me pleasure.   But, man, didnôt you realize you were playing with fire?ò 

 

ñThatôs exactly what Bob said to me when he warned me off the whole idea.   I should have 

listened to him ï huh, me and my bright ideas.ò   After a long pause, ñSo what now, Steve?   

Youôre the shrink é. any bright ideas?ò 

 

ñYeah, Iôm great at giving advice to patients in situations like this but this is us, you and me, 

buddy.  You know, the first thing I ask a patient is ódo you think you still love him?ô    But I donôt 

even have to ask myself that ï of course I love you, Lloyd, body and soul.ò   Another long 

pause.  ñBut what if I asked you that question, Lloyd ï after the way I behaved to you?ò 

 

Lloydôs reply was instant.  ñIôd say yes, Steve, of course I would.  Youôre my perfect lover and I 

never want us to break up.ò   They exchanged smiles of relief but then Lloydôs smile became a 

rueful grin.   ñBut thereôs still something else we have to confront and we both know it, donôt we 

Steve?   Iôd call it the elephant in the room except that Grady bears absolutely no resemblance 

to an elephant ï except the trunk maybe.ò 

 

ñYeah I know what you mean, Lloyd ï especially the bit about the trunk.  That long dick of his is 

beautiful.   Shit, Lloyd, the man is beautiful in every way and, you may not wanna hear this, but 

what we did together was fucking spectacular.ò 

 

ñIôm sure it was, Steve.   I wish Iôd been there.ò   It was a casual remark but suddenly seemed 

significant to both of them.   Somehow it gave them hope. 

 

ñSteve, youôre not the only one whoôs nuts about Grady.  You might as well know that I jack off a 

lot thinking about him.   So far all weôve done is fool around a couple of times in the shed in 

back of the gym where they keep the pool equipment.  Both times I fucked him and, man, was 

that hot.   When we work out together I know he has a hard-on in his shorts all the time, as I do.   

The reason we never went to each otherôs home was because I told him I had a lover.ò 

 

ñOuch,ò Steve said.   ñThat never stopped me, did it?   Man Iôm sorry.   I got carried away.ò 

 

There was a long silence but not a cold one ï getting warmer, actually, by the minute.  Finally 

Lloyd asked, ñBuddy, do you feel strong enough yet for me to take you home?ò 

 

ñSoon,ò Steve smiled.  ñThat tender, loving room-service from the twins could become addictive. 

Besides, I just wanna make sure all the parts are still working.  It was a hell of a fight, wasnôt it?ò   

Lloyd could tell he was on the mend by the devilish look that came to Steveôs eye.  ñNot 

altogether sure about some of the parts.ò 

 

Lloyd grinned, ñThe nuts and bolts, you mean.ò 
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ñBingo.  Randy got a pretty good knee-slam in my balls é gives the term ónumb-nutsô a whole 

new meaning.  Iôm hoping itôs temporary é maybe I should take them for a test drive to make 

sure.ò 

 

ñHey, man, youôre in no condition to drive.   You need a chauffeur.ò   Lloyd grinned, ñDid I ever 

tell you when I was in college I drove a cab part-time for extra money?ò 

 

ñYou still remember how to do it?ò 

 

ñBuddy, there are some things you never forget.   All you have to do is make yourself 

comfortable in the back seat and leave the rest to me.ò 

 

With a salacious smile Steve settled back in the cushions of the armchair and Lloyd knelt on the 

floor beside him.    ñFirst thing we have to check out is the gear shift lever.ò    

 

Lloyd carefully reached inside Steveôs boxers and pulled out his semi-hard cock.   ñHmm,ò Lloyd 

frowned, ñno serious damage Iôd say, but itôs not in perfect working order either.  Nothing we 

canôt fix, though.   Just needs a tune up.ò   He leaned down and kissed Steve on the lips.  ñAnd 

youôve got just the right mechanic for the job, sir.   Satisfaction guaranteed or your money back.ò 

 

Lloyd lowered his head, licked Steveôs balls and felt them quiver under his tongue.   ñHmm,ò he 

muttered, ñthereôs life in them there balls.ò   He opened his mouth wide, sucked in both balls and 

massaged them with his lips and tongue.   He heard Steve moan and felt the balls get harder.   

He pulled off them and said, ñOK, ball-bearings are fine, letôs check the gear lever.ò   Steve 

smiled, realizing again how much he loved this handsome man with his wacky sense of humor. 

 

Lloyd closed his mouth round the head of Steveôs cock and sucked it all in, gulping so that his    

throat muscles clenched round the semi-hard and quickly swelling cock.   He moved back and 

forth just a few times before the cock became iron hard in his mouth.   He pulled away and 

grinned at Steve.   ñSee that?  Perfect.  Not so much a gear lever now ï more of a joystick.ò    

 

Horny as he was, but careful not to move too much because of his bruised ribs, Steve couldnôt 

help laughing, which made him wince.   ñDoes it still hurt?ò Lloyd asked. 

 

ñOnly when I laugh.ò 

 

ñOK, weôre doing great,ò Lloyd grinned.   ñBall-bearings ï check.  Joystick ï check.  Now all we 

have to do is top up the fluid levels.ò 

 

Steve laughed and winced again but Lloyd was relentless.   ñSee, what makes a great mechanic 

is he has to love the engine heôs working on.   And I myself am crazy about this one.ò 

 

Through his laughter Steve said, ñFor godôs sake, man, will you cut the crap and just suck dick!ò 
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ñYouôre the customer, sir, and, like I said, satisfaction guaranteed.ò    Steve moaned as Lloyd 

expertly lowered his pursed lips down the shaft, pausing to swallow every few inches to 

squeeze his loverôs cock with his throat muscles.    

 

Although he would never have admitted it, Lloyd had taken blow-job lessons from young Eddie, 

as had some of the men (in private) and all the boys (not so privately ï in fact, publicly flaunting 

their acquired skills).   Eddie had taught by example and serviced all comers (and cummers).   

He always got permission first from Hassan who indulged his boy and even, in his quiet way, 

enjoyed pride of ownership of the best young cock-sucker in the city. 

 

And Steve now reaped the benefit of Lloydôs acquired skills as he lay back in the cushions, 

trying not to move too much, gazing down at the handsome jock face and disheveled dark hair 

rising and falling above his cock.   Steve reached down, grabbed the hair and used it to gently 

pull Lloydôs face up and down his shaft, which shuddered near the brink of orgasm so often as 

to require constant pauses. 

 

ñMan, thatôs hot,ò Steve sighed.   ñI could have cum a dozen times already, but I want it to last.  I 

love you, buddy.   If this is how you tune up engines Iôll keep you on the payroll as resident 

mechanic.   ñOK, forget the battle wounds.   Who gives a shit about bruises when my body feels 

this good?ò     

 

Steveôs sexual pleasure was intensified by the joy of knowing it was Lloyd who was giving it to 

him ï the man he loved so much but had treated so thoughtlessly.   This was not only love-

making gift-wrapped in flippancy and fun, but Lloydôs way of forgiving him and laughing it off ï or 

as Lloyd would have said, ónot making too big a deal out of itô. 

 

It was Lloydôs talent to bring light-heartedness to the darkness of Steveôs mood after the fight ï 

not to mention the best blow-job Lloyd had ever given him.   Steve was now pressing both 

hands on Lloydôs head, pushing his face down faster and faster on his cock.   He could control 

the physical orgasm that kept pushing for release but it was the passion that Lloyd had reignited 

that finally overwhelmed him. 

 

Feeling Steveôs approaching climax Lloyd swallowed again and again, his throat clenching 

round the shuddering cock as if squeezing the juice from it.   ñMan, thatôs so fucking hot,ò Steve 

groaned.  ñI love you, buddy é youôre driving me crazy here é I gotta cum é. I gotta cum é 

aaah.ò   He released his pent-up load at last, pouring sperm in his loverôs mouth. 

 

Lloyd gulped it down, then suddenly pulled his mouth back.   He stood up, straddled Steveôs 

waist, then quickly lowered his butt onto the still-hard cum-slicked rod.   As he felt his ass being 

impaled he grabbed his own cock, pointed it down at Steve and blasted jizz all over his face.    

 

Through a film of semen Steve looked up and saw his lover laughing happily like a mischievous 

boy.  And at that moment Steve knew he would always be in love with this handsome, funny, 

loyal, loving man. 
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Through his laughter Lloyd asked, ñSatisfaction guaranteed, sir?ò 

 

ñIôll say.   I wonôt be asking for my money back.ò 

 

ñYou better not.    And your fluid levels check out just fine. Your working parts are all in good 

shape.   As a mechanic I usually recommend a tune-up like that about every three months.   But 

with a turbocharged engine like yours I suggest a more frequent schedule ï say, every day.ò 

 

ñOr even twice a day?ò Steve grinned. 

 

Outside the twins grinned and bumped fists as they heard raucous laughter coming from behind 

the bedroom door. 

 

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

 

Steve stirred in the chair.   ñOK, buddy, after that expert tune-up Iôm ready.   Give me a hand 

here and take me back up to the house, OK?ò 

 

Right on cue there was a knock at the door and the twins came in, with Steveôs jeans folded 

over Kyleôs arm.    ñYour jeans were a mess after the fight, sir, but we laundered them while you 

and Lloyd were é talking in here.ò  Kevin added, ñUnfortunately your shirt was ripped to shreds, 

sir, which is why, when you came up here we, we gave you the T-shirt from Bobôs clean laundry 

that youôre wearing now.ò    

 

The twins stared at the shirt which was smothered in Lloydôs cum and stifled a smile.  ñBut, er,   

it seems that shirt is a bit messed up too, sir.  We should get you another ï Bob wonôt mind.ò 

 

ñNah, we gotta hit the road,ò Steve grinned, ñthis one will do fine.   Thanks for the jeans and é. 

thanks for everything, you guys.   Youôve been terrific é just what the doctor needed.ò   Leaning 

on Lloyd he pulled on the jeans and boots, then he and Lloyd hugged the twins, sore ribs be 

damned, and Lloyd helped him downstairs to the garden. 

 

Calm had settled over the house as everyone had paired off for an early night.   But there were 

two figures sitting at the table by the pool in the gathering twilight.   Bob and Mark were taking a 

breather from their bedroom exertions and were now sipping Scotch supplied by the twins. They 

were shirtless in loose sweatpants from Markôs supply.   (Swapping clothes was not unusual for 

the guys of this house where clothes were exchanged as often as bodily fluids.) 

 

Lloyd looked at the two muscle-gods, one blond, one dark, and whistled in admiration.   ñWow, 

you guys look like two porn stars about to shoot a movie é or whoôve just finished one é or 

maybe waiting between scenes while they change the lighting.ò 

 

Mark laughed, ñLloyd, you and your fantasies.   Is anything real in your world?ò 
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ñOh yeah, some things are really, really real.ò   Lloyd threw his arm over Steveôs shoulder. 

 

Steve said, ñBob, Iôm sorry.  The twins lent me one of your T-shirts and I seem to have messed 

it up, with a little help from my friend here.   Iôll have it washed and é.ò 

 

ñDonôt you dare,ò Bob teased.   ñIt looks perfect like that.   Keep it as a reconciliation gift, if that 

is what weôre looking at here ï reconciliation.ò 

 

Turning serious Steve asked, ñEr, howôs Randy doing, by the way?   ñI hope heôséò 

 

ñSteve,ò Mark grinned, ñyou know that brother of yours, the man of steel.   Hell he could get run 

over by a truck and heôd jump right up and punch out the truck.   Right now heôs fast asleep, 

cuddled up with his nurse, Brandon.ò 

 

ñThatôs a relief,ò Steve sighed.   ñListen, Iôve gotta thank you guys and the twins for helping calm 

things down after all the rough stuff.ò 

 

ñNo sweat,ò Bob said, ñwe get plenty of practice around here, picking up the pieces after this 

brawling tribe.   Besides, all the thanks we need is what weôre looking at now.   Now get the hell 

back to your house and carry on reconciling.   That is what you call it, right?ò 

 

ñDamn right it is,ò Steve said. 

 

As Lloyd drove the BMW up to their Mulholland house Steve rested his hand on Lloydôs thigh.   

They drove in silence, partly because peace had been restored between them but mostly 

because neither knew what to say about Grady, or what they would say to him, assuming he 

was still up at their house.  But as it would turn out, Grady said it all for them.    

 

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

 

Early next morning when Zack and Darius showed up for work at the construction site they were 

amazed to see someone there before them, hacking lustily at a stubborn pile of concrete, 

breaking it into rubble to clear the space for construction to begin. 

 

ñSon of a bitch,ò Zack said.   ñAfter the beating he took yesterday!   The manôs not human.ò   

They both knew that Randy was doing what he always did when his life turned to crap ï he took 

refuge in hard physical labor.  It was what he knew best ï something solid in his life that could 

always be relied on to restore his sanity.  ñHey, guys,ò he hollered across the site.  ñCome give 

me a hand here.ò  

 

They both joined in and the concrete was pulverized in minutes.   No mention was made of 

yesterdayôs events, though they all knew that Randyôs reputation with the tribe was in the toilet 
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and the group would be slow to forgive his brutal behavior to Steveôs friend.   Let alone the 

effect on Bob, who everyone knew had spent the night with Mark. 

 

ñZack,ò Randy said, as if yesterday had never happened, ñI called out to that new site we 

opened in the desert and itôs a fucking mess.   We need to fire the foremanôs ass.   Heôs a 

dickhead.   Iôm gonna be busy here so I was wondering if you and your boy would like to take a 

run out there and whip them into shape.   Literally if necessary,ò and he managed a grin. 

 

ñSure, buddy, I was thinking the same thing myself.   ñHow about it, kid?   Maybe grab a beer 

afterwards at that leather bar where we discovered Eddie?ò 

 

Darius jumped at the chance to take a trip with the man he idolized and show off with him at the 

construction site and the bar, where they were already stars.    So they hit the road a short while 

later leaving Randy alone, which is the way he wanted it.   His thoughts went to Bob and he 

muttered ñfuck, fuck, fuckò as he took another angry swing of the pickaxe to the pile of rubble. 

 

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

 

Meanwhile Brandon was stirring and instinctively reached for Randy in whose arms he had 

spent the night.  Nothing é he was gone.   Brandon sat up in alarm, his first thought for Randyôs 

bruised and battered body.   Then he remembered this was the man whose power to recover 

from a fight was legendary.    

 

He saw a scrap of paper next to him on Randyôs pillow.   On it was scrawled, ñThanks, kid.   You 

rock.ò    Brandon smiled é that was a keeper.   He folded it up and pushed it into his wheelchair 

saddle bag beside the bed. 

 

He was disappointed, though.  He had been looking forward to serving breakfast in bed to his 

hero but é ah well.   Even though nothing had happened except a long, deep sleep, Brandon 

was left feeling unsettled ï sort of empty.    Last night was over and Randy was getting on with 

his life.  But Brandon knew that Randy would have a tough time confronting the disapproval of 

most of the men.    

 

And thatôs where Brandon was feeling confused.  He looked up to Randy é he was the big 

boss, his hero, but he couldnôt reconcile that with the description of what he had done to Doctor 

Steveôs friend Grady.   Brandon had huge respect (not to mention lust, as everyone did) for the 

handsome doctor, so the fight between the brothers had confused him even more.    

 

But the worst thing was he didnôt have Pete to talk it over with.   One of his favorite things was 

long discussions with the Ranger, his master ï right up there with making love to him.   Well, 

that was the best, he had to admit.   But Pete was over 300 miles away in Yosemite and would 

be out of touch most of the day working with the other Rangers.   Pete had emphasized that 

Brandon must let Randy keep an eye on him and Brandon should stay in close touch with him. 
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Huh, Brandon grinned to himself, he had sure kept in close touch last night, real close, but even 

that confused him as he had a feeling he would like more from Randy than a cuddle.  He was 

pretty sure Pete wouldnôt mind, but then again é.. 

 

Damn, it was all such a muddle.  He would never want to go back to his earlier lonely life but he 

had to admit it sure was simpler when he worked things out for himself, when the only one he 

had to talk to was himself.    Then he realized that thatôs what he wanted now ï to be alone for a 

while, sort things out, know where he was going.   óWhere he was goingô, yeah.  Today was the 

day he could use that ride he had promised himself on his motor-trike é be free, independent, 

alone with his own thoughts.ò 

 

But Bob had decreed that the work and house routine should resume as usual so he headed for 

the shower.   He was still in Zackôs house of course and Zack and Darius had already left for 

work but he smiled when he saw that Darius had left a bench in the shower for him so he could 

shower and dry off sitting on it, then haul himself back into his wheelchair and pull on some 

clothes.   He was proud that he took all this in stride ï though when that phrase crossed his 

mind he giggled to himself.  Maybe not the best metaphor for a boy in a wheelchair.  

 

He wheeled himself across the street where were still quite a few stragglers at the breakfast 

table by the pool, with the twins doing the honors as always.   Bob was there keeping a paternal 

eye on things, making sure there were no residual problems, and so were Brandonôs amigos 

Eddie and Ben.  Eddie was still bragging about being ñsoldò, as he put it, by Hassan to Grady, 

and Ben was kind of morose, still recovering from the trauma of watching his brothers fight.  

 

So Brandon sat between Bob and Jamie, his office boss.   Bob leaned into him quietly and said, 

ñThank you for everything you did for Randy yesterday, Brandon, and for spending the night 

with him.   He told Zack that he slept like a log with you.ò   Brandon wasnôt sure that was a 

compliment but he took it as such.    

 

Intuitive as ever Bob sensed the uneasiness in Brandon and realized it was inevitable that he 

would be confused.   He also detected the note of longing in the boyôs voice when he talked 

about taking off on his own for a while.   ñJamie,ò Bob asked, ñhowôs that budget coming along?ò 

 

ñWell, sir, itôs kind of stalled until tomorrow when weôll get the figures from the site managers.ò 

 

ñSo itôll be a light day for you two, uh?   Hmm, do you think it would be a good time for Brandon 

to take the day off?  I think he might like some time alone.ò   Jamie agreed at once, 

understanding just what Bob was getting at.  ñThings will be slow today, sir, so thatôs fine.ò 

 

So it was settled, but before he left the table, Bob said quietly to Brandon.   ñNow I know you 

value your independence, Brandon, but remember what Pete told you.  If you go out keep 

Randy on speed dial and, if you have any problems at all you call him right away, OK?  And stay 

in touch with your pals Eddie and Ben.  Check in with them regularly so they know youôre OK.ò 
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Eddie and Ben were almost as excited as Brandon as they helped him get ready for the trip.  He 

would only be gone a few hours so there wasnôt much to pack on his trike, but Brandon dressed 

in the leather pants and vest Pete had given him so heôd look the part of a biker.  He rolled onto 

his trike, raised the ramp up behind him, clamped the wheels to the platform and strapped on 

his helmet. Then, sitting up straight, his eyes shining with the pride of independence, he was off. 

 

As Bob watched him go down the hill he suddenly, and strangely, flashed on Randy.   That look 

in the boyôs eyes was the same look he saw so often in Randyôs ï the pride and swagger of a 

man supremely comfortable in his own skin.   Bob thought that Randy must have looked a lot 

like that when he was Brandonôs age ï minus the wheelchair, of course. 

 

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

 

Brandon knew exactly where he was going é. he had been there before é with Zack.  He felt 

the tension and worry slipping away from him as he held his face to the breeze, reveling in the 

joy of being on the open road, by himself, in charge.   He was headed down Pacific Coast 

Highway making for the ramshackle Sunset Beach and the biker bar he had gone to with Zack.  

He wanted to show those guys that he didnôt need a minder.   He could do it all by himself.  He 

was a biker like them. 

 

It took him a couple of hours to get there as he rode at a leisurely pace and kept to surface 

streets, not the freeway.  It wasnôt that he was scared of the freeway.   He preferred the 

succession of small towns along the coast and the sound of the waves to the right of him.   

 

But it was easy to take the wrong turn, which he did a couple of times.   With that, and stopping 

for lunch along the way where he checked in by phone with Eddie and Ben, by the time he 

arrived at the bar they were already into their daily beer bust. 

 

He parked carefully, enjoying the stares he got from the few bikers milling around outside as he 

wheeled himself off his trike and replaced the ramp or, as he liked to think, raised the 

drawbridge.   Inside he got the same attention as he proudly wheeled himself to the bar through 

the small crowd of surprised bikers.   The bartender, Jim, remembered him from when he had 

come here with Zack and greeted him raucously.  ñHey, kid, whereôs that hot black stud Zack?   

Shit, whenever he comes in here itôs, like, óhard-ons all roundô.ò  

 

ñHeôs out in the desert,ò Brandon grinned.   ñI came here solo this time.ò 

 

ñThe hell you did,ò Jim said and slid a beer across the counter to him.   ñOn the house, Brandon 

ï any friend of Zackôsé.   The time before last he came with that big gypsy guy ï fucking 

gorgeous, built like a brick shit house.   Whatôs his name, eré?ò 

 

ñThat would be Randy,ò Brandon grinned.   ñI live with him too.ò 
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And so for a while Brandon was the center of attention until the crowd began to thin and two 

tough looking bikers who had been keeping to themselves in the corner sauntered over to him.   

Tall, muscular, heavily tattooed, about the same age as Randy, he reckoned, they seemed 

friendly enough as one introduced himself, Karl, and asked him how heôd got here on his own.    

 

Eagerly Brandon got on to his favorite subject, his three-wheeler, and offered to show it to them.  

He followed them out to the parking lot and proudly showed them how it worked.  Then Karl 

jumped on the platform and started it up.   For the first time Brandon felt a jolt of fear as he said 

boldly, ñNo, you canôt ride it like that.   Youôll break it.   Get off.   Iôll show you how I ride it.ò 

 

The only response was a guttural laugh as the leather-clad biker stood on the platform, like 

riding a chariot.  His buddy jumped on behind him and they rode the trike round the lot.   ñHey 

this is great,ò Karl shouted.  ñLetôs open it up, man.ò    

 

Horrified, Brandon watched as Karl steered along the boardwalk toward a cluster of rocks.   He 

raced after them in his wheelchair and saw them swerve off the boardwalk onto the beach and 

disappear behind the rocks.  He followed them, heaving his chair over the sand and round the 

rocks.   And there he stopped and his heart missed a beat.   

 

The two bikers were standing by his trike, grinning at him threateningly.   Reflexively Brandon 

knew he had to get away but as he tried to turn around his wheels sank into the wet sand.    He 

struggled desperately but realized it was hopeless.   He was trapped.  It would take the help of 

the two guys to free him and he knew that wasnôt gonna happen. 

 

Karl folded his arms across his chest.   ñWe was just saying, this bike of yours ainôt half bad, and 

the kid ainôt bad either.   What say I go and get us some beer and leave my buddy with you?   

The beach is deserted at this hour and besides weôre pretty much hidden behind these rocks, so 

we got the place to ourselves.   Give us a chance to get acquainted.   Weôll get shit faced, then 

get to know each other even better, if you know what I mean.   Hell, hot kid like you é. sure you 

know what I mean.ò  

 

Brandonôs mind raced.   If only he could use his phone, but he knew they wouldnôt let him.   

Worse still, he remembered switching it off after he had called the boys from the lunch place.  

Man, heôd been stupid.   He walked right into this.   Heôd have to play for time é pretend to go 

along with them and hope that the boys back home would raise the alarm. 

 

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

 

Which is exactly what happened.  For some time now Eddie and Ben had felt mounting anxiety 

as they hadnôt heard from Brandon and when they tried to call him it went straight to voicemail. 

They knew something was wrong and there was only one thing to do ï call Randy.   So that is 

when Eddie sounded the alarm.  ñSir, sir, come quick.   Itôs Brandon.   He took off and now we 

canôt get through on his phone.  He hasnôt checked in with us either like he said he would.   He 

must be in some kind of trouble.ò 



3808 
 

 

Randy was still on the construction site, still morose, keeping to himself.   But when he got 

Eddieôs call a surge of adrenaline raced through him and every fiber of his being came alive.  

Brandon, the boy he had sworn to protect.   Brandon, that vulnerable boy, was in trouble. 

 

He raced off the lot, leapt into his truck, and was home in minutes.   The house was alive with 

anxiety, bordering on panic, which Bob was trying his best to damp down, though he himself felt 

a rock in the pit of his stomach.   Zack was in the desert, Mark was working and Bob was feeling 

very alone until, mercifully, Rany slammed through the gate and went straight to Eddie and Ben.   

ñWhere did he go?   Did he tell you?ò 

 

Ben looked tearfully at his brother.  ñAll he said was he was going where Zack took him ï 

somewhere down the coast.   But thatôs all, sir.ò 

 

Just then Randyôs phone rang and his blood ran cold when he answered it.  ñSir,ò said the 

muffled voice, ñI need help, sir.   At the bar é thereôs these two guys éò   He shouted, ñNo, 

donôt éò  There were sounds of a scuffle and a gritty voice in the background said, ñYou wonôt 

be needing that, kid.   Weôre your buddies nowéò and the line went dead.   

 

With calm, steely efficiency Randy punched the number for Zackôs cell.   ñListen, buddy, 

somethingôs come upé.ò   Zack told him that some weeks ago he had taken Brandon to the 

biker bar in Sunset Beach, the same one he once took Randy to.   He was about to ask more 

questions but Randy cut him off with, ñThanks buddy,ò and shut off the phone.    

 

His mind raced.   Heôd take the freeway, but rush hour was starting and the traffic would be 

sluggish.   The bike was the only answer.  The Harley would be twice as fast as the truck. 

Pablo, who had just got home, helped him haul it out of the garage and quickly cast his expert 

mechanicôs eye over it.   He always kept all the vehicles gassed up so it was ready to go.  ñLet 

me go with you, sir.ò 

 

ñThanks kid, but no.  I deal with this kind of shit better on my own.ò  With a steely expression 

and a clenched jaw he threw his leg over his bike and kick-started the engine.   

 

Bob had not spoken to Randy all day but now those old issues faded into insignificance 

compared with his fear for Brandon and for Randy.   Bob knew this could be dangerous and 

said, ñAre you sure you should go, Randy?"  

   

Randyôs blue eyes pierced Bobôs.  "Of course, buddy, I have to.   It's what I do ... I take care of 

my boys - and my brothers.   You should know that by now."    Then he switched his focus to the 

road and roared away. 

 

Bob watched him disappear into the distance ï and he understood.  He understood it all and his 

eyes brimmed with tears of love - and of guilt.   Guilt over his harsh recrimination when Randy 
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had impulsively acted to ñhelpò his brother Steve.  Now he was on another mission to help one 

of his most vulnerable boys.  And in a fundamental way the two werenôt so different. 

 

Bob saw now that both actions sprang from Randyôs fierce protective instinct, a feral instinct that 

was ingrained in him so long ago, so bred in the bone that it overshadowed all his other 

reflexes, especially restraint.   It was a visceral impulse that consumed him and he stopped to 

reflect on his actions only after the deed was done.  After all, Bob thought, when a lion 

protects his cubs he doesn't stop to think.  He just tears the enemy limb from limb.  

 

It was also what endowed Randy with his raw masculinity ï a caveman when misused, as with 

Grady ï a hero when the same instinct rallies to save Brandon.  Everyone had condemned 

Randy for intervening like a raging-bull when, in truth, they all feared that Grady might come 

between Steve and Lloyd.  But at least Randy had acted while the rest of them remained silent.  

 

Gazing at the empty road Bobôs eyes filled with tears and he murmured to himself, ñMan, I love 

you so much.  Stay safe, buddy.   And bring our boy home.ò 

 

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

 

It may have taken Brandon, in his meandering stop-for-lunch way, a couple of hours to reach 

Sunset Beach.   But Randy was on the freeway, on his Harley weaving in and out between rush-

hour traffic é and he was grimly determined.   It took him not much more than half an hour 

before he pulled up in front of the bar.    

 

The remains of the beer bust crowd fell silent as the heavy leather strips over the door were 

pulled back and the wild gypsy stood there, backlit by the sun.  He looked formidable in his work 

clothes ï muddy jeans and boots and an old tank hanging over his muscular chest streaked with 

dirt and grease.   There was something about him that defied any contact as he strode through 

the crowd to the bar. 

 

ñHey,ò the bartender yelled.  ñThis is our lucky day, guys.   Randy ainôt it?   Welcome back, stud.   

Strange, youôre name came up a while ago when I was talking to this boy who knows you.ò 

 

ñWhere is he, Jim?ò   It was as much an accusation as a question and Jim wilted under the gaze 

of the steel blue eyes.ò 

 

ñDunno, Randy, now you mention it.   He was here not so long ago but he went out with a 

couple guys to show him his bike, I think.   Havenôt seen him since.ò  He frowned.  ñDonôt know 

the guys.   Strangers é probably from out of town.ò     

 

One of the customers chimed in.   ñCanôt have gone far, though.   I just went out to pee and their 

bikes were still there, but your boyôs trike was gone.   Maybe theyôre trying it out along the 

boardwalk.ò 
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ñThanks, guys,ò Randy said distractedly and strode out of the bar.  He walked fast along the 

board walk, his eyes searching in every direction but especially out over the beach.   He was 

almost at the point of turning back when he saw in the distance a silhouette against the setting 

sun é two figures standing on what had to be Brandonôs trike, riding it along the waterôs edge.  

 

He immediately started to run toward the ocean and almost tripped over a figure dragging 

himself over the sand, shirtless in leather pants.   òHello, sir,ò the boy said.  ñI was hoping you 

would show up.   I knew you would.ò 

 

Randy dropped to his knees and ran his hands over Brandonôs face and bare chest.   ñYou OK, 

kid?   Whatôs happened?   What are you doing?ò 

 

ñIôm fine, sir.   My wheelchairôs stuck in the sand behind those rocks and those guys have got 

my bike.   They took my cell phone too, and said they were gonna work me over and fuck my 

ass.   While they drank beer I played along, flattered them, told them how I would suck their 

cocks.  I described Eddieôs technique, sir, and thatôs enough to turn anyone on.    

 

ñThey were getting real horny though so I told them I had to get my mouth ready (whatever that 

means) as I was sure they had huge dicks, I said.   So they took my trike for a ride along the 

beach and said that when they got back I better be ready to get my face and ass fucked at the 

same time.  They laughed and said they would toss a coin to see which of them got which end.   

 

ñThey left me alone knowing I couldnôt go anywhere without my wheelchair.   Least, thatôs what 

they thought.   Maybe I canôt walk, but I can sure as hell crawl using my arms.   Thatôs what Iôm 

doing down here.    I knew theyôd catch up with me but I thought if I could get closer to the 

boardwalk maybe someone would hear me yelling.   But then I saw you coming, sir, and I knew 

I was safe.    Thank you for coming, sir.ò 

 

Randy gazed down at the boy in disbelief.    He could not believe this calm recitation of the facts 

from a kid who had been in extreme peril. Tears came to his eyes imagining the sheer guts of 

the boy.  He looked up and saw the bikers get off Brandonôs trike and start running toward them.    

 

Brandon looked scared for Randy.   ñPlease donôt fight them, sir.   You had a big fight yesterday 

and youôre bodyôs still sore.   Youôre still weak so theyôll beat you up.   Letôs talk to them instead 

and Iôll suck them off while you go for help. 

 

ñLike hell you will.   You underestimate me, kid.  Weak?   Not a word Iôm familiar with.  Now 

donôt move and leave these shitholes to me.ò 

 

They ran up panting and Karl said, ñThanks dude, you stopped the little punk from getting away.       

Heôll pay for that.ò   He sized up the dirt-covered gypsy kneeling on the ground and figured he 

was harmless.   ñWeôre all set to fuck the kidôs ass.   You can grab a piece of the action too if 

you want.ò 
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Slowly Randy stood up to his full height, legs apart, fists clenched.   He had two kinds of anger ï 

blazing hot and ice cold.   These two got the frozen one ï the deadlier kind, and they took a step 

back as he stood staring at them threateningly.    ñGentlemen, I agree with you that this kid is 

eminently fuckable, but the thing is, anyone who fucks him is gonna have to fuck me first é and 

I donôt get fucked by assholes.ò 

 

ñHey man, donôt get hostile here.   See we found the kid first, heôs ours now, his bike too, and 

we plan on hanging on to them both for a while.ò 

 

Randy frowned.   ñWell, see that presents another small problem.   Fact is, the kid belongs to 

me é heôs my boy.   But hey, Iôm not an unreasonable kinda guy.   You want him, you can have 

him.  All you have to do is take him.ò 

 

The bikers hesitated.  They were not only intimidated by Randyôs wild look and the strength of 

his muscular physique.  They were confused by his words.  Was he playing ball or not?  What 

was he thinking right now, staring through them like that?    As a matter of fact, Randy was 

sizing them up é two big mother-fuckers, strong, tough, in leather pants and boots, their 

muscles flexing under bulging black T-shirts.    

 

Karl snarled, ñYouôd be a damn fool to try anything, man.   Two men against one asshole and a 

cripple kid.   I donôt think so.ò   That word pierced Randy like an arrow and his cold rage turned 

red hot.    When Karl bent over and grabbed Brandonôs wrist Randy reached down, grabbed 

Karlôs hair, pulled his head up and slammed the back of his fist against his face, sending him 

reeling backwards and crashing on the sand with a sickening howl. 

 

ñOK, mother-fucker,ò his buddy yelled, ñyou wanna play rough eh?ò  He pulled a knife from his 

back pocket and flicked open the blade.   While Karl still groaned on the ground the two men 

circled each other warily and, when the biker lunged, Randy caught his wrist and pulled it up 

high, their chests pushing together in a trial of strength.    

 

As they pushed against each other their faces were inches apart and Randy smiled at him 

maliciously.   Seemingly effortlessly he squeezed the manôs wrist and twisted it savagely until 

the knife fell in the sand.  ñYou wanna know how ócrippledô feels, dickwad?   Give this a try.ò   He 

slammed his knee up into his balls and the man screamed, lunged forward and fell writhing on 

the ground, clutching his crotch in agony.    

   

Meanwhile Karl was shaking his head to clear it.   He looked up at Randy with hatred in his 

eyes, leapt to his feet and in a lightning move clamped his hands round Randyôs throat, choking 

him.   Brandon watched in horror as Randy gripped Karlôs wrists and tried desperately to pull the 

hands from his throat.    

 

Every muscle in the gypsyôs body flexed and sweat poured down his face as, agonizingly slowly, 

in an epic act of brute strength, he pulled the hands apart, away from his throat, and suddenly 

twisted the biker round, forcing his arm up behind his back in a brutal hammerlock. 
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ñAaaagh é youôre breaking my fucking arm.   Let me go é please, man.ò    

 

ñCareful what you wish for, douchebag.ò   Randy let go his arm and, with the man still doubled 

over, brought both his arms down across his shoulders in a double forearm smash.    He 

sprawled again on the ground and Randy stood over him and spat on him.  ñYou shit-for-brains 

mother-fucker.   You dare to threaten my boy, you dare to lay your filthy hands on my boy.   This 

is what you get, asshole,ò and he slammed his boot into his stomach. 

 

But he couldnôt see what Brandon saw.   The other man was crawling painfully over the sand 

and his hand touched the fallen knife.  He grabbed it and staggered to his feet behind Randyôs 

back.   He raised the knife but Brandon reached out, grabbed his ankle with both hands and 

yanked hard.   Already unsteady the man lost his balance and fell.    

 

Randy spun round and saw immediately what had happened.   ñThanks kiddo, I owe you one.   

Shit damn, you assholes never learn.   Both men were staggering to their feet now and Karl 

lunged for him again.   Randy bent his head, butted his attacker in the stomach and lifted him up 

bodily onto his shoulders.  With a bull roar he raised him high above his head and, as his buddy 

charged, flung him down onto him.  With agonized screams they collapsed to the ground in a 

flailing heap. 

 

Dazed they stared up at him and Karl stammered, ñEnough, man, we give up.  We submit.ò 

 

Randy grinned down at them and said to Brandon, ñSo what do we do with them, kiddo?ò   

Brandon pulled himself up into a sitting position leaning back on his hands.   ñOh, Iôd say throw 

them back in the gutter they came from, sir.ò 

 

ñGood idea, kid.   So what gutter would that be, guys?    Where you from?ò 

 

ñVegas,ò Karl groaned and Randy laughed.   ñWell you know what they say about that place.   

Whatever filth crawls out of Vegas should have stayed in Vegas.ò   He leaned down, patted 

Karlôs pocket and pulled out a cell-phone.   ñThis yours, kid?ò  Brandon nodded.  Randy held it to 

his eye and took several pictures of the men, then tossed the phone to Brandon.    

 

ñRight, so hereôs whatôs gonna happen.   Youôre gonna get on your bikes and hightail it back to 

Vegas.  One of my best buddies is a cop and Iôll give these photos to him for posting.   And if 

you ever come back to California, you better hope the cops nab you first, ócos if they donôt I will 

and Iôll rip your fucking balls off, stuff them down your throat and choke you to death.ò 

 

ñAnd Iôll do the same if you move a muscle right now.ò  Randy scooped Brandon in his arms and 

ran over to the rocks.   He sat the boy in his wheelchair, hauled the wheels out of the sand and 

dragged it across the beach to the scene of the fight.  ñI can take it from here, sir,ò Brandon said.  
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Randy grabbed the menôs T-shirts by the scruff of the neck and dragged them across the sand 

to the parking lot.   He threw them down in front of the crowd of men who had gathered there.   

He saw the bartender in the crowd and said, ñJim, these two ass-wipes are going right back to 

Vegas without stopping, but if they show their ugly faces here again I want you to call me or 

Zack and we will come down personally and castrate them.   They captured my boy, threatened 

him with rape, and hurt him.   Nobody does that to one of my boys.   Nobody.ò 

 

He hauled the men up and they groaned as they got painfully on their bikes.   They winced at 

the pain in their balls as they kick started the bikes and took off, headed for the freeway.   ñOK, 

Jim,ò Randy grinned.   ñMe and my boy got sand in our mouths.   Any chance of a beer?ò 

 

ñOn the house, big guy.   Youôre good for business.ò  And everyone crowded back into the bar. 

 

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

 

After that an excited Brandon watched Randy take charge.   He made phone calls to a relieved 

Bob, then to Pete who showered him with thanks. ñRandy Iôll always be in your debt.   Can you 

take real special care of him tonight?   Heôs a tough young kid but some of thatôs bravado and 

underneath he was probably shit scared.   Please, do whatever it takes to make him feel safe 

and loved.  Anything é you know what I mean.ò 

 

Brandon spoke to Pete who said much the same thing to him.   ñBrandon, I want you to show 

your gratitude to Randy by doing whatever he asks you to.ò  He chuckled.   ñI have a feeling that 

wonôt be too difficult for you either.ò 

 

Next Randy went back out to the beach and rescued Brandonôs trike.   ñItôs clogged with sand 

and the front wheelôs all out of whack,ò he said.  They took it to a mechanic down the street who 

was about to close for the day.  ñJeez I love these things,ò he said.   ñMy nephewôs handicapped 

and he rides one.  But this oneôs all fucked up with sand.  Needs a thorough clean and lube.ò   

 

Randy said, ñLooks like it needs a new front wheel too.  Can you help us with that?ò 

 

ñSure no problem.  Not today though.   My parts supplierôs closed for the day.   I can have it for 

you by, say, noon tomorrow?ò 

 

ñThanks, buddy, youôre a prince.ò   As they left Randy said to Brandon, ñNo point going back to 

town on my bike tonight and coming back down tomorrow.   Weôll have to stay the night.  But 

first, Iôm fucking starved.  Nothing like a good fight to work up an appetite.   I saw a little 

restaurant down the street, but I doubt theyôd serve me looking like this.   This tank was filthy to 

start with and now itôs pretty much shredded.  You know what they say ï óno shirt, no serviceô.ò 

 

ñNo problem there, sir,ò Brandon said.   He leaned over and fished a T-shirt out of the saddle 

bag of his wheelchair.  ñThisóll fit, sir.ò   He grinned.  ñIt used to be yours.ò 
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*********************************  

 

They went back to the biker bar, then round to the motel behind it on the beach, where Brandon 

had once stayed with Zack.  ñYouôre in luck guys,ò said the clerk.  ñWeôre real busy tonight but I 

got one room left.   Itôs only got one bed but itôs a king-size if thatôs OK.   ñWeôll take it,ò said 

Randy and Brandon together, grinning at each other conspiratorially like a couple of truant kids 

on a caper.  Randy took the key and asked, ñIs that restaurant down the street open?ò 

 

ñSure is,ò the clerk grinned.   ñIôd go for the club sandwich.ò     

 

So a few minutes later they were sitting at a table facing each over club sandwiches and beers.    

Randy grinned at Brandon.  ñSo how come you still got one of my T-shirts, kiddo?ò 

 

Brandon blushed but said in his forthright way.   ñItôs the one you left in my apartment the first 

day you came to install those pull-down shelves.   After you left I held it to my face, breathed in 

and jerked off.   After that I kept it under my pillow for the longest time, and now I carry it with 

me in my saddle bags.ò   I told Pete about it and heôs OK with it.    Made him laugh, actually.ò 

 

ñYouôre something else, kiddo,ò Randy smiled.  Again it was that straightforward way of telling a 

story ï a slight blush but no real embarrassment.  The directness came, he knew, from a boy 

who was totally truthful and self-assured.   There was an inner strength that must have built up 

over years of hardship and learning to fend for himself ï not unlike Randyôs own youth.   It 

reminded him of someone else, too.   Bob, with his bright-eyed directness and honesty.   Yeah, 

the kid had something of both men in him. 

 

ñSir,ò Brandon said, ñI wanna apologize for causing you so much trouble.  Maybe I was wrong 

taking off on my own like that.   I guess Iôm not so independent after all.ò 

 

Randyôs eyes flashed.  ñThatôs bullshit, kiddo.   Your independence is the greatest thing you 

have going for you so cling onto it.  Trust me, I know.   Iôll tell you something.  Once, when I was 

just a kid, I got tired of the shit hole I lived in and wanted to take off on my own.   So I stole a 

bike and went joyriding for a couple of days ï two of the happiest days of my life up to then, a 

taste of freedom.   But I came back and gave the bike back.  Got into a shitload of trouble, but it 

was worth it.    

 

ñSo you see, you and me weôre not so different.  And anyway, youôve always got Pete to protect 

you ï and me when heôs not around. ò 

 

A warm intimacy was growing between man and boy as they confided in each other about their 

lives, friendships, hopes and fears.   But finally Randy drained his beer and said.   ñOK, kid, time 

to call it a day.   Iôll get a six-pack to go.   Early night tonight, sleep in late tomorrow, then 

breakfast, pick up your trike and we head home.   Agreed?ò 
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ñAgreed,ò Brandon smiled happily.  On the way back Randy walked beside the wheelchair, his 

hand resting on Brandonôs shoulder.  The motel consisted of a series of small, faded bungalows 

and theirs was the last one, closest to the ocean.   Randy put the key in the lock but Brandon 

paused, turned toward the ocean and felt sea spray in the breeze blowing into his face.   Randy 

sat on a low wall beside him and rested his arm lightly round his shoulder. 

 

It was a clear night.  The stars were bright, and the almost-full moon hovered just above the 

horizon, sending its light glistening toward them over the water, streaking the brown waves with 

silver. The only sound came from the surf hissing onshore, the salty breeze and the occasional 

lament of a seagull.   They sat quietly together in the moonlight, their thoughts drifting.     

 

Brandon gazed up at the stars and said, ñGood, ainôt it, sir?ò 

 

ñVery good, kiddo,ò Randy agreed. 

 

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

 

Their room was like a million other motel rooms, and Randy surprised Brandon by preparing to 

take a shower.   It was well known that Bob had to goad him into showering before bed, but 

Randy now seemed to be taking special care.   Brandon too wanted a wash after crawling over 

the sand, but the prospect daunted him.  ñSir,ò he said.  ñThat thing about independence.   Didnôt 

you ever feel like just like letting it go for a while and having someone else take care of you?ò 

 

ñA lot of the time, kiddo, only I never found anyone I could trust enough to let them é. until I met 

Bob.ò  He chuckled.   ñBut Iôm guessing thatôs exactly how you feel now.   OK, kid, Iôm your man.   

Leave everything to me.ò    He quickly shed his clothes and eased Brandonôs T-shirt and shorts 

off him.   The fact that they were both butt naked sharing a room seemed the most natural thing 

in the world. 

 

Randy said, ñYou know, Pete gave me the green light to do whatever I wanted while Iôm taking 

care of you.ò 

 

ñI know, sir.   He said the same to me.   Whatever you want to do.ò 

 

ñGood.ò   Randy brought in a wooden chair from the porch that he placed in the shower.  Then 

he reached down and gently lifted Brandon out of his wheelchair, carried him to the shower and 

lowered him into the chair.   He turned on the water and they showered together.   

 

Randy lathered himself up, then got on his knees and soaped Brandon all over, letting his hand 

play over his cock.   He stood up and massaged shampoo in the boyôs hair.  As he leaned over 

his long cock swung inches from Brandonôs face and the boy poked out his tongue and licked 

his balls, then the head of his cock.   Randy bent closer and Brandon sucked in the head, then 

the whole shaft, feeling it get stiffer and stiffer in his mouth. 
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Randy pulled back and murmured, ñPlaying with fire there, boy.ò   Brandon giggled.  ñFireôs 

good, though, donôt you think, sir?ò 

 

ñYou little punk é what you need is a cold shower.   Randy turned the water to lukewarm and 

rinsed them both off.   Then he grabbed a towel and dried them off.   He went to the bedroom to 

pull back the bedcovers, then came back and lifted Brandon out of the chair.   Holding him 

across his outstretched arms he smiled down at him.   ñYou know Pete said óanything I wantô.  

How do you feel about that, boy?ò 

 

ñLike I said, sir, Iôve let go of my independence.  Iôm letting someone else take care of me, doing 

whatever he wants.ò 

 

Randy carried the boy over to the bed and laid him gently on the cool sheets.   Standing at the 

foot of the bed, arms folded across his chest, Randy growled, ñYou know Iôm the kind of man 

who always takes what he wants.    Guys donôt say no to me.ò    Brandon gulped.  ñNo, sir é. I 

mean, yes, sir.ò 

 

The words were vintage Randy é but the actions were not.   He flashed a smile and knelt on 

the foot of the bed.  He pushed Brandonôs legs back, bent forward and buried his face between 

the cheeks of the boyôs ass.  He pushed his tongue inside and massaged the sphincter and the 

soft membrane inside.   Brandon was groaning with pleasure and anticipation. 

 

Randy pulled back, spat on his own cock several times and spread the spit over it, stroking it in 

his fist.   Brandon gazed up in awe at the naked gypsy, at his intense eyes, stubbled face and 

the muscular torso rippling as he stroked his cock.    ñItôs pretty big, kiddo.   You got lube in 

those saddle bags?ò 

 

ñYes, sir, but I donôt need it.   I know it wonôt hurt, sir.   Not from you.ò 

 

ñOK, Brandon, I hoped youôd say that.   Now look at my eyes é thatôs it, good.ò  Randy pressed 

the head of his thick cock against the boyôs sphincter and felt it relax, inviting him in.   Slowly, 

tenderly he eased his shaft inside, down the warm chute, inch by inch by inch.  When he felt the 

boy tense he paused, waited for his ass to relax, then resumed the gentle pressure.   At last he 

felt his pubic hair pressing against Brandonôs balls.    

 

ñIôm inside you, kiddo, all the way inside.   Am I hurting you?ò 

 

ñNot at all, sir.   It feels so good after é after those guys éò  He choked up and tears started to 

flow down his face.  ñI was so scared, sir.   I thought they were going to é you know é   I was 

praying you would come é I knew you were the only one who could save me.   Iôm sorry, sir, I 

tried not to cry but é Please, sir é make love to me é make me feel safe.   I love you, sir.ò 

 

Randy had known that when the boy finally relaxed, let the adrenaline flow away, he would at 

last give in to his fear and let it all come out.    He leaned forward and licked the tears from his 
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cheeks.   ñHey, itôs me, Brandon, and I am gonna make love to you.   It will be an honor to fuck a 

brave kid like you.ò 

 

ñNot so brave, though, sir.   You wonôt tell the guys I bawled my eyes out, will you?ò    

 

Randy grinned.  ñAs Eddie would say éò  He ran his fingertips along his pursed lips and twisted 

them at the corner like a key.    Brandon laughed through his tears.   ñThank you sir.ò 

 

And so they made love ï soft, tender, healing love.   Randyôs body rose and fell gently over the 

boy, his rod sliding easily in his ass.   He leaned forward and pinned Brandonôs wrists to the bed 

above his head.   But Brandon didnôt feel trapped.  He welcomed the sense of being the captive 

of this wonderful man.   He saw Randyôs face coming closer and closer, saw his smiling blue 

eyes, felt the warmth of his lips as they pressed against his. 

 

The wild gypsy face seemed to soften, the darkness less dark, the fierceness less fierce.   This 

was the man he had watched yesterday in a brutal fight with his brother, and a few hours ago 

demolishing two men with the savagery of a tiger.   And now here he was making love to him ï 

with a tenderness that was surprising and doubly erotic coming from a warrior like him. 

 

Randy kissed his lips, his eyes, his neck, then licked his nipples lightly, and all the time his cock 

made love to the boyôs warm ass.   Brandon felt the stubbled chin scraping over his chest and 

reached up, ran his hands through the long black hair and pulled the gypsy face down harder on 

his chest.   After a while Randy pulled back, eased Brandon onto his side, wrapped his arms 

round him from behind and slid his cock even deeper into his ass.   

 

Brandon was moaning, clenching Randyôs hands that were clamped over his chest.   He was in 

the arms of his hero, the man who had pledged to save him and had plucked him out of danger.  

All his fears disappeared, his determined independence melted, as he allowed himself to be 

consumed by the man, fucked by him, loved by him. 

 

Randy turned him over on his back again and pinned his wrists as before.   He smiled and said 

softly, ñYour ass is so sweet, kid, that Iôm gonna have to spill my jizz in it.   Iôll show you how you 

know someone loves you.   Look into my eyes ï really look deep into them so thatôs all you see, 

all that exists in the world.ò 

 

It wasnôt hard to do.   Brandon felt he was drowning in the limpid blue pools, saw his own 

reflection in them.   He saw himself inside Randy while the magnificent gypsy was inside him, 

caressing his ass with his gentle cock.   The muscular body jolted over him é and the boy felt 

warm liquid flowing deep into his ass, the juice of his hero.   His own body was on fire, cum 

raced from his balls, through his cock and spurted over his abs and chest. 

 

Randy lowered himself onto him and they clung together, Randy licking the last of the tears 

drying on the boyôs face.   Brandon had never felt safer in his life. 
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********************************** 

 

A short time later they were on their sides facing each other, propped up on one elbow, a beer 

in their free hand.   Brandon inhaled sharply as Randy idly traced the bottom of his cold bottle 

over the boyôs chest.   ñYou, er, tired, kiddo?ò 

 

ñNot at all, sir,ò Brandon said with mischief glinting in his eyes.  ñAs a matter of fact, Pete said I 

should be sure to thank you and I havenôt really done that yet.   Eddie always says thereôs only 

one really great way to thank a guy é and he gave us all lessons.ò 

 

ñYeah, Iôve heard about Eddieôs lessons ï the best little cock-sucker in town as Hassan says.ò 

 

ñé in the world according to Eddie,ò Brandon laughed. 

 

ñóCourse,ò Randy said, ñat this rate we might be up for hours yet, but I can take it if you can.   

And like I said, we can sleep in late tomorrow.   Your bike wonôt be ready ótil noon.  The night is 

young, so letôs make the most of it, and let tomorrow take care of itself.ò 

 

ñFine with me, sir.   Youôre the boss.ò   Randy grinned é he kind of doubted that. 

 

#            #            #  

 

 

Chapter 270 – “Randy & Bob – With My Body I Thee Worship” 

 
Before doing anything else Brandon called his master Pete up in Yosemite.   He and Randy had 

managed to speak to the Ranger once already as soon as the rescue was over and Brandon 

had tried several times since but Pete had been out in the field.   This time he answered, his 

voice full of concern, and Brandon was quick to reassure him that he was just fine.   Randy got 

up and went to the bathroom, ostensibly to pee but in fact he was just being discreet. 

 

With his usual candor Brandon told Pete everything that had happened ï that Randy had made 

love to him and they would be sharing a bed for the night.    Far from being upset Pete was 

relieved that Brandon was safe and happy.   Better to be in the arms of a man like Randy than 

in the clutches of two vicious bikers.    

 

Besides, Pete never for a moment doubted his boyôs love and loyalty to him, and he trusted 

Randy implicitly.   He simply wanted his boy to feel loved and protected and he encouraged 

Brandonôs plans for óthankingô Randy. 

 

Which Brandon then proceeded to do.   In fact they óthankedô each other ï over and over again.    

And in breaks from their sexual exertions they lay happily talking, reminiscing and laughing 

together.  There were no inhibitions as they shared their hopes and fears with each other.    
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One anxiety in particular seemed to obsess Randy ï the prospect of facing Bob again after his 

loverôs pained disapproval of his destructive actions.   As strong and confident as Randy was, 

as lovingly tender as he had just proved he could be, one irrational fear always gnawed at him 

é. that the handsome, sophisticated Bob would one day leave him, a rough-hewn, impulsive 

construction worker.   Whenever Randy screwed up, as he had recently done so badly, he was 

afraid that day had come. 

 

But when he confessed his fear to Brandon the boy cheerfully swatted it away.  ñOh thatôs not 

gonna happen, sir é never.    Itôs obvious to everyone that Bob is totally nuts about you, the 

boys talk about it all the time.   You two are an example to all of us.   Youôre the foundation of 

everything.   No Bob and Randy, no tribe.ò 

 

Randy squeezed Brandonôs shoulder.  ñThanks, kiddo, I needed to hear that.   You three boys ï 

you, Eddie and Ben ï seem to share everything, donôt you?   And I have a favor to ask you.   I 

worry about Ben sometimes being overshadowed by his two big brothers, and I donôt spend 

enough time with him.   I know Jason takes good care of him, but could you look out for him 

too?  You know, kinda tip me off if you think heôs having any problems.ò 

 

ñSure, sir, no problem there.  We three amigos look out for each other ï and we donôt pull any 

punches.   Like, we tell Eddie he talks too much é.  not that it makes a lick of difference 

though,ò he grinned.   ñWe also call out Ben when his anger flares up.ò   

 

Randy chuckled, ñYeah well that kinda goes with the territory in our family.ò    

 

ñAnd the dudes tell me loud and clear when Iôm getting too bossy.ò   

 

ñYeah I get that a lot too,ò Randy grinned, ñbut donôt letôs get back on that subject.   Hey, weôve 

been fucking for a long time, kid.   Donôt you think itôs time we got some sleep?ò 

 

ñGood idea, sir.   Youôre the boss.ò 

 

ñYeah, yeah, so you say, kiddo.   Iôm not so sure about that when youôre around.ò 

 

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

 

They had both underestimated how completely exhausted they were after a tumultuous day ï 

Brandonôs solo trip and terrifying experience, Randyôs fear for him as he sped to the rescue, 

then rage and savagery toward the bikers, all topped off with a love-making marathon.    Any 

intentions they had of waking in the night and ódoing it againô never materialized. 

 

In the morning it was Brandon who woke first ï with a roaring hard-on.   He turned his head on 

the pillow and gazed at Randyôs face.   Still in a deep sleep he looked serene ï not a word 

usually applied to Randy.   But in fact there seemed to be something just below the calm 
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surface.  With the stubbled jaw, high gypsy cheekbones and long dark hair falling over his brow 

he gave the impression that serenity could change to ferocity at the slightest provocation. 

 

Brandon knew what it was é the eyes.   They were closed in sleep right now but as soon as 

they opened and the bright blue lasers flashed, Randy would be alive and ready for anything.   

That was one of the things that made Randy so sexy and Brandon wanted to see it happen 

now.   He wriggled on the bed, made throat-clearing noises and coughed, but nothing worked.   

Randy was in a deep sleep. 

 

Brandon took advantage of Randyôs unconsciousness and gently pushed the hair back off the 

gypsyôs face, then traced his finger down over his nose, his lips his stubbled jaw and onto his 

neck where a bead of sweat lay in the hollow beneath his adamôs apple.   Carefully he leaned 

over and licked the sweat with the tip of his tongue.     

 

He wanted to see the rest of the body so he eased the sheet down off Randyôs torso to just 

below his waist, so tufts of black pubic hair poked over it.   Brandon pulled back on his side, his 

head propped up on one hand, and gazed at the rugged muscle-god, naked to the waist, his 

chest rising and falling slowly with deep breaths.   His body was striped with the sunlight shining 

through the window blinds. 

 

As with all pornographic images it stirred Brandonôs mind to even more imaginings, and to 

memories long dormant.   As a young boy he read books all the time to ease his loneliness and 

now he flashed improbably on one of his favorites, Gulliverôs Travels.   Specifically he recalled 

one illustration of the giant Gulliver tied to the ground with many ropes, at the mercy of the 

Lilliputians.   It was the first bondage picture he had ever seen and even now he remembered 

how his cock had jolted ï as it did now. 

 

From that time on he had searched for similar images in books, videos and, more recently, in 

real life after he joined the clan.   And now it seemed as if that search had culminated in this 

very moment as he gazed at the muscular giant lying on his back, arms at his sides.   With the 

distortion of memory he recalled Gulliver looking exactly like this swarthy gypsy.   

 

Stretching the bounds of fantasy he imagined that this giant had been tied down by all the boys, 

who were now working on his body, subjecting him to multiple forms of erotic discipline.   

Brandon himself resumed his examination of the brawny physique, his head moving lower and 

lower to the wiry pubic hair.    He pushed the sheet further down with his face and suddenly the 

giantôs cock sprang up beside his cheek, hard as a rod.   

 

Randy had a roaring hard-on as he slept.    

 

Brandon felt sure he had to be dreaming of Bob.   Randy had fallen asleep worried about Bobôs 

reaction to his unforgivable behavior, but apparently his dreams tilted toward optimism.   

Whatever, the big manôs erection was catnip to Brandon and he licked the head very gently.   

There was a deep growl from Randy in his sleep ï like a dog protecting his boner.   
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But he didnôt wake, just stirred slightly.  It could be, Brandon thought, that a mouth over his cock 

fitted in perfectly with his dream (Bob forgiving him?) so he plucked up his courage and went 

farther, sliding his mouth gently down over the whole thick shaft.   By turning his head slightly he 

was able to keep one eye on Randy, but there was no movement except for a faint smile playing 

over his lips. 

 

Evidently Brandon was part of Randyôs dream, a novel experience that he found exhilarating.  

He carefully proceeded to work up and down the cock but kept his mouth wide open, his lips 

barely touching the cock.   It was something Eddie had taught him, sucking open-mouthed with 

almost no physical contact, letting only hot breath play over the cock. 

 

ñMmmm,ò came the guttural sound from the sleeping giant as his deep-sleep smile widened.   

This was new territory for Brandon and he trod it very carefully.   Breathing heavily against the 

cock he occasionally let it touch the membrane of his throat and even pressed his lips on it 

momentarily.   Each time he did that he felt the cock pulse and Randy stirred, his muscles 

rippling slightly.    

 

Brandon screwed up his courage and went for broke.   He closed his throat muscles round the 

giant cock (remembering Eddieôs recipe for not gagging) and moved up and down, keeping his 

lips lightly pursed.   He felt the unmistakable signs of the cock bulging with the pent-up load of 

sperm that had been building throughout Randyôs erotic dream.   Brandon was sure Randy was 

imagining Bobôs handsome face rising and falling on his cock, but the boy didnôt mind.   It was 

amazing to feel the cock start to throb, to taste the musky pre-cum in the back of his throat.    

 

His own cock was following right along, hard as a rock rubbing against Randyôs leg.  Randyôs 

body jolted now, tossing in his sleep and Brandon decided to turn Randyôs sleeping fantasy into 

a wet dream.    

 

Brandon was the first to cum.   Randyôs leg pressing against his cock did it, made him spurt jizz 

hard against the muscular thigh, which in turn made him reflexively squeeze Randyôs cock tight 

in his mouth.   He saw Randy wince in his sleep, his breathing became ragged and ñaaahhò é a 

long loud groan preceded the eruption of sperm deep in the boyôs mouth. 

 

And thatôs when Randy woke up.  In a daze between sleeping and waking he moaned, ñWhat?   

What the fuck?    Bob, are you é.?   Aaahh é.ò    

 

Cum kept spurting down Brandonôs throat as Randy struggled into consciousness é. and the 

dream of Bob evaporated.   He closed his eyes in a mild panic that Bob was not there, and the 

next thing he knew an open mouth sealed tightly over his and jism flowing into his mouth ï his 

own, he realized.   Reflexively he inhaled hot breath and semen and gulped them down.   
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Finally their mouths separated, Randy opened his eyes and found himself staring up at 

Brandon.  He relaxed but Brandon noted his confused expression and said, ñDonôt worry, sir, 

next time it will be Bob.ò 

 

ñWhat the fuckôs that supposed to meané.?ò   But he stopped and smiled up at the boy.   He 

was still getting used to Brandonôs directness and razor sharp talent for stabbing at the truth.  

ñYouôre right, kid, I was dreaming about Bob.   You really think Bob comes next?ò 

 

ñPositive, sir.   Iôd bet money that he was dreaming of you too last night.ò  

 

Randy grinned and shook his head.  ñYou little punk.  What ï you predict the future as well as 

suck dick?   Letôs hope your predictions are as good as your blowjobs, eh?   Great way to be 

woken up, though, having your morning hard-on taken care of by an expert young cock-sucker.  

Come here, kiddo.ò   Randy pulled the boy close and wrapped his arms round him.    

 

As he pressed against Randy Brandon felt the stickiness of his own cum shot and said.   ñIôm 

sorry, sir, I busted a load looking at you when you came in my mouth.   I couldnôt help it you 

looked so gorgeous.ò 

 

ñBrandon, how many times have I told you that you donôt have to apologize for cumming when 

you look at a guy?   Besides, the sheets are pretty much shot after everything we did last 

evening.   Theyôll probably have to burn them.ò 

 

ñOr I could stuff them in the bag on my wheelchair, sir, along with your T-shirt and my other 

mementos of the trip,ò Brandon grinned impishly.  

 

Randy laughed, ñYou donôt quit, do you, kid?  Shit look at the time.  OK, quick shower, check out 

of the Ritz here and grab some breakfast.  Then weôll pick up your bike and hit the road home.ò  

 

They did all of those things in quick succession.   At the service station Randy checked on 

Brandonôs motor-trike that the mechanic had cleaned up like new and mounted a new front 

wheel.   ñLooks terrific, buddy.   Great job,ò Randy said, pulling out his wallet. 

 

But Brandon restrained him.  ñNo, sir, Iôll pay for this.ò   Randy let him, knowing this was another 

display of independence.   While the mechanic was inside running the card Brandon said, ñI can 

afford it, sir.   Pete gave me my own credit card and Jamie gave me a raise and a promotion.   

You are looking at the official new assistant office manager. 

 

ñAbout time too,ò Randy grinned.   ñYou deserve it, kiddo.ò  Brandon wheeled himself onto the 

trike platform, locked the wheel and óraised the drawbridgeô behind him, as he liked to call the 

ramp    ñOK,ò Randy said, ñnow you know the route back, ócos youôre gonna lead and Iôll be right 

behind keeping an eye on you.   I got your back, kid.ò 

 

ñI already know that, sir é. in more ways than one.ò 
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ñThink youôre so smart, donôt you?   Now shut up and ride, kiddo.ò    

 

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

 

The tribe was big on rituals to maintain cohesion, camaraderie and discipline.   They ranged 

from the nightly group dinner Bob insisted on to the more solemn punishment ritual where a 

man or boy was subjected to public retribution in front of them all.   There was a much lighter 

mood today, though, as they prepared for the ówelcome homeô ritual. 

 

The whole group had been by turns fearful and jubilant as news of the events down the coast 

trickled in.    They had pieced together a general account of what had happened (enhanced by 

the boysô incessant rumor mill) and Bob had arranged for everyone to be present for a late lunch 

to welcome Randy and Brandon home.  (Nobody ever said no to Bob.) 

 

Bob had other motives too, as he saw this gathering as a means of rehabilitation for Randy.  

Bob realized that he had judged Randy too harshly for his misguided intervention in Steveôs 

infatuation for Grady.   That much condemned action was now offset against the widely 

acclaimed rescue of Brandon.   Different as the incidents were, they were really only two sides 

of the same coin ï Randyôs all-consuming protective instinct.   As he had said to Bob, ñIt's what I 

do, man ... I take care of my boys - and my brothers.   You should know that by now."  

 

The festive air was matched by the noise level, so loud that they didnôt hear the two bikes pull 

up at the gate.   As Brandon had ridden proudly up the coast with Randy close behind, Randy 

had been moved, once again, by the boyôs confidence and courage.   When at last they pulled 

up at the gate Brandon wheeled himself back off his trike and Randy knelt down beside him. 

 

ñKiddo,ò he said, ñI know the trip began badly for you but I think it turned out just fine, donôt you?   

ñIôm glad we had to stay for the night ï wouldnôt have missed it for the world.  Making love to a 

gutsy young stud like you was real hot.   I gotta thank Pete for letting me do that and, when he 

gets back in town, maybe we can all three have dinner together and é who knows?ò 

 

ñIôd like that a lot, sir, if Pete agrees.  Thank you for saving me, sir.   I knew you would come, but 

Iôve never been so pleased to see anyone in my life.  Youôre even more of a hero to me than 

ever.   I know the guys will all give you a great big standing ovation.ò 

 

ñNah, not this time,ò Randy said.   ñI left work so suddenly yesterday that I got stuff to catch up 

on at the construction site, so Iôll see you later.ò     

 

He kissed Brandon hard on the cheek, then jumped in his truck and sped away.   Brandon didnôt 

buy the work excuse for a second.   He knew Randy was nervous about seeing Bob again, 

fearful of another rejection, so he took refuge in the territory where he felt safest.   He was a 

construction worker at heart, and at the building site he was master.   It was his safe place. 
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Guessing most of this Brandon sighed, thinking how dumb men in love could be sometimes.   

So he wheeled himself to the gate and prepared to face the music alone. 

 

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

 

And the music was loud, in the form of a huge cheer that went up the moment Brandon 

appeared.   He had not expected a gathering like this and he was immediately engulfed by the 

boys.   ñHey, hey,ò said Zack, elbowing them aside.   ñLet the poor guy get to the table, will ya?  

You must be starved, Brandon. 

 

ñA bit hungry yes, sir,ò he said, overwhelmed by the reception.   The twins took over, guiding 

him to his place at table where they quickly took care of his appetite.   All the boys were staring 

at him waiting for him, in Dariusôs words, to spill the beans.  Darius stood discreetly back 

training his camera on him.   Second to being there, filming a boy telling his story was essential.   

 

First Brandon explained that Randy had said he had work to catch up on so he had gone 

straight to the construction site.   Then he pulled Pablo aside and said softly to him.   ñPablo, I 

gotta tell you that me and Randy spent the night together and we, well, we, eré.ò 

 

Pablo grinned.   ñThanks for telling me, kid, but I already know.   Randy called me and told me 

everything.  Donôt worry, dude, I get plenty of the same treatment from him and thereôs enough 

of that big guy to go around.   It sounded hot though é wish Iôd been there.   Maybe one day 

soon we can é. you know é.ò   They exchanged conspiratorial grins. 

 

By this time the others were getting impatient so, through mouthfuls of food, Brandon told his 

story, featuring Randy as hero.  ñHe was totally awesome, dudes, youôve never seen anything 

like it.  He got there in the nick of time and man, you should have seen that fight, two against 

one.  He thrashed those bikers but good, totally demolished them.  He dragged them over the 

beach to the parking lot and practically threw them on their bikes.ò 

 

The boys eyes grew wider and wider and the men were engrossed by the story too ï especially 

one of them.    Bob was sitting a little off to the side and as Brandonôs description of Randyôs 

heroics grew ever more intense Bobôs eyes gleamed and he felt his cock get stiff in his shorts.   

He had expected this to be the big reunion where he embraced Randy him in front of them all, 

but he guessed that the big, tough gypsy had been scared to face him. 

 

The crowd was so engrossed in Brandonôs story, leaning forward at the table hanging on his 

every word, that no one noticed Bob quietly get up, walk out through the gate, and slide into his 

Mercedes that purred softly away. 

 

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

 

The trip to save Brandon had been a rejuvenation in a way for Randy, doing what was most 

satisfying for him, using his fists to defend and rescue one of his boys.   He had done this 
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countless times growing up in an itinerant gypsy family in Texas and taking care of his younger 

brothers.   Itôs what came to define him, in his mind and everyone elseôs, as the big boss man.    

 

In this case he had also had the decided bonus of Brandonôs grateful eyes staring up at him, 

wanting Randyôs strong arms to wrap round him and love him.    As much as the frightened boy 

had needed love and comfort, Randy too felt exactly the same needs and had been rewarded 

by the adoration of the remarkable young man.  

 

So as Randy now flexed his muscles, lifting lumber bodily from the back of an open flatbed 

delivery truck and piling it where it would be needed for the next dayôs construction, he was 

feeling pretty good about himself.   He had let the crew go home early and was enjoying his 

solitary supremacy on the site, the gypsy king, lord of his turf.  

 

When he finished unloading the lumber he shook out the tarpaulin and replaced it on the flatbed 

of the truck.   Taking deep breaths he raised his arms and stretched, his pumped muscles 

rippling in the sunlight.   The hard manual labor had charged his body with the satisfyingly 

macho feeling of raw strength that had always been the foundation of his alpha-male 

confidence, and it temporarily banished all other concerns from his mind.   

 

But even as he gloried in his physical strength, the fear he had managed to suppress, the one 

fear that haunted him, now seeped back into his consciousness.   And it was at that moment 

that he heard a sound ï slow hand-clapping at the open gate.   He looked up, saw Bob, and his 

heart missed a beat.   Standing in the shadows he looked spectacular, the look that always 

turned Randy on ï blue jeans and V-neck white T-shirt stretched over his muscular torso.    

 

Bob gazed at the construction boss, in his frayed old tank top, cargo pants and boots, muscles 

rippling from exertion, a determined look on his rugged gypsy face.   But even as Bob watched 

he saw the strength and confidence drain from the big man who seemed to crumple before his 

eyes.   Bob thought Randy had never looked so much like a nervous young boy as he did now, 

waiting anxiously to see if the grown-ups had forgiven him for his misbehavior. 

 

Randy was confused, not sure if the slow applause had been sarcastic, a prelude to more 

recriminations.   But he was good at bravado and said in an accusatory tone, ñWhat are you 

doing here,ò as if to a man encroaching on his territory. 

 

ñI came to see you,ò Bob said simply.   ñI expected you to come in with Brandon but, as the old 

saying goes, óIf the mountain wonôt come to Muhammed, thenôé.ò he smiled.  ñ...then Iôll have to 

go to the mountain.   So here I am.ò   He walked up to him.   ñAnd how is my grizzled mountain 

man doing?ò 

 

Bobôs playful tone gave Randy hope and he shrugged, ñOK, I guess.ò 

 

ñBrandonôs been regaling us with stories of your heroism.  Once again, it seems, youôve rescued 

one of your boys by trashing the enemy.   You protected Brandon in the same way you thought 
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you were protecting Steve.ò   Randy winced but Bob said, ñNo, no, donôt worry, Iôve done with 

that subject.   I realize now that what you did was with the best motives as you saw it.  You sure 

seemed to do a number on Brandon.   Heôs positively glowing.   You made love to him, I hope.ò 

 

Randy perked up.   ñThat boy is outstanding.   When he was in real serious danger from those 

thugs, his wheelchair stuck in the sand, he dragged himself across the beach on his elbows and 

thatôs where I found him.   And he wasnôt panicked, he told me exactly what was happening and 

even saved me by pulling one of the guys over when he came at me with a knife. 

 

Randyôs eyes misted up.   ñBut later in bed, when the kid finally relaxed, he let it all out and cried 

in my arms.    Iôll never forget what he said.ò   Randyôs blue eyes gleamed with tears as they 

pierced Bobôs, almost pleading with him.   ñI was so scared, sir.  I knew you were the only one 

who could save me.   Iôm sorry, sir, I tried not to cry but é Please, sir é make love to me é 

make me feel safe.   I love you, sir.ò 

 

Randyôs voice, Brandonôs words ï the same need felt by both.   Bob heard the plea addressed 

to him and smiled, ñYou and Brandon are so much alike.   So what did you do about it?ò 

 

ñI fucked him é. made love to him.   Most of the night actually.  It was what the boy needed to 

feel safe again.    We all need to feel safe donôt we, buddy?ò  

 

They stood gazing at each other in that way they had of seeing themselves in each otherôs 

eyes, sharing the same, private world.   Bob held out his arms and wrapped them round Randy 

who buried his face on Bobôs shoulder.   Bob felt tears against his neck as Randy murmured, 

ñMan, I canôt stand it when Iôve made you mad.   When weôre not together I feel so é soéò 

 

ñé so unsafe?   Well no problem there, buddy.   You just told me how to make a man feel safe.ò  

He pulled away and looked over at the empty truck.  ñYou know, I stood back there for a long 

time watching you unload the truck.   God you looked spectacular é so hot I almost creamed 

my pants.   And when you were finished I had a crazy idea you had emptied the truck for a 

reason.   Letôs see here.ò 

 

He looked around and found loading pads nearby that he threw on top of the tarpaulin in the 

truck, making it a soft flatbed.   Randy was rooted to the spot, gazing in awe at his gorgeous, 

dark-haired lover with the flawless physique and handsome, chiseled features.  He had even let 

stubble grow back on his square jaw.    

 

Bob walked up to him and smiled.    ñYou know, I can just see you pulling off Brandonôs boots 

and pants for him é a bit like this.ò   He dropped to his knees in the dirt, unlaced Randyôs work 

boots and pulled them off.   Then he reached up, unbuttoned the cargo pants and let them drop 

round his ankles.   The massive cock almost hit him in the face as it sprang up proudly erect like 

a flagpole.     
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ñOh, man, thereôs only one way to treat a thing like that.ò   Bob smiled up at him.  ñI know 

Brandon did it and I canôt hope to compete with an Eddie-trained expert like him, but here goes.   

Oh, and by the way, that thing Brandon said to you.   Same goes for me.   I love you, man.ò 

 

Bob plunged his face down onto the long thick shaft and instantly felt it shudder deep in his 

throat.   All Randyôs fear, his loss and longing, his erotic dreams last night é. all of the pent-up 

emotion now poured into the man on his knees before him.  He grabbed the tangled dark hair, 

pulled the face back off his cock and blasted more sperm into it, watching it run down the 

handsome face, down the cheeks, over the stubbled chin and drip down his neck to the V of his 

T-shirt. 

 

Then he reached down, pulled Bob up by the armpits and clamped their lips together, sucking in 

his own sperm from his loverôs mouth.    They kissed hungrily, passionately, making up for all 

their time apart.   Finally it was Bob who pulled back, wiped the back of his hand across his 

mouth, gulped down the last of Randyôs semen and grinned.   ñGood.   I like a man whoôs just 

shot a big load.   Makes it hurt more when he gets a cock shoved in his ass. 

 

Bob surprised him by doing what Randy did so often.  He grabbed him by the waist, lifted him 

bodily and laid him on the truckôs flat bed, his legs hanging over the tailgate.  He stared down at 

the big gypsy construction boss, naked except for the greasy tank top stretched over his chest.  

ñMagnificent,ò Bob breathed.  He pulled his T-shirt off over his head and Randy gasped, ñOh 

shit,ò staring up at Bob the way he liked him best ï shirtless in blue jeans, his flawless torso 

gleaming in the sun. 

 

Bob ripped open his jeans, pulled out his cock and spat on it.  ñSo, Brandon told you he was 

scared and you were the only one who could save him.   óMake love to me,ô he said, ómake me 

feel safeô.   Itôs you want too, big guy, I know that.   Man Iôve missed you.ò    He pressed forward 

on the tailgate, pushed Randyôs legs up high é. and drove his cock deep in his ass. 

 

ñAaaaghéò   It was a scream of ecstasy, not pain, but it startled Bob and made him pause.    

ñNo, no,ò Randy urged him, ñdonôt stop é I wanna feel it.  I wanna feel your cock in me.   Fuck 

me, man.   Fuck me é.ò 

 

So thatôs what Bob did, fucked the swarthy gypsy hard and long.   As he gazed down at him Bob 

saw a remarkable transformation come over him.   From the nervous boy he had first seen, then 

the anxious lover asking to feel safe, Randy, impaled on his loverôs cock, slowly morphed back 

into the rugged alpha male Bob knew and loved.  

 

ñThatôs it, Randy,ò Bob smiled.   ñCome back to me.  I wanna see that big lumber jack I watched 

manhandling the wood.   Youôre safe now, man.   We both are é back together.   Tell me you 

love me, buddy.ò 

 

ñAsshole é dumb question.ò     Bob grinned ï yeah, Randy was back.    
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As Bob ramrodded his ass, Randy reached up, grabbed his own ankles and pulled them back 

exposing his ass even more as an offering the muscle-god above him.  Bob leaned forward and 

braced his hands on the flatbed beside Randyôs head so their faces were inches apart.    

 

Fucking more gently now Bob smiled into his loverôs eyes é. And there they were, back where 

they belonged, sharing their own private world é. a world unknown before they met but whose 

magic had embraced them so long ago. 

 

Their love-making seemed eternal as Bob tenderly fucked Randyôs ass with his cock and his 

eyes with his eyes.  They both felt their balls bulging, their cocks pulsing as they held back their 

climax again and again.   When finally it became too intense Bob asked, ñCan you cum again?ò     

 

Randy grunted, ñAnother dumb question, but then his eyes sparkled playfully.   ñI will if you will.ò 

 

And so they did.    Bob bent down, their mouths met and churned against each other as Bobôs 

semen flowed inside his lover and Randy came for a second time, this time between their 

heaving chests.    Bob fell forward and as their bodies pressed together his cock finally slid out 

of Randyôs ass.   They rested cheek to cheek, chest to chest, feeling their hearts beat against 

each other in perfect rhythm.   

 

Words faded into insignificance ï words could do damage.  So no more hurt, no more 

recrimination.   What they felt was transcendent, way beyond words, beyond understanding.   

They were simply in love.  

 

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

 

By now the crowd round the table was getting impatient.  Brandonôs engrossing recitation had 

run its course, Darius had switched off his camera and now they waited.   Bob had walked out 

on the celebration and they all knew why.  So now they kept quiet, straining their ears for the 

soft hum of his Mercedes.  

 

And at last it came.   They held their breaths, the gate opened and in they came.   One sight of 

them answered all their questions.  Bob was shirtless with unmistakable streaks of dry cum over 

his face and chest.   Randy too had cum stains over his grubby tank, his pants were buttoned 

only halfway up exposing tufts of pubic hair, and he was barefoot.   His boots, laced together, 

were slung over his shoulder.  

 

They walked to the middle of the garden, stopped and faced each other, then fell into each 

otherôs arms and into a long passionate kiss.   These were the masters ï one even-tempered, 

the other quick with his fists who had used them to rescue the handicapped boy who was so 

dear to them all.   Brandon had predicted a standing ovation ï and thatôs what they got. 
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As men and boys got to their feet and cheered it was obvious to all that this latest upheaval in 

the tribe had been put to rest.  As always, they took their cue from Randy and Bob, from their 

renewed passion and loving embrace ï not to mention the semen drying on their faces 

 

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

 

In bed that night Bob said to Randy, ñHard to believe this whole thing started only yesterday 

morning up at Steveôs house.   So much has happened since then it seems like a week ago.   

But Steve and Lloyd seemed to have healed their differences pretty quickly yesterday evening 

before they left here.  Lots of love and laughter, according to the twins, not to mention great sex.   

Steve still had cum over his face.   Thatôs two really cool guys who believe the old saying, óDonôt 

sweat the small stuff ï and itôs all small stuffô.ò 

 

Randy really didnôt want to revisit a subject he was not proud of ï barging into Steveôs place as 

he had yesterday where he had fucked and humiliated Grady as punishment for, as he thought, 

seducing Steve.   Bob had said they should put that to rest, but after his big fight with Steve 

Randy felt bad for him and asked Bob, ñHave you spoken to my brother since then?ò 

 

ñNo.   I do know that when Steve came down here he left Grady in the tender care of Hassan 

and his boy Eddie and together they somehow restored his self-respect.   Eddie couldnôt stop 

talking about how Hassan had ósoldô him to Grady ï ass, mouth and all.   But I have no idea 

what happened when Steve and Lloyd got home yesterday, or even if Grady was still there.ò 

 

ñI should go up there in the morning and make peace with my brother,ò Randy said. 

 

ñNo, please, Randy, ñnot yet.  Let them sort it all out first.  That brother of yours is a smart guy.  

Heôs a shrink after all.   His methods are unusual, to say the least, but Iôm sure heôll come up 

with a solution.  Best to leave it alone for now.ò 

 

ñHm, does that apply to you too?ò Randy grinned.   ñShould I leave you alone?ò 

 

óHell no.  One reason I fucked you is that I know you always retaliate.ò   Bob reached down, felt 

Randyôs rock-hard cock and smiled.   ñAnd I can tell tonightôs gonna be no different, big guy. 

 

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

 

Bob was right about most of it, as always.   When Steve and Lloyd had left late yesterday 

afternoon, they drove back home up to Mulholland in silence, partly because peace had been 

restored between them but mostly because neither knew what to say about Grady.   But as it 

turned out, Grady said it for them. 

 

Hassan and Eddie were still on the deck in the gathering dark when Steve and Lloyd arrived.   

Hassan jumped to his feet and smiled with relief, seeing the two men together and, more to the 

point, cum stains all over Steveôs T-shirt and face. 
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ñHey, guys.   Welcome home.   You donôt look any the worse for wear, doc.ò   He laughed.  

ñAmazing what a face-full of jizz can do for a man.ò     

 

He saw Steve glancing toward the house and said, ñHeôs gone, Steve.   Grady went home a 

while ago.    But I can tell you that he too was none the worse for wear é quite the opposite, in 

fact.   Knowing that he needed an ego boost I rented my boyôs ass out to him and that sure 

restored his spirits.   Plus I made a hundred bucks on the deal so it was a win-win all round.ò 

 

ñIôll say,ò Eddie chimed in.  ñThe dude was amazing as well as totally gorgeous.  When he 

shoved his dick in my é.ò   A piercing look from Hassan silenced him and he pursed his lips 

tight, eyes open wide but still with the light of mischief dancing in them.  

 

Hassan picked up a folded piece of paper from a table.   ñHere, Steve, Grady left this note for 

you.ò   Nervously Steve took it, unfolded it and scanned it.   ñHere,ò he said, ñyou should all hear 

this.   He read it out loud in a quavering voice. 

 

ñôHey, Steve, I thought it best to hit the road as I have a strong feeling I caused a whole bunch 

of problems for you and Lloyd ï not to mention that brother of yours.   Itôs not the first time Iôve 

found myself in that position with guys é thatôs why I spend a lot of my time alone in my little 

house on Laurel Canyon.   From what Hassan says, itôs the same reason he is kinda reclusive 

up here.   Man, that soldier is so fucking gorgeous people fall at his feet all the time, so he hides 

up here with his boy (who is also pretty amazing, by the way ï a prefect boy for Hassan)ô.ò 

 

Eddie preened with a big smile on his face as the letter continued. 

 

ñôI just want to say that I had a great time with you, Steve.  It wasnôt only the amazing sex ï the 

best Iôve ever had ï but I felt a real connection with you, different from anything Iôve felt before.  

But I realize thatôs water under the bridge and you wonôt want to see me again ï and I donôt 

blame you, doc.   If had a lover like Lloyd Iôd hold onto him like crazy and never let some 

asshole pretty-boy come between us. 

 

ñôI feel real bad about Lloyd.  I always looked forward to working out with him but I betrayed his 

friendship.   I donôt think I could look him in the face again so maybe Iôll switch gyms.  I know we 

were only gym buddies but, believe it or not, his was one of the very few friendships I had.    

 

ñôOf course I still have that addiction to handsome men to deal with and I would have loved to 

keep you as my shrink, but I know thatôs not on.   Youôll dump me as a patient and refer me to 

another doc ï someone safer.   I just wanna say that I would have liked getting to know you and 

Lloyd better as you are an amazing couple.   Hell, even watching you two fuck would have been 

a major turn-on.   Damn, there I go again.  Sorry about that, doc.   Shut your mouth, Grady, it 

always gets you in trouble. 
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ñôI wish you and Lloyd all the best in the world, Steve ï I envy you your happiness.   Say hi and 

thanks from me to Hassan and Eddie ï another great couple.   I leave you with a big hug é..  

Your buddy, Grady.    P.S.  Perhaps you could text me info on that therapist referral thing.ò 

 

Steve folded the letter and wiped the back of his hand across his eyes.   There was a long 

silence where Lloyd gripped Steveôs hand and Hassan wrapped his arm tight round Eddieôs 

shoulder.    Hassan said, ñCome on kiddo, letôs leave these guys alone and go down to my 

house.   You wanna spend the night with me, donôt you?ò 

 

ñDumb question, sir.   Oops,ò and he pursed his lips shut again.  Not for the first time Eddie 

lightened the mood and made them all laugh, and Steve and Lloyd watched the Marine and his 

boy walk down the gravel path to the guest house. 

 

Another long silence as Steve and Lloyd stood shoulder to shoulder watching the last streaks of 

blue sky fade away and the hills turn from green to deep purple.   They were thinking the same 

thoughts, and they both knew it.  

 

ñYou know what we have to do, donôt you buddy?ò Steve said. 

 

ñOf course I do,ò Lloyd replied.   ñI just donôt know how.ò 

 

They lapsed into silence again and eventually Steve sighed, ñNothing we can do tonight, 

though, buddy.  Itôs a delicate situation so letôs sleep on it.  Besides, my bodyôs still aching after 

the fight with Randy, followed by that workout you put me through,ò he grinned.   ñI donôt feel 

hungry after all that food the twins plied us with so what do you say to an early night?ò 

 

ñNothing Iôd like better,ò Lloyd said, and in half an hour they were freshly showered and in bed.   

But they found they couldnôt sleep on it, as Steve had suggested, and instead they talked 

through the problem.   They didnôt want Grady to disappear from their lives but, after everything 

that had happened they wouldnôt blame him if he never wanted to see them again.    

 

ñI canôt approach him,ò Steve said.  ñItôs too soon and he would think it was just some kind of 

clumsy apology.ò   Lloyd agreed.   ñAnd thereôs no point my going to him as he thinks Iôm the 

one heôs injured so badly.   Pity we canôt think of an intermediary to put out feelers, see how 

heôs feeling.     Bob maybe?  Nah, they havenôt even met.   And knowing Hassan Iôm sure heôd 

rather stay out of it.ò   He grinned.   ñRandy maybe?ò 

 

ñYeah, right,ò Steve chuckled, ñstart another fire why donôt you?ò   But his mind was already 

ticking over, a therapist in search of a solution.   ñI think Iôve got it.  There is someone who could 

help.    Someone discreet who Grady wouldnôt be surprised to get a call from.  Yeah é. perfect.ò 

 

********************************** 
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First thing next morning, a Monday, Steve called his Beverly Hills office and spoke to his 

receptionist.   ñHi, Ruth.  Iôll be in shortly but could you do me a favor in the meantime?   That 

last patient I saw here in my home office last Fridayé. Yeah, Grady, thatôs the one.   Well we 

made some progress and I think another session would be useful, but he left without making a 

follow-up appointment.   This week Iôll be seeing patients at home tomorrow and Friday as 

usual.   Do I have anything open on either of those days?ò 

 

ñLet me check é. Yes Steve ï the scheduleôs pretty full but the last appointment at 3:30 is open 

both days.ò 

 

ñGood, offer him a choice of either day.   Say I asked you to call.   He may not want to continue 

treatment ï always the patientôs choice as you know ï but if he does, see which day he prefers 

and let me know, OK?   Thanks, Ruth.   See you shortly.ò 

 

Lloyd was with Steve at breakfast when he made the call, and gave a puzzled grin as Steve put 

the phone down.  ñYou see, Lloyd, one of the first rules for a therapist is stay detached ï never 

get emotionally involved with a patient.ò 

 

ñHuh,ò Lloyd chuckled, ñbit late for that now isnôt it?ò 

 

ñI know, I know, but hereôs the deal.   Grady genuinely wants treatment for his sexual 

compulsion, or rather his addiction to gorgeous men ï which is precisely what Iôve treated you 

for in the past, following hot guys round the supermarket the way you do.   In fact he assumed 

that I would be dumping him as a patient and he asked for a referral to a new one.   So by 

offering him another session Iôll be lobbing the ball gently in his court.   His choice, take it or not. 

 

ñPersonally, judging by the tone of his note, I think he wonôt take it ï he wonôt want to get burned 

again like last time ï in which case Iôll refer him to a new doctor.   But at least heôll be getting the 

call from Ruth so weôre keeping it on a professional level ï a genuine offer of more therapy, 

which he himself says he needs.   And if he declines, as he probably will, no harm done.ò 

 

Just then the phone rang.   ñYes Ruth.ò  He put her on speakerphone.    

 

ñThat Grady sure is a nice young man, doctor.  So polite.  He said he would like to come 

tomorrow at 3:30.   In fact he said he wants to get back into therapy right away ï even asked if I 

had anything sooner but I said todayôs schedule was full.   Anyway, Beverly Hills is a bit of a trek 

for him so your home works fine.    He sounded very eager and thanked me profusely ï almost 

as if I invented therapy,ò she chuckled, ñso I hope it goes well.ò 

 

Steve thanked her and switched off the phone.   ñRuthôs a doll.  Sheôs been with me for years 

and sometimes I wonder just how much she understands é. probably just about everything.   

But sheôs the soul of discretion, and she likes you a whole lot by the way.ò 

 

ñSo what about Grady?ò Lloyd asked impatiently.  ñRuth said he sounded eager.ò 
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ñAll I know is he wants more therapy,ò Steve said, ñso Iôll keep it cool and clinical.ò  Then he 

grinned at Lloyd.   ñExcept thereôs a bit more to it than that.   Do you think you can get off work 

early tomorrow, because é. well, Iôd like you to be here?ò 

 

ñMe??   Hell Steve, Bob once told me I was playing with fire and I think heôd tell you the same 

thing now.ò 

 

ñMaybe so, but trust me on this buddy.   Now hereôs what Iôm thinkingé.ò 

 

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

 

From then on there was an air of heightened anticipation around the house until 3:30 the next 

day finally came.   Lloyd was home, working at the drafting table in his office, and Steve was 

finishing up his notes on his previous patient when the bell at the gate sounded.  Steve buzzed 

it open and went out to meet Grady, trying to stop his heart pounding.  (ñHeôs a patient, heôs a 

patient.ò) 

 

It was a replay of the first time.   As usual on work-at-home days Steve was casually dressed in 

jeans and a T-shirt though, consciously or not, he was wearing the same gray V-neck T-shirt he 

had worn the last time and that Grady had found sexy.   Grady too was wearing pretty much the 

same as last time ï baggy cargo shorts and a loose T-shirt that flattered his spectacular body 

even more than tight gym clothes would have. 

 

As before, he came toward Steve smiling, though this time there was more than a hint of 

nervousness in his smile.   They held everything in check by keeping it coolly professional. 

 

ñGood to see you again, doc,ò Grady said.   ñSame here,ò said Steve shaking his hand.   They 

pulled their hands back quickly like they had given each other an electric shock.  That unnerved 

them so Steve led Grady straight into the office and offered him a seat on the couch.   Steve sat 

behind the desk, looked at the notes on his clipboard and picked up where the last session had 

ended ï that is, before it went off the professional rails, about which nothing was said, as if it 

hadnôt happened.   

 

ñLast time, Grady, I said we shouldnôt just treat the symptoms of your condition, we had to 

examine the roots of it, what it is in you that triggers this compulsion you have.   And here Iôm 

going to suggest something rather unorthodox.   You see, my lover Lloyd has exactly the same 

addiction to beautiful men that you have.   You both told me youôre supposed to be just workout 

partners at the gym but you find it hard to get beyond the sexual attraction for each other. 

 

ñNow here comes the part you might find weird, and you certainly donôt have to agree to it.   

Eré Lloyd is in the house, in his office, and, with your approval, Iôm proposing that I talk to you 

both together.   That way we can examine the issue from both your points of view which would 
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help us get to the truth faster.   But itôs up to you, Grady.   This is your session and itôs private.  

Itôs your call.ò 

 

Grady seemed taken aback and blinked in confusion.   ñWow, didnôt see that one coming.   But, 

I mean, like é doesnôt Lloyd still hate me for what I did last time?ò 

 

ñLloyd never hated you, Grady, and anyway thatôs all water under the bridge.ò   He detected a 

flash of disappointment cross Gradyôs eyes and Steve hastened to correct himself.  ñOh, I didnôt 

mean that I ... that we é canôt é.ò  Steve blushed in confusion and Grady smiled and relaxed.  

They understood each other perfectly. 

 

ñSure, doc, why not?ò   Could be interesting.   I was kinda hoping to bump into Lloyd again 

anyway so éò with a smile and a shrug, ñé why not?ò 

 

Steve went to the door and called Lloydôs name.   In a few minutes Lloyd came in, even more 

casually dressed in gray sweat pants and a sleeveless T-shirt.   Grady jumped to his feet and 

Lloyd walked up to him.  They looked nervously at each other, then shook hands uncertainly 

before pulling each other into a tight hug.ò 

 

ñGreat to see you again, dude.ò   ñSame here, buddy.ò 

 

ñGreat,ò Steve beamed at them and picked up his clipboard notes.  ñJust take a seat together on 

the couch there, gentlemen, and weôll begin.ò 

 

#            #            # 
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