& TRIAL OF STRENGTH
BOOK 34

Chapter 331 —-“ Adventures Of A Gypsy Boy

Grady, the new movie Tarzan, treats young Ben to a fantasy. He stares down at the homoerotic
spectacle 7 the handsome, muscular Tarzan staked naked to the ground, struggling to get free.
il 6m gonna f-mmao.Kheygypay boy is gonnareamy o ur  bhatels Raady rescues
kid-brother Ben from danger and comforts him in bed. Ben hugs his big brother and says,

fi P 1 e sirsneake me feel safe again. 0

Four eager faces gazed expectantly at Danny. Grady, Mario, Brandon and Brian were in high
good humor and Grady laughed, “To quote the always eloquent Darius, ‘Spill the beans, dude,
exaggerations accepted’.”

“There’s no way | could exaggerate what happened at Steve’s house,” Danny grinned. “It's
already off the charts. OK then, here goes...” He took a deep breath — and his cell phone rang.

“‘Don’t answer it!” they all shouted but Danny looked at the caller ID and said, “It's Ben ... Hey
dude, whassup? Oh really? Bummer dude. Hold on.” He lowered the phone and said to the
group. “It's Ben. Jason’s had to go up north for a couple of days to work a forest fire up there

and Ben’s feeling down in the dumps.”

Grady stretched out his hand — “Here, give it to me.” He took the phone and spoke into it
cheerfully. “Hey there, kid ... so that gorgeous fireman of yours has gone out of town and
you're on your lonesome. Well not any more, Benny Boy. You get your ass in gear and come
up here pronto. Danny’s about to tell us the lurid tale of the way he serially fucked his way
through every ass at Doc Steve’s house. You don’t wanna miss that, kiddo — ‘One for the
archives’ as Darius would say.

“Your buddies Brandon and Brian are here with us, so get a move on and we’ll hold the story ‘il
you get here. We’re having a picnic so come just as you are, no need to dress up ... in fact, no
need to dress at all,” Grady chuckled. “A hot, naked young gypsy boy such as yourself would fit
in real well, just what we need. You still have the code to the gate? Good — see you soon, kid.”

Grady tossed the phone back to Danny, and Mario smiled at his lover. As happened so often
before, Mario had just been given yet another reminder of why he loved Grady so much.
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Grady was always so affectionate to the boys. After all the admiration he got from the crew on
the movie set, and the hero-worship he got from the public, he loved shrugging it all off and
getting down with Mario and the boys in the privacy of his house. It was a perfect way to de-
stress. He liked to think of himself as just one of the guys, and Mario worked hard to make that
possible, even though it was quite a stretch given Grady’s increasing fame.

Meanwhile, Ben’s heart was beating fast as he shut off the phone. He had been hoping to just
to hang out with his buddy Danny, possibly at Steve’s house, thinking that Danny was still there.
But suddenly, there he had been on the phone talking to Grady, the gorgeous hunk he often
jerked off to, drooling over the publicity pictures of him as Tarzan in just his loincloth.

Ben had been to the Grady House quite often, of course, to kick back with Danny and the boys
or help serve at some big social event there, and he often met Grady and Mario there. But
hearing Grady himself on the phone urging him to come up and join the picnic party was still a
thrill and made his dick hard. It sure banished the blues he had been feeling, left all alone after
his master Jason had been called away on duty.

So ... what to wear? Had Grady been joking when he told him to come naked? Grady was
always kidding around. Ben happened to be wearing nothing right now, having just got out of
the shower, but he couldn’t really drive up there that way, could he? His big brother Randy had
always taught him to not give a fuck what other people thought, but still ...

Grady had told him to hurry, so Ben settled for pulling on his old gym shorts and flip-flops, no
shirt, and jumped into the small truck Randy had given him. He was soon at the rather
intimidating gates of the Grady house and frowned trying to remember the security code. It
worked, the gates swung slowly open, he drove in and they closed silently behind him.

He was feeling a bit nervous of joining the group. The boys were his buddies, of course, but he
was the youngest of them, just eighteen, and he still carried with him the insecurity of being an
uncultured gypsy boy, even though Randy had told him that was absolutely the best thing to be.
But his nerves disappeared when he heard the shouts of welcome from the group and he saw
Mario walking toward him, arms outstretched in welcome.

“Ben, mio bel ragazzo,” smiled the handsome ltalian, barefoot and shirtless in his usual long
linen lounging pants slung low round his slim waist. He pulled Ben into a warm hug and said
softly in his ear, “Glad to see you didn’t take Grady at his word and drive here naked, Ben.
Bummer if you got pulled over by a cop. You know Grady and his sense of humor.”

Ben was also glad that his shorts covered the huge boner he had, pressed against the bare
chest of this gorgeous, dark-haired man who always bore the slight musky scent of his Acqua Di
Parma cologne that Ben found so sexy. But the tent-pole was not lost on Mario, nor on Grady
as they approached with Mario’s arm slung over Ben'’s shoulder.
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“Hey, Benny Boy. Shit, you’re looking hotter ‘n a pistol, kid. That big brother of yours must be
giving you some tough gym workouts, like he does me every morning. Course, at the end of
our sessions Randy usually fucks me as a reward if I've been a good boy and worked hard.” He
looked down at Ben'’s tent-pole and chuckled. “I see my amico there is having the same effect
on you as he does on me. You think you could manage one of those for me later, kiddo?”

Grady’s bawdy, irreverent sense of fun was so infectious that Ben’s gypsy courage kicked in
and he grinned mischievously, “Any time you like, sir. Just say the word.”

“‘Outstanding! OK, clear the decks, guys ... me and Ben have a date here.”
“But sir,” Brian wailed, “we haven’t heard Danny’s story yet.”

“‘Damn, you’re right, young Brian. What was | thinking? Hell, you boys are all so damn sexy
you got me bouncing from one fantasy to the next. You hungry, Ben?” Smiling at Ben’s
confusion Grady clarified, “Hungry for food, | mean.”

“Yes, sir, | didn’t eat after Jason left.”

“Well, hey, dig in, kiddo. There’s enough food here to feed a regiment. Oh no, don’t get me
started on that military thing, or I'll be jacking off thinking about that hunky Marine Hassan, and |
wanna save my sperm for Danny’s story.”

At this point, cool, calm Mario intervened. He was very familiar with Grady’s hyper running off
at the mouth from one sexual image to another. It was the way he decompressed after all the
constraints of the movie set — obeying director’s orders, remembering lines, hitting his mark, and
doing it again in take after take. Now he was with his favorite buddies he could just let loose.

So Mario stepped in and said evenly, “Ben, mi amico, sit down with us and help yourself to
whatever you want. There’s a ton of food, as Grady said.” He raised his eyebrows at Grady.
“Course, that’s not all Grady said. And there’s plenty of wine too ... which some of us are a
little the worse for, it seems.”

“Oops,” Grady grinned, “sorry, boss. Talking too much? Over the line?” He copied Eddie’s
trick of running his fingertips along pursed lips and twisting them at the end like a lock. But,
irrepressible as ever, he immediately broke his vow of silence by saying, “OK, Danny Boy, you
got the floor. Let’s hear how you fucked your way through the doc’s house.”

Mario sighed and said softly to Brandon, “Hopeless ... what can you do with a man like this?”

“Hey, | heard that” Grady said. “You could always shove your dick in his mouth, maybe?
That’ll keep him quiet.”
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By this time the whole group was in fits of laughter and Grady and Mario shared a quick smile
that contained all the depth of the love they felt for each other.
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Danny cleared his throat and prepared to launch into the long delayed account of his
adventures. “First of all, sir, | do have to correct you on one thing. | did not, as you said,

‘serially fuck my way through every ass at Doc Steve’s house’.
“Hey,” Grady protested, “exaggerations accepted, remember? In fact, they’re encouraged.”

“Amore ... stupido,” Mario scolded, faking sternness, “let the boy speak. Danny, tell us only the
truth — just as it happened.” (Again a knowing grin flashed between Mario and Grady.)

So, at last, Danny launched into the story of his erotic adventures at Steve’s house last night
and this morning, starting with him hesitantly getting into bed with Tommy and both of them
keeping as far away from each other as possible, until their boners intervened and they ended
up sucking and fucking, with Danny on top ploughing Tommy’s gorgeous ice-skater ass.

As they listened in awe the group was already turned on and Grady was soon stroking the bulge
in his speedos. The movie Tarzan, who was himself a visual masturbatory image for guys all
over the world, loved getting turned on by aural accounts of sexual goings-on such as Danny’s.
And there was something about two tentative boys groping nervously toward sex that somehow
made it even more erotic for Grady. That was an image that really roused him.

“Guys,” Danny said, “the next scene, featuring Randy and Tommy, took place in Steve’s gym
and | didn’t actually see it. But Tommy told me every detail of it afterwards ... 'cos by that time
we were best buddies,” he grinned.

The group was enthralled listening to the way Randy had watched the young gymnast go
through his athletic routine and had then dominated the handsome jock who crawled over the
floor begging to get fucked. Randy had ended up jackhammering his ass in a mind blowing
sequence of savage fucks that left Tommy drained of jizz and sobbing in Randy’s arms.

Several of the boys were stroking their cocks by this time but, as riveting as the fantasy had
been of the handsome jock impaled on the boss’s shaft, it was the next and final scene that
really caught the imagination of the listeners — especially Grady.

Danny described sitting on the bed with Bob going through financial papers, “But then, when
we’d finished — get this, guys — Bob said that maybe Superman sometimes got tired of fucking
and wanted something ... different? Dudes, he meant that he wanted me to fuck him! Shit,
did I want to fuck Superman? Duh, of course | did, but | was real nervous about doing it. And
when | did finally get up the courage, guess what ... | lost my hard-on.”

4908



“No way,” Brandon said wide-eyed. “What did you do?”

Danny explained how Bob had seduced him all over again and “I kinda got real butch —
something | never knew | had — and ended up pile-driving that muscle-god’s ass until he shot a
load all over his gorgeous body while | unloaded my jizz inside him. And that, dudes, is how
yours truly, a humble young houseboy, got to plough Superman’s ass!”

There was a stunned silence, ending in a burst of applause and wolf-whistles. The boys
crowded enthusiastically round Danny, but when Mario looked over at Grady he found him
strangely pensive, still stroking his bulge with a faraway gleam in his eyes.

Mario knew his lover so well that he now put two and two together and had a fair idea what was
in Grady’s mind. First: two boys too nervous to even touch but ending up fucking. Second:
young Danny so nervous about fucking Bob that his dick went limp, but ending up ramrodding
the master. Both these images played into Grady’s fantasy of a hot alpha male getting
ploughed by a timid young guy.”

Of course Grady loved to get butt-fucked (a concept that would have come as a shock to his
legion of fans who fantasized about being sexually dominated by this handsome Tarzan). He
got ploughed daily by Mario, and often enjoyed getting fucked by Danny and the other boys who
worked here, but they were already his friends and were not intimidated by the fun-loving actor.

Mario was always on the lookout for ways to give pleasure to his lover and now had an idea.
He stood up and said, “Mi amici, it looks to me like we’ve eaten our fill. So why don’t | help you
boys clear it all away and take the remains to the kitchen?” He grinned over at Grady. “Danny,
I’'m afraid that when Grady had a cooking lesson he got more food on the floor than in the
dishes so the kitchen’s pretty much a mess.”

“No problem, sir,” Danny laughed. “Hey, Brandon, Brian, you wanna give a hand here?” They
knew the drill. The two boys pulled themselves into their wheelchairs and lowered the tray
tables across their laps. Danny and Mario piled the remnants of the meal onto them and they
all set off for the kitchen.

“Hey,” Grady shouted after them. “What about me? | have abandonment issues, you know?”
“He does too,” Mario chuckled. “Like a bambino, scared of being left alone. So Ben, you stay

here and keep the big guy company, OK?” Mario flashed a conspiratorial smile at Grady and
quickly disappeared into the house with the other three boys.
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Finding himself suddenly alone with Grady Ben fidgeted and blushed nervously. When he had
first arrived today he had joined in the fun when Grady joked, ‘me and Ben have a date here’.
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So is that what this was? Nabh, like Mario said, Grady just wanted company. But still Ben
blushed, tongue-tied.

The image of the nervous young gypsy boy turned Grady on. He had never had much personal
contact with Ben, though the boy had often been around in the background and Grady was
intrigued by Randy’s good-looking kid brother. At eighteen Ben was slowly maturing and
showed flashes of the guts and determination of his macho brother, but Grady knew of his
history that still, even now, left traces of insecurity in him.

Grady knew that Ben, like all Randy’s younger brothers, had been raised in hard-scrabble West
Texas, scratching out a nomadic Romany existence and protected by their fierce, fist-swinging
brother. And Grady had heard the graphic story of how, after having lost touch with Randy, but
determined to locate him in California, Ben had walked and hitched his way from Texas to Los
Angeles, a grueling weeks-long journey that took all the guts that Randy had instilled in him.

So here he was, the boss’s kid brother once more under Randy’s protection, with a good job as
assistant mechanic at the construction company, and the boy of the handsome firefighter Jason,
with the junior boys as his good buddies.

But in spite of all that Ben still found it hard to shake off the inferiority image of what he had
always been — just a rough and ready, dark-complexioned boy of gypsy stock who still felt out of
his depth a lot of the time. And never more so than now, alone with this stunningly handsome
soon-to-be movie star — Tarzan in the flesh.

Their positions could not have been more different — Grady at the star-studded top of the heap,
and Ben, the tribe’s shy, junior boy. And it was exactly that difference that appealed to Grady
as he tried to put Ben at his ease.

“Hey, kiddo, please don’t be nervous of me. Around here I'm just one of the guys, you know.”
They both knew that could hardly be true of the glamorous and already-famous actor, but the

mere fact of Grady saying it with his dazzling smile went some way to helping Ben relax.

“So, tell me, Ben, how are things with you and that gorgeous fireman of yours? You know
whenever | look at that stud | envy you.” (He envies me? Ben thought with a private smile.)

“Going great, sir. Jason is always telling me how much he loves me and we make love a lot.”

“l bet you do,” Grady grinned, his cock swelling as he imagined the stunning blond jock fireman
fucking this cute, black haired young gypsy.

“But, sir, | get nervous when Jason gets called away to a forest fire like this.”

“Ah, guy like that, he’ll be just fine. And just think, when your fireman gets home in a few days
he’ll be hot, tired, and horny, so you better be there to make him feel better.”
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“Oh, I will be, sir. And | know how to make him feel good.”

Grady’s cock jolted again as the flash of determination on Ben’s gypsy face, with its strong jaw
and high cheekbones, made him look just like a junior version of Randy. “Wow, sometimes you
look exactly like your big brother, kiddo. You know that most mornings he puts me through a
muscle crunching gym workout, don’t you?”

“Oh yes, sir, everyone knows about that — no secrets in that house. They also know that when
the workout’s over Randy fucks ... ooh,” he winced ... “sorry, sir.”

Grady roared with laughter. “He fucks my ass? Of course he does, you can say it, boy. That’s
one reason | work out so hard — to get the reward. I'm gonna make sure he gets a credit on the
movie as my physical trainer. I'd like to make it ‘trainer and butt-fucker’, but they’'d never allow
that.”

The thought of that in the screen credits make Ben laugh out loud ... and the ice was broken.
Grady felt a wave of affection for the boy and decided to dip his toe into uncharted waters.

“‘Does, er ... does Jason object if you have sex with other guys.”

“Oh no, sir, he encourages it. He’s like Randy, they both want me to have fun with other guys —
but only inside the tribe, of course — guys Randy trusts. They don't like the thought of me being
on my own ... Jason and Randy are both real protective. Er, why do you ask, sir?” Now it was

Grady’s turn to blush and Ben’s eyes opened wide. “Do you, er ... do you want to fuck me, sir?”

“No, no,” Grady said, a bit too hastily.
“Sorry, sir, of course not. Don’t know why | said that. Stupid of me.”

“No, that came out wrong. Of course, Ben, you're so cute I'd love to fuck you. But, well ... you
remember the story Danny told of him and Bob, and when he asked Bob that same question?”

“Yes, sir, and Bob said he wanted it the other way round and ... and Danny lost his hard-on.”
His eyes opened wide again. “You don’t mean ...”

“Ben, I'll level with you,” Grady smiled. “Here’s the deal. When Danny told those stories of him
and Tommy nervous about touching, then him nervous about fucking Bob, it kinda turned me
on. Then | looked at you and you look so much like Randy, who fucks me all the time, and |
thought how great it would be if his kid brother ... I'm sorry, Ben, always thinking of myself and
my own pleasure. | try not to get selfish with all this stardom bullshit but — forget | spoke, kiddo.”
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“Sir, you're not selfish at all. Fuck Tarzan! A gazillion guys all over the world would give
anything to do that.” He frowned dejectedly. “But, sir, I'd be like Danny. I'd be so intimidated |
wouldn’t be able to getitup.”

“Oh is that all?” Grady chuckled. “Well, Danny said the solution to that was that Bob seduced
him. Guess I'll have to do the same thing. Stay right here, kiddo. Don’t move.” Grady jumped
to his feet, still in just his speedos, and raced into the house. Ben was left alone, confused,
nervous ... and excited. His gypsy-boy inferiority complex gripped him and his impulse was to
run and join his friends in the kitchen. But Grady had said to stay right here. So he did.

In any case Mario and the three boys were no longer in the kitchen. Mario had told them of his
plan. He had seen Grady’s reaction to Ben after hearing Danny’s stories and thought it might
be fun to leave him and Ben together and see what happened. So there they were, all four of
them watching eagerly from an upstairs window, making bets on how it would all turn out.
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Ben didn’t have long to wait. Suddenly Grady emerged from the house ... wearing his Tarzan
loincloth. He cupped his hands to his mouth, gave a deafening Tarzan yell, and ran toward the
startled Ben. Ben’s jaw dropped at the macho image ... and he had an instant erection in his
shorts. It wasn’t only the erotic sight of Tarzan in his loincloth. Ben also caught Grady’s
lighthearted sense of fun that took away the edge of anxiety Ben had been feeling.

Grady towered over him, raised his arms to the sides and smiled, “So whad’ya think, Ben?
Does this turn you on? Stand up, kiddo, let’s check it out. Grady pulled Ben on his feet then
yanked open his shorts and let them drop round his ankles. Underneath he was wearing pale
gray boxer briefs that sported an unmistakable bulge.

“Almost there, kiddo,” Grady grinned, running his hand over the bulge. “Maybe this’ll do the
trick.” He pulled Ben into his arms and pressed their mouths together in a churning kiss. As
Tarzan’s naked chest pressed against his, and the bulge in his loincloth rubbed against his
briefs, Ben’s knees went weak ... and his cock got rock hard.

When Grady pulled off Ben’'s mouth he found himself staring into the same pale blue eyes as
Randy’s, set in a younger version of the swarthy gypsy features framed by long black hair. And
suddenly this was no longer just a game to Grady. His body tingled with desire for this
handsome young buck.

Just as Grady loved being ploughed by the older brother most mornings in the gym, he was now
seized with an overwhelming desire to feel the kid-brother do the same. Randy, of course was
totally dominant, always sure of his own sexual magnetism, but Ben was tentative, in awe of the
glamorous movie star, and it was his shyness that turned Grady on so much.
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“You are such a beautiful boy,” Grady said softly, then sank slowly to his knees, running his
hands down his lithe young body until he was kneeling before him. He saw the outline of Ben'’s
cock in is briefs and realized that that was another attribute Ben shared with his brother — a
long, thick dick.

He leaned forward and clamped his mouth over the bulge, sucking it through the thin cotton of
the shorts. Then he grabbed the waistband and pulled the briefs down, jerking his head back
as the big stiff rod sprang out and hit him in the face. He opened his mouth, lowered it over the
head of the cock and let it slide down his throat. Gripping Ben’s hips he pumped them back and
forth, forcing the long cock deeper and deeper in his mouth.

He soon felt the cock shudder and tasted the musky taste of pre-cum, so he pulled back and let
the rod slide out of his mouth. “I don’t want you to cum like that, Ben. You know what | want.”
He fell on his back on the grass and stared up at the still-hesitant boy. He didn’t want Ben to
cum but he also didn’t want him to lose his hard-on, so he defused the tension with humor.

“See this loincloth?” he smiled. “It's a gag gift from the girls in the wardrobe department. See —
nothing to it.” He raised his butt off the floor and Ben saw what he meant. All it consisted of
was a loose triangle of rawhide in front and behind — with nothing in between. It was a gag, but
Ben didn’t see it like that. All he saw was Tarzan’s bare ass under the rawhide loincloth and he
touched his own stiff rod for the first time.

By this time they were both fantasizing and, as it happened, their fantasies were almost the
same. Grady stretched his arms in a V on the ground up toward two trees in the grove, and
grabbed the ends of ropes that he and Mario had tied round them for use in their sex games.

Ben gasped, flashing on a jungle movie he had once seen where Tarzan had been captured
and staked out on the ground, his wrists roped to trees. He remembered surreptitiously jerking
off to that image in the darkened movie theater. And that erotic image now overcame his
inhibitions and he knew what he had to do.

He quickly knelt down and tied Grady’s wrists to the trees. Randy had trained him well in ropes
and knots and he expertly used Randy’s mandatory escape knot, where one tug on a loose end
would free a man who panicked. Ben noticed a jar of lube left on the ground by the always-
prepared Mario in previous sessions with his lover. He dipped his fingers in it and then stood
up, gazing down at the bound Tarzan and spreading lube over his swollen cock.

“Oh, shit,” Grady moaned staring up at the naked gypsy boy stroking his cock, and his fantasy
went into overdrive. Ben had that wild, savage look of his brother Randy, both of them black-
haired gypsies with the same dark, square-cut features and penetrating pale blue eyes. The
naked boy could easily be a wild young creature who, like Tarzan, lived and roamed in the
jungle.
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But he was a shy young savage, staring down hesitantly at the captive Tarzan. Grady assumed
a look of fear, glanced up at his bound wrists and tugged at them in a futile attempt at freedom.
His face grimaced with effort and his body writhed helplessly on the ground. He stared defiantly
up at the naked savage and groaned, “What you gonna do to me, man?”

Ben had never seen anything more homoerotic than this, and he took his hand off his cock to
stop from cumming. It was an image better than anything he could have conjured up from the
pictures of the new Tarzan he had jerked off over, far hotter than that scene he had beat off to in
the movie theater. This was the real thing, the most beautiful, most muscular, sexiest Tarzan of
them all. And he was lying before him, helplessly bound, his muscles rippling and flexing as he
struggled to get free

And suddenly Ben’s shyness evaporated. He was Randy’s brother, a tough young gypsy who
had had the guts to fight his way fifteen-hundred miles to be reunited with his brother. He
recalled Danny’s words when he was with Bob — “I kinda got real butch — something | never
knew | had.” And now he felt the same, imbued with a power that came straight from his gypsy
roots. He would make Randy proud.

“What am | gonna do to you?” he taunted. “l stumble across this gorgeous naked man in the
jungle staked to the ground, his spread-eagled body writhing, and he asks what I'm gonna do to
him?” He grinned Randy’s arrogant, mocking grin, and his eyes flashed. “I’'m gonna fuck you
ape-man. I’'m gonna ram this big dick up your ass.”

He fell to his knees between Grady’s legs and the rugged Tarzan struggled helplessly and
groaned, “No ... no ... I can’t ...” Ignoring him Ben pushed his legs back and pressed his dick
against his hole. “Here it come, ape-man, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Aaaagh!” Grady’s scream echoed round the garden as the body slammed his cock inside him.
His head thrashed from side to side as the long shaft pulled back and ramrodded him again.
The force of the fuck made him open his eyes and ... it was uncanny ... he was staring up at
Randy ... but not him ... a young version of him with the same savagery, the same blue eyes
piercing his, the same long black hair whipping round his face as he fucked.

Even the voice had the same threatening growl. “Fuck you, man ... think you’re so fucking hot,
the big macho Tarzan, king of the jungle. Not so powerful now, though, staked out on the
ground, tied up and getting your ass reamed by a young gypsy boy. You want more, ape-man?
Here it comes.”

Ben’s thick shaft became a piston in Grady’s ass, driving relentlessly deeper and deeper.
Already in a fantasy world of his own Ben was empowered by the image of the beautiful,
sculpted face thrashing in pain, the spectacular physique straining against the ropes, muscles
flexing hard, veins popping in his biceps, chest and lats. Ben had never seen Grady look more
beautiful, had rarely seen any sight more erotic, more pornographic than this.
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He leaned forward and pressed his palms on the slabs of Grady’s chest and felt them flexing
under him. Grady stared up at the intense dark face, just as he had so often stared up at
Randy. Ben had the same intensity as his brother (though nobody fucked as savagely as
Randy). What turned Grady on most was that the same young face, that had so recently been
shy and hesitant, now gleamed with a new power and passion as the boy reamed his ass.

Totally lost in the fantasy Grady groaned, “Fuck me, boy. Fuck my ass. Man, you’re fucking
beautiful. Fuck me good and you’ll be my boy, Tarzan’s boy, living with me in the jungle, and
we’ll fuck night and day. Come on boy, fuck me hard ... make me shoot my load.”

Ben was gripped by the image of the two of them living together, roaming naked through the
jungle, fucking, making love ... him as Tarzan’s boy. He looked down at the handsome,
writhing muscle-god impaled on his shaft that pounded him mercilessly. He felt the heat in his
ass, felt his body thrashing beneath him and saw his eyes fill with tears.

They fucked on and on, losing all sense of time but at last Grady groaned, “Please ... please,
boy. I'm so close ... you make me so hot, | gotta cum. Help me ... let me feel your juice in my
ass. | give up, | submit. I'm begging you ... let me cuuum!”

The sight of the captive Tarzan struggling in bondage, surrendering his ass to him, begging for
release, was finally too much for Ben. His eyes flashed, his muscles tensed and he yelled,
“Fuck you, man. I’'m gonna shoot in your ass ... here it comes ... fuck ... fuck ... fuuuck!”

Grady’s body went rigid as he strained against the ropes, felt the gypsy-boy pour his juice inside
him as his own cock erupted in jets of semen that splashed up over his chest and neck. They
stared at each other as they came again and again until finally they were spent. With his last
ounces of strength Ben reached up and pulled the ropes loose, then collapsed onto Grady and
into his arms.

As his semen and adrenaline drained out of him Ben recalled the things he had said and
blushed with embarrassment. “Sir, I'm so sorry for saying all that. | didn’t mean it, sir ...”

“I hope to hell you did mean it, kiddo!” Grady laughed. “Man, that was a hell of a fantasy ... so

close to real. That wild young gypsy thing you got going really would make you a perfect jungle
boy. Hell, I'll even mention it to the producers, see if they can work you in, give you a minute or
two of screen time ... add a realistic touch, a little texture.”

Grady’s eyes gleamed. Even if that don’t work, we should play out a real fantasy here soon, a
whole story ... we’ll get ideas from Mario and the guys. They sure seem to have enjoyed this
one.” Ben followed his glance to the open upstairs window where Mario and the boys stood,
having watched the whole scene. They broke into cheers and applause and Grady said, “Take
a bow, kiddo.” Ben leapt to his feet and swept his arm into a deep and elaborate bow.

No doubt about it — Ben was the hero of the hour.
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For the rest of the afternoon Ben bathed in the admiration and affection of the group as they
talked about his fantasy fuck of Tarzan and made plans for a much expanded story in the future,
a full-length fantasy as Mario laughingly called it. But at last, in the early evening the party
broke up. Danny and Brian would be clearing up and preparing dinner while Brandon went
home to Pete, and Ben looked forward to spending the evening with Randy and Bob.

“l gotta stop off at an auto-parts place on my way to pick up parts for an old truck we’re still
using,” Ben told Mario. “We’ve never used these guys before — they’re in the sleazy part of
downtown — but they’re the only shop that still stocks parts as old as this.”

Mario, always extra cautious, frowned when he heard that. “l don’t want to sound alarmist,
amico, but give me the address just so we know where you’re going. | told Randy we’d always
look out for you.” Ben cheerfully handed over the business card and Mario added, “Would you
like one of our shirts, Ben? Don't like to see you going off in just shorts and flip-flops.

‘No thank you, sir. I'll be fine like this.” He grinned impishly. “l want Randy and Bob to see
how | looked before | fucked Tarzan.”

“So long, my little gypsy boy,” Grady smiled. “Man, that was fun. You come back soon, you
hear?” He pulled him into a tight hug, then Mario kissed him and he scampered off to his truck
and drove off.

It took Ben half an hour to reach the derelict-looking neighborhood on the far side of downtown.
He parked and had to walk quite a distance before he finally found the old ramshackle auto-
parts yard tucked in between warehouses. He walked into the yard, cluttered with engine parts
and as there was no sign of life he shouted, “Hey, anyone there?”

There were sounds from inside the shabby old building on the property and finally a greasy,
muscular guy emerged and looked at Ben suspiciously. “I've come to pick up the parts we
ordered, sir,” Ben said politely. “We phoned yesterday.”

A leering grin spread over the guy’s face and he called out, “Hey, Hank, come out here a
minute.” An equally shabby but taller, tougher-looking guy with long hair came out and smirked,
“Well, well, what ‘a we got here? A pretty little gypsy boy by the looks of it.”

Ben had an uneasy feeling and said, “I just need to pick up the parts, sir — in a bit of a hurry.”

“In a hurry, eh? Well, we won’t keep you long. Come into the workshop. They’re in here.”
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Ben frowned, and part of him wanted to run away, but what would Randy think of him if he told
him that’'s why he didn’t have the parts. So he took a deep breath and followed the guys into
the building.
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Ben had been gone from the Grady House for over an hour when Mario’s phone rang and he
frowned when he looked at the caller ID.

“‘Hey, Randy ... what’s up, amico? ... Oh yes, he left over an hour ago. Said he was stopping
off on his way home to pick up some auto parts for you. ... He’s not? That's odd — like | said,
he’s been gone more than an hour. | was a little uneasy ‘cos it's a strange part of town, so |
asked him to give me the address of the place ... sure, here itis.” He gave Randy the location
and with a brief, “Thanks, Mario” the line went dead.

At the house Bob saw Randy’s face cloud over with a tight, determined look he had seen
before. Randy called Ben’s cell phone but it went straight to voicemail. “Gotta go out,” he said.
“Ben should’a been home by now, | got a bad feeling.”

Bob saw Randy’s fists clench and said, “Randy, be careful. Maybe we should wait for Mark to
come and ...”

Randy glared at him. “He’s my brother.” He strode out the door and Bob sighed. That pretty
much said it all.

Randy drove fast to the run-down warehouse district that he knew slightly. As he drove down
the dusty street Mario had given him his heart pounded as he saw Ben’s parked truck. He
drove on until he found the place and instinctively sensed trouble. He jumped out, closed the
truck door quietly and walked through the yard to the building.

Like a prowling animal all his senses were on alert as he went quietly into the building ... and
heard sounds coming from a back room. He went farther in and listened at the door. It was
Ben’s voice, defiant but scared. “You better back off guys ‘cos my brother's gonna come
looking for me and you don’t wanna mess with him.”

There was a scornful laugh. “Oh really? Huh, we should wait for him, then tie him up and
make him watch while his little brother gets gang-fucked. Then we’ll fuck his sorry ass too.”

A deep voice growled, “Well him and his sorry ass are already here, douchebags. Come and
getit.” The two thugs whirled round and stared at the shirtless construction worker in old jeans
and boots looming in the doorway. Behind the men Ben was standing naked against a pole, his
hands tied behind it. He was pale and clearly terrified despite his bravado.
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“Who the fuck are you? You’re trespassing, asshole. But now you're here, you can get the
same treatment as your little brother here.”

They moved ominously toward Randy and one took a swing at him, which Randy casually
blocked with his arm and smashed his other fist across his face, sending him reeling against the
wall. The other brute lunged for Randy and grabbed him round the throat but Randy slammed
his knee upwards, crushing his balls, and with an agonized shriek he fell writhing on the floor.

The first guy, still dazed, staggered toward Randy again but ran into both his flailing fists,
slamming his face, one side then the other. The thug howled, “No ... no more ... no more ...
please ... before crashing to the floor alongside his groaning buddy.

The floor of the workshop was littered with tools, ropes and chains, and Randy picked up a
length of chain. He swung it over his head and slammed it on the floor, missing the two terrified
thugs by inches. “No, please,” they screamed again, “we give up ... you win.”

“You bet your life | do, you fucking ass-wipes. That's my brother over there, and nobody,
nobody messes with my brother, least of all two greasy mother-fuckers like you. Hey, you
wanted to feel some flesh? Sure, why not?” Randy bent down, wrapped the chain round their
necks and pulled it tight so their faces were dragged together. He grabbed the back of their
heads, pushed their faces against each other and said, “Here, feast on your buddy.”

Their lips were forced against each other in a grinding kiss that they couldn’t escape. Finally
Randy relented and released their heads, coughing and choking. “Real cute, guys. Hey Ben,
you like that? They make real hot lovers don'’t ya think? | think they belong together, or they
soon will. OK, guys, pull out your dicks that you were gonna use to fuck my little brother.”
When they hesitated Randy slammed the chain on the floor again and they quickly complied.

Randy untied the rope from Ben’s wrists and said, “You OK, kiddo?” Ben nodded. “OK, use
that rope to tie that slob’s wrists behind him. [I'll take care of the other one. No escape knots
this time, little brother.”

They worked quickly and expertly and within a few minutes they stood back and admired their
work. The two thugs were groaning in pain on the floor, facing each other chest to chest, their
wrists securely tied behind their backs. Randy had tied another rope round their balls ... and
roped them tight to each other, man to man, so their bulging balls were chafing each other.
Whenever they moved even a little the rope between them tightened, causing stabbing pain.

“Ah, ain’t love grand,” Randy grinned wickedly. “Look at them, Ben, don’t they make a cute
couple? OK, guys, here’s the deal. There’s no getting out of these ropes so you'’re here for a
while. This time of night this neighborhood’s deserted so no one’s gonna hear your pathetic
screams.

4918



“Tell you what I'll do, though. | like you guys so I'll give you a break. | got a real good buddy
who’s a cop and in a couple hours he’ll have his pals come by with a squad car to help you out.
They’ll know the whole story of what you did to my kid brother, so | don’t give much for your
chances of staying in business, but them’s the breaks, guys. Shouldn’t a messed with my boy.”

“Anyway, ‘til the cops get here you be nice to each other ya hear? So long, suckers. Come
on, kid, let’s get the hell out of this fucking toilet.”
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As they walked out to the truck Randy felt his brother shivering next to him. Ben had pulled on
his shorts but he was still shirtless, so when they got to the truck Randy pulled an old denim
jacket from behind the seat and threw it round his shoulders. But as they drove away Randy
realized that Ben was shivering not with cold but with fear.

And when Ben spoke it was in a dazed voice. “I'm sorry, sir ... | tried to fight back but ... but
they were too strong for me. Then | tried to keep them talking ‘cos | thought you might come for
me ... but if you hadn’t come | ...” he started to sob. “You must think ’'m a wimp, sir.”

Randy put his arm round Ben. “Hey, hey, where’s all this coming from, bro? You’re no wimp,
no way ... you were real brave, kid, you’re my hero. No one could have beat those two morons
... except me,” he chuckled, squeezing Ben tight. “Wait ‘til we get you home, kid, with Bob and
your pals, and you'll feel just fine.”

But Randy wasn’t so sure about that and when they reached the house Ben was still pale and
shivering. Several of the boys were waiting for them in the garden, along with Bob and Mark.
Randy had called Bob from the truck to alert him to what had happened, and word had quickly
spread, so a wave of relief now swept over the group. The boys naturally moved to hug Ben
but Bob waved them back and he and Mark approached.

Mark sized up the situation with his professional cop training and said quietly to Randy, “He’s
still in shock, buddy. He needs to be in bed.”

Bob moved to help but Randy said decisively, “I'll take care of him ... | know what he needs.”
He turned to Mark with the trace of a grin and handed him the scrap of paper he had written the
address on when Mario had called him.

“You might wanna send a squad car to this address, buddy. They'll find two losers tied up on
the floor. They're probably hurting real bad by now ‘cos their balls are roped together, but they
ain’t going anywhere anytime soon, so tell your guys to take their time.”

As Randy guided Ben into the house Mark and Bob stared at each other in awe. The wild

gypsy who had just demolished two thugs in a brutal fight was now the gentle big brother caring
tenderly for his boy. Mark shook his head with a hint of a grin. “Son of a bitch.”
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Upstairs in the master bedroom Randy held Ben tight in his arms, felt his body shuddering and
saw tears running down his cheeks. “Hey, you need a nice warm bed, kid. Let’s get you out of
these clothes.” Randy pulled off the jacket, then the shorts, picked up Ben’s naked body and
laid him gently on the bed. He went to the drinks cabinet, poured a glass of brandy and gave it
to Ben who grabbed it and swallowed it fast, his eyes looking nervously at Randy over the glass.

“Sir, you're not gonna leave me, are you?”

Randy smiled down at him. “Kid | once made the big mistake of leaving you behind in Texas. |
promise I'll never leave you again, little brother. In fact, he grinned, how would you like it if we
got real close now?”

“Yes please, sir.”

Randy kicked off his boots, took off his jeans and got into bed naked. He lay beside his brother
and stroked his face and chest. “Feel better, kiddo?”

“Yes thank you, sir. Thank you for rescuing me ... | knew you would.” There was a long
silence, then, “Sir, | felt real scared in that place when those guys tied me up. Isit...is it OK to
feel frightened? | mean you never feel scared, do you?”

“Hell, anyone would have been terrified of those two goons, it's only natural. And yeah, | do
sometimes get scared.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, whenever | fuck up and do something bad to Bob and I'm afraid he’s gonna leave me.
That scares the shit out of me.”

Another long pause as Ben thought back to the panic he had felt. “I mean, if you hadn’t shown
up, sir those guys would have ... they said they were gonna fuck me and call up some of their
buddies to come and gang rape me, sir. |didnt, | couldn’t ... | mean ... I'll never let anyone
fuck me again.” And he gave way to heaving sobs again.”

“It's OK, kiddo, let it out. But you're here now and you’ve got me. Turn over.” Ben turned over
in his favorite position with his back pressed against his big brother’s hard body and Randy’s
strong arms wrapped round him. Ben stopped crying and snuggled back against Randy.

But Randy knew he was still coming out of his shock, his mind still gripped with revulsion at the

thought of getting forcibly fucked. Randy had told Mark he knew what Ben needed ... and he
did. He pulled one arm off Ben, licked the palm of his hand and stroked his already stiff dick to
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rock hardness. He eased it slowly between the cheeks of the boy’s ass and pressed it gently
against his hole.

But Ben reflexively started to re-live the nightmare and said, as if to the thugs, “No, no, please
don’t fuck me. | can’t, please ...”

“Hey,” Randy said softly, “this is me, your big brother Randy. [ love you kiddo, and you love me
don’t you?”

“Yes, sir, very much.”

“Then show me how much, little brother. You’re safe now, safe in my arms. You wanna please
me don’t you?”

“Yes | do, sir.”

“Then take a deep breath and relax, kiddo.” He felt the tension lessen in Ben’s body and slid
his dick slowly inside him. Ben moaned with pleasure and his ass relaxed — but only for a
moment. Then he panicked and tensed up again ... “No ... please, let me see you, sir ... let me
look at you.”

Randy pulled Ben over on his back and, still with his cock inside him, knelt between his legs and
smiled down at him. Two identical pairs of blue eyes stared at each other and Ben saw himself
reflected in his brother’s smiling eyes. “l ... | really am safe now aren’t |, sir?” he said

“With my dick inside you? You’re safer than you’'ve ever been, little brother. Now, are you
gonna let me fuck you, or what?”

“Oh yes, sir. Yes please, sir, | want that.”

Randy pulled back, then pushed back in, deeper this time, and proceeded to massage Ben’s
ass. He felt it tense up once or twice as the traumatic image flashed back to him, but those
moments faded and soon he was smiling up at his macho brother.

“You like it when your big brother makes love to your ass don’t you, kiddo? How about a bit of
rough, eh boy?”

“With you, sir, anything. Yes, do it harder please.” So Randy ramped up the action, fucking
faster and deeper, though nowhere near the savage fucks he was capable of. Then he took a
chance, leaned forward and pinned the boy’s wrists to the bed, knowing he risked reminding
him of his earlier bondage. But instead of a panicked reaction Ben smiled up at him. “Now I'm
your prisoner, sir, and it feels good. | love your cock in my butt.”
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Randy used his familiar technique of fucking hard to bring the boy close to orgasm, then slowing
down, giving him the exquisite joy of orgasm denied, again and again. Ben looked up at the
rugged gypsy, his arms and shoulders flexing as he pinned his wrists, and his former panic and
shock were erased by the overpowering love he felt for his brother. “I love you, sir. | love you
so much. Will you to let me show you ... let me cum all over myself?”

“Yeah, | wanna see that, kiddo. And you know | can make you do it ... like this." His eyes
gleamed and suddenly he was pounding his ass.

“‘Oh yeah. Do it like that, it feels great. You look so hot ... fuck me, sir. Fuck me. | love you,
sir. Ilove you ... 'm gonna cum .... Yeaah!”

The sight of Ben shouting with joy and splashing cum over his beautiful young body was just
what Randy needed to see, and he laughed raucously as his own cock erupted in the ass of the
kid brother he loved so deeply.

Randy grabbed him in his arms and they rolled over on the bed, kissing passionately, with
Randy’s cock still in Ben’s ass. Finally they lay still, panting and laughing, gazing into each
other’s eyes.

“Hey, what's all this noise?” came a stern voice. “Can’t we get a little peace and quiet around
here?”

Bob had just come in and smiled down at them. Ben’s eyes danced as he grinned up at him, a
far cry from the dead, haunted eyes of shock when Randy brought him home. Bob smiled at
Randy with love and admiration and Randy gave him the smug, self-satisfied told-you-so grin so
familiar to Bob.

“Now listen, Randy, if you can pull your dick out of your brother’s ass maybe you can feed him
as well as fuck him. The twins are just getting dinner on the table downstairs and everyone’s
gathering for what looks like some kind of celebration. And Ben, it seems as if you're the guest
of honor — quite the hero. Grady and Mario have come here with Danny, Brandon and Brian
and they’re spreading some kind of wild rumor that you fucked Tarzan.”

Bob glanced at Randy and decided to risk it. “They’re saying you took him captive, tied him to
the ground with ropes round his wrists, and jackhammered his ass. Any truth to that?”

Bob had deliberately used that stark language to test Ben’s reaction, and for one silent moment
he thought it had misfired. But evidently Ben had put the memory of his own perilous bondage
behind him, because he rewarded Bob with his mischievous grin and said, “Sir, you can’t
believe every rumor you hear ... but you sure can believe that one. Yeah, | fucked him good.”
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“That’'s my boy,” Randy said, and he and Bob laughed with relief that Ben was back to his old
playful self. Bob said, “Ben, | know your master Jason is still out of town so how would you like
to sleep with Randy and me tonight?”

“Yes please, sirl” Ben’s eyes sparkled and Randy said, “OK, now remember how my dick is
right now — buried in your ass — and later on we’ll pick up the action from there. Well, maybe
it'll be Bob’s dick in there ... or both ... what the hell.”

“Right,” Bob said. “You two go jump in the shower and come down for dinner. And please, not
naked ... no shorts, no service,” he grinned.

“And Ben you better be ready to talk. The boys are waiting to hear the story of how a gypsy boy
fucked Tarzan.” Bob glanced at Randy who nodded. “In fact,” Bob said, “they want to hear all
of your adventures.”

Chapter332-“ The Boss Goes From Top To

Young Ben is thrilled to be in bed with Randy and Bob i the gypsy and the superman. But top
and bottom are flipped as Bob saysto B e nL, e tfi6 s s loss that evenea macho stud like
him can get worked over and spit-roasted by two guys like us. @hen Ben welcomes home his
master Jason. The hot, sweaty uniformed fireman stares at the naked gypsy boy still wet from
the shower. fDamn, | need you, boy. o

Among the dinner guests waiting downstairs was Doctor Steve, the therapist to the tribe and
Randy’s brother ... and therefore, of course, Ben’s brother too. Bob had phoned Steve as soon
as he heard of Ben'’s terrifying ordeal, knowing that his advice on post-trauma shock would be
invaluable. Bob and Mark were now huddled with Steve at the dinner table.

Upstairs Randy and Ben took a long time in the shower, as Ben took delight in soaping up his
big brother, running his hands over the muscles of his hard body and finally sinking to his knees
under the hot water and sucking Randy’s hug dick into his mouth.

Randy moaned with pleasure, but then suddenly pulled out and said, “Not now, kiddo. I'd love
to but your public awaits downstairs. So you finish up in here while | go down. [I'll leave one of
Bob’s clean shirts out for you ... light blue to match your eyes.”

He kissed Ben'’s eyes, then his lips, rinsed off and got out of the shower. He found Bob’s shirt

and laid it on the bed for Ben, then quickly pulled on a fresh pair of jeans and a white T-shirt — a
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concession to Bob and his “no-nakedness” edict. Barefoot, he went downstairs to the garden
and joined Bob, Mark and Steve at the table.

“‘Hey, Randy,” Steve said, “well done ... | compliment you for the way you’ve handled Ben, and |
don’t only mean the rescue itself. Hell, | always knew you and your fists were capable of that.
‘Course, it would not have been my first choice to leave those thugs on the floor tied by their
balls, but | have to admit the caveman tactics of the King of the Gypsies have a certain ...
finality to them, so I’'m not complaining.”

“Yeah, great work, buddy,” said Mark. “I called my police buddies and they’re probably on their
way over to them now.”

“Should ‘a left the mother-fuckers there all night,” Randy growled and Bob grinned at Mark.

Steve continued, “But Randy, what really impressed me was the way you handled Ben
afterwards. Mark tells me he was still in shock when you brought him home.”

“Yeah, poor kid, and it’s not surprising,” Randy said. “He couldn’t shake the memory of being
tied up and those morons telling him their buddies were gonna gang-rape him. He was so
traumatized he told me he’d never let anyone fuck him again.”

“He probably meant it too,” Steve said, “but Randy you did just the right thing. You know that
old saying that if you fall off a horse the best thing to do is to jump right back on the horse? It’'s
called confronting your fears. And when Ben was thinking he’d never get fucked again, well
you took him to bed and fucked him. At that moment you were the only man who could have
done that, because you were the guy who had rescued him — his hero.”

“Yeah,” Randy grinned, “and then | took a chance pinning his wrists to the bed, but he said,

(1]

‘Now I'm your prisoner, sir, and it feels good’.

Steve smiled, “Yeah he’s our little brother alright. OK, so far so good, but there’s still the
possibility of delayed shock, so | want to try and completely erase the bad memories Ben has.

If we were in a therapy session | would ask him to describe them. But | think we can go one
better here ... have him describe them to us all. | guess he and Danny are gonna tell us their
adventures, so | would encourage Ben to include the most dramatic adventure of them all. Hey,
looks like he’s coming.

By now most of the tribe was gathered round the dinner table when Ben emerged from the
house. He was barefoot in his cargo shorts and Bob’s blue shirt that was much too large for him
and hung on him, an image that somehow made him look cuter than ever.

Men and boys rose to their feet and gave the young gypsy a standing ovation. Ben stopped in

embarrassment at first and blushed, but the sight of Randy on his feet too, smiling with pride,
gave him confidence and he pulled himself up tall and took a bow. Then he walked boldly
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forward, grabbed Randy’s wrist and raised it high in the air, an acknowledgement of Randy’s
heroic role in the drama and one that brought renewed cheers.

Randy hugged Ben tight and said, “l am so damn proud of you, little brother.”

“That goes for me too,” said Steve. “Can | grab a piece of the action here? Randy released
Ben who fell into Steve’s arms. “Hey, bro,” Steve said, “you look terrific. I'm proud of you and
that big tough brother of ours. A helluva family, eh?”

Glowing with happiness Ben sat between his two big brothers and opposite Brandon and Eddie,
his two best friends — the three amigos. Conversation erupted, the sound swelling as everyone
began talking over everyone else. The twins brought out the food, assisted by Danny and Brian
from the Grady House, and the boisterous meal began, with Randy and Ben definitely the stars
of the show.
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The food was, as always, the twins’ usual gourmet triumph, and pastry-chef Danny got
accolades for his spectacular desert. But in addition to eating, the group wanted to be
entertained, and they were all aware that they were to be treated to a sexual feast of stories by
Danny and Ben.

As always at a point like this, Darius took over as Master of Ceremonies. He was the self-

appointed tribe historian, the custodian of all its stories, most of them preserved on his trusty
camera. It had filmed more sexual extravaganzas than any porn library could even dream of.
Some of those videos were of boys reciting their adventures, which was to be the case today.

“Gentlemen,” Darius said with all the flourish of a carnival barker. “The true stories we are
about to hear will boggle your mind. The first, from Danny, a heart-warming coming-of-age
story of two young rivals who bury the hatchet as one of them buries his dick in the other’s ass.
Next, a surreal story of a young pastry-chef who pounds the ass of Superman. Then a mind-
bending fantasy of a shy young gypsy boy fucking the ass of a captive Tarzan. And finally the
saga of that same gypsy boy in a dramatic rescue by his fist-swinging brother who then takes
his reward — the kid’s ass.

“Yes, you may well gasp, gentlemen. But just sit back, listen and pull out your cocks, because |
promise there will not be a dry dick in the place when ...”

“Oh for fuck’s sake, dude, enough with the bullshit. Just cut to the chase why don’t ya?” That
was Darius’s boyfriend Pablo who was immediately backed-up by noisy protests and
obscenities from the other boys and raucous laughter from the men. In the midst of the
cacophony Darius smiled indulgently and raised his hands for silence. “OK, OK, men, |
understand your eagerness to feast at the table of oral delights that will ...”
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Then they started throwing food, with plenty of direct hits, and Randy yelled, “Will someone
shove a dick in that boy’s mouth or do | have to do it?” That prompted hands thrust in the air
and offers of, “me, sir ... me, sir.” Cutting through it all was the strong voice of Darius’s master,
the black leather-hunk Zack. “Boy, unless you want a riot on your hands | suggest that you take
Pablo’s advice and cut to the chase. | can’t hold the mob back any longer.”

It was Danny who saved the day by standing up and saying, “Sir, as | am the opening act, may |
begin? Where do you want me, Darius?” A somewhat chastened Darius wiped the food from
his face and said, “Stand right there dude.” He raised the camera to his eyes. “Let me get the
focus right ... OK that’s it ... quiet please everyone ... aaand action!”

And Danny was off, enjoying his turn in the spotlight and trying to get the right sense of drama in
his voice as he related the tale of him and Tommy reconciling with sex, and then, to the
increased fascination of the group, of him fucking the ass of the supreme master Bob.

He was frequently interrupted by questions, some reasonable (“what did you do when you lost
your hard-on?”) to the flippant (“so how big was it, dude?”) but the end of his story, where he
and Bob climaxed, was greeted with an awed and respectful silence, until the crowd erupted in
cheers and Danny took his bow.

“Awesome, dude, one for the archives.” Darius took a deep breath. “And now ...”

“And now me,” Ben said, jumping to his feet and forestalling another long-winded introduction
from Darius. The crowd erupted in applause again and Randy grinned, “Give it to ‘em, kiddo.”
Darius raised the camera to his eye and Ben assumed a dramatic stance, hands out stretched,
eyes narrowed.

“Picture it, guys, a young gypsy savage swinging through the jungle and he stumbles across ...”
He lowered his arms and shrugged, “OK, well, the gypsy kid is really in a movie theater
watching a jungle movie where Tarzan had been captured and is staked to the ground, naked
except for his loincloth. In the dark the kid shoves his hand in his shorts and jerks off watching
Tarzan struggle to get free.”

“And that’s it?” Brian yelled, then blushed at his own outburst, but he was immediately joined by
loud howls of impatience from the other boys.

But Ben stood his ground. “OK, OK, dudes, cool it. That's what’s known as the intro ... just
setting the scene. Because that movie ... drumroll please ... that movie became real when |
was in the Grady House.” Only then did Ben launch into the sexual fantasy he had played out
with the newest (and definitely the hottest) big-screen Tarzan, tied down on the ground and
getting butt-fuck by the afore-mentioned gypsy boy.

The vivid description delighted the crowd, none more so than Grady himself, the handsome,
struggling Tarzan of Ben'’s (and his) fantasy. He shouted encouragement — “it’s true, guys, it's
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true” — interjected his own details, and the two of them finished together with “yeah, fuck yeah!”
when the story reached its orgasmic climax. To lusty cheers Grady stood up and raised Ben’s
arm in the air, two jubilant guys adding their own colorful contribution to the tribal archives.

When the cheers died down Grady sat down and left Ben standing alone to relate the second
part of his story.

Just as events in the tribe always ricocheted round the group and fed the rumor mill, so tension
among them spread by osmosis, as it did now, with a nervous silence settling over the listeners.
They all knew Ben had come to the part where he had been in real peril, and they wondered if
he had the guts to re-live it. Anxious glances were exchanged between Randy, Bob and Mark
but Steve smiled and nodded to them reassuringly.

It came as a relief when Ben once again raised his hands, narrowed his eyes and said
dramatically, “Picture it, guys, the same young gypsy kid, all alone walking down a creepy,
deserted street in a rough part of town.”

Good, Steve thought, he’s playing it like a scene from a movie, hamming it up with fictional
drama to minimize the frightening reality. And so Ben continued, hurrying through the actual
capture of the boy simply as a prelude to the main event. “So there | was dudes, tied up and
facing these greasy mother-fuckers in that stinking room.”

“Were you scared, dude?” asked a wide-eyed young Brian.

“Duh, what do you think, dude? ‘Course | was scared, shit scared.” His tone became self-
important. “But you know, guys, it's OK to be scared ‘cos it keeps you on your toes, makes you
think fast. See, | knew my big brother would rescue me ‘cos he always does, but | had to play
for time so | dared them to call up their buddies and have them come and join the fun.”

Randy grinned at Bob, knowing this part was stretching the truth, but it sure impressed the boys
who were hanging on Ben’s every word. From then on he embellished the drama with wild
exaggerations, playing it like an action movie. “Dudes, think Rambo ... the door burst open
and in came a Randy, totally shirtless, daring the goons to take him down. But they were in for
a shock — their worst nightmare .... “

Ben was in full flood now, with descriptions of flailing fists, screams for mercy, a two-on-one
battle where the thugs ended up beaten on the floor, tied to each other by their balls. “When it
was all over, | don’t mind telling you, dudes, | was in a state of shock and said I'd never let
anyone fuck me again. So you know what my brother did? He took me home, threw me on
the bed ... and butt-fucked me. |lovedit... and | was cured. [I'll never again be scared of
having my ass fucked. In fact Bob has invited me to spend the night with Randy and him. So
guess what, dudes ...”

4927



“You’re gonna get fucked!” came the rowdy chorus from the boys, relieved that Ben had sailed
through his story with no hint of the real terror he had once felt. Steve flashed a told-you-so
smile at the men.

“And | owe it all to my big hot brother,” Ben grinned. He pulled Randy to his feet and raised his
arm in the air. “My hero!”

The cheers resounded once again and Randy smiled at his kid brother with pride. It was a
fitting climax to the adventures related by Danny and Ben — worthy additions to the family
archives. At last Darius lowered his camera and shouted, “And that’s a wrap, guys.”
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Actually, the boys’ shouted prediction of what would happen to Ben in the masters’ bed were a
bit off the mark.

The dinner naturally went on for a long time, propelled by the high spirits and camaraderie of
this close-knit clan of men and boys. Danny and Ben basked in the noisy admiration of the
junior boys as the stars of their own erotic stories. The senior boys chatted animatedly with
Grady and Mario, and Mario was thrilled to see that Grady had, for a while anyway, achieved his
dearest wish of being ‘just one of the guys’, shedding all the ‘movie-star bullshit’ as he called it.

All the senior men relaxed in the knowledge that the latest, potentially devastating, event in the
annals of the tribe had ended happily and that Ben seemed no worse for wear. Nevertheless,
Steve did give Randy and Bob one last word of advice.

“| agree, the boy seems fine. These kids can be really resilient — especially our boys. You've
raised them tough, Randy. However, Ben has been through an experience that has in a way,
tested his faith in his own masculinity so if you want to restore his self-confidence completely
there is one more thing you could do. No pressure — just a suggestion.”

Bob and Randy listened to the shrink’s words and they both grinned. “l don’t see any problem
there, Steve. You, Randy?”

“No problem at all,” Randy chuckled. “It'll be a real pleasure.”

When the meal ended at last the crowd reluctantly dispersed and Nate, the house manager,
recruited the junior boys to clear the table and shuttle everything back to the kitchen. Grady and
Mario took Danny and Brian back up to the Grady house. After all the erotic tales they had
been treated to, sex hung heavy in the air so Grady was eager to get into bed with Mario, and
Danny invited Brian to sleep with him.

Meanwhile, at the tribe’s compound, as Eddie and Brandon worked cleaning the kitchen with
Ben they were very free with their advice to him, the youngest of the ‘three amigos’, on how to
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handle a night with the two muscle-god leaders of the tribe. But their attempts to boost Ben’s
ego and his confidence backfired as all their quick-fire and often conflicting suggestions only
served to confuse him and make him nervous.

Which he definitely was as he climbed the stairs to the master suite and hesitated at the door.
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For a boy to be invited to the inner sanctum to spend the night with these two spectacular lovers
was enough to intimidate any boy, even the boss’s kid-brother. But he plucked up his courage
and knocked on the door, which was opened by a smiling Bob whose warm smile eased some
of Ben’s nerves. Bob was in his underwear — white boxer shorts and a V-neck T-shirt — which
made him look just as sexy as when he was naked.

“Come in, my little action star,” Bob chuckled. “Randy and | were having our usual late night
brandy so come and join us. | always say that one of the best things after a party is to kick
back and talk it out. And a lot of that talk is about you, kiddo.”

“Sir, do you want your shirt back that Randy lent me?” Ben started to pull it off but Bob said,
“No, keep it Ben. It hangs too big on you but that’s a real cute look. It matches those baby blue
eyes of yours too, so | want you to wear it at the next gathering of the tribe.”

“Come here, bro,” Randy said, “and tell us what you thought of the party. Here, have a brandy
to loosen you up.”

In no time Ben was feeling the warmth of the brandy and of the men’s genial company and he
was freely offering his take on what had been said at the party, mostly by his young friends.

But soon they all started to feel a brandy buzz and Bob said, “| don’t know about you guys but
I’'m wanting my bed.” He stood up and pulled off his T-shirt and, as always, Ben gaped when he
saw the gorgeous alpha male naked except for his boxers. His mind flashed on Danny’s earlier
description of what it was like to fuck him, and his dick got hard in his shorts.

Bob threw himself down on the bed and lay on his back, his hands linked behind his head,
staring up at Randy. “So how about it, big guy? You gonna leave me all alone in bed while
you get so smashed on brandy you can’t get it up?”

Randy was still wearing jeans and a T-shirt and he now stood up, pulled off the shirt and strode
to the foot of the bed. He towered over Bob, arms crossed over his bare chest, stared down at
him and growled, “Asshole. The day may come — maybe when I'm ninety — when | don’t get a
stiff dick just looking at you. And when that day comes we’ll curl up and watch Darius’s videos
of the way we were. But until then, you will never hear the words ‘can’t get it up’ come out of my
mouth when you’re around, OK? Infact...”

4929



Randy ripped open his jeans, they fell round his feet and his massive shaft sprang out as hard
as steel. “Be careful what you wish for, buddy.” He flashed his gleaming white-teeth smile and
launched himself naked on the bed beside his lover. They kissed, then both lay on their backs
and smiled up at Ben, who stood nervously shuffling from foot to foot.”

“So,” Randy said, “what are we gonna do with junior here? Now that I've rescued you from that
slum in the arm-pit of L.A., | guess | can do whatever | want with you, eh?”

“Definitely, sir. Anything you want, sir. | owe you big time.”

Randy roared with laughter. “You don’t owe me a damn thing, kiddo. That’s all water under the
bridge. But now you mention it, | think we’d both like to see you naked, eh Bob?”

Bob nodded eagerly and Ben gave them his mischievous smile. He pulled the oversize shirt
over his head and stood for a minute for the men to admire his naked, ripped upper body with its
sparse covering of black chest hair. Then he yanked open his shorts and let them drop. Naked,
he opened his arms and said shyly, “Ta-da!”

“Ta-da indeed,” Bob smiled, running his hand over the bulge in his shorts. Randy was more
blunt. “Get your ass down here, kiddo. What d’ya think this is, stand and model time?
Someone’s gonna get his ass reamed here.”

Ben launched himself on the bed between the two men, their arms linked behind his head. Ben
was in heaven. This was absolutely the best, lying safe between the two gorgeous lovers — the
gypsy and the superman — in the full expectation that he was going to get his ass fucked by one
of them — or both.

But little did he realize that the conversation that followed, for all its casualness, was pre-
rehearsed. Bob said lightly, “So Randy, you haven’t told us yet which of those stories the boys
treated us to turned you on the most.”

“Huh, no contest there, buddy — it was you getting your ass ploughed by that young guy Danny.
Shit, it was hot to think of a big muscle-stud master like you getting plugged by a junior boy.
Don’t know why, but that idea of boy topping master is a real turn-on. | kinda wonder what it
must feel like. And even after he lost his hard-on, you say, when he finally went for it Danny
became a real macho fuck. Under all his reserve Danny must be a real tough kid to pull that off.”

“Oh, I dunno,” Bob said. “Hell, you heard how your own brother gave a real ass-pounding to
the King of the Jungle, who it seems the whole world is lusting for. Ben’s your brother, after all,
cut from the same gypsy cloth, and you’ve trained him to be tough, so it’s natural that he can top
a guy, no matter how big he is ... even a stud as macho as you.”

That thought hung in the air in the ensuing silence and Ben felt a power stir in him that he had
felt only once before ... very recently, in fact, when he had, as Bob said, pounded Tarzan’s ass.
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All this was, of course, the result of Steve’s earlier suggestion to Randy and Bob. It was a way
to dispel any lingering doubts Ben might have about his own masculinity and toughness after
being overpowered and tied up, needing to be rescued by his big tough brother. At the time
Ben had asked Randy if he thought of him as a wimp, a notion that Randy quickly knocked
down. So what better way to reinforce Ben’s manhood than the idea Randy and Bob were
tiptoeing around right now?

“‘Nah,” Randy said, intruding on Ben’s thoughts, “l don’t see it. | mean, my little brother is a
tough son-of-a-bitch, tough enough to slog all the way from Texas to here on his own, but | don’t
see him topping someone like a big bad construction boss.”

Ben had heard enough. “Hey, you two guys are talking about me like I'm not here. Wanna
know what | think about it? Sure I’'m tough enough! | survived the streets of West Texas,
didn’'t 1? | fucked Tarzan, didn’t I? I'm the brother of a big stud gypsy ain’t 1?”

“The hell you are, kid,” Randy grinned. “OK, prove it. Show me what you got little brother. But
| don’t want any of this ‘Danny lost his hard-on’ bullshit. | got a surefire way to prevent that.
Bob, do your stuff.”

“Yes sir,” Bob said smartly shooting a conspiratorial smile at Randy. “OK, Ben ... you ever
wonder what it’s like to get a blow-job from Superman? Lie back and learn, kiddo.”

It was all happening so fast that Ben felt he was being swept out with the tide. His mind raced
as he thought ... as he wondered ... as he ... “Aaaah ...” Suddenly feeling the incredible
warmth in his cock, Ben stared down at the handsome, square-cut face, and at his own cock
disappearing between the full lips. Bob, the muscle-god alpha male ... Bob, Randy’s lover, was
sucking his cock.

Ben’s head fell back on the pillow and his own mouth was immediately covered by the lips of his
brother. He gasped, inhaling Randy’s hot, musky, brandy-soaked breath, and felt his tongue
pushing insistently in his mouth. There was no question now of losing his hard-on. Kissed
savagely by Randy and getting sucked off by Bob drove the boy to a peak of desire where he
knew he was capable of anything.

Randy pulled his mouth off Ben’s lips and licked his face and neck, then ran his hands over his
chest and nipples while breathing seductive words in his ear.

“Feel that stud’s mouth on your cock, kid? Makes your dick rock hard eh? So what you gonna
do with it, boy? Think you're man enough to sink it into a big mean muscle-stud and take his
ass? You're my brother, kiddo, and we can do anything in our family. Look at the way you
ramrodded that hot movie-star. Shit, that turns me on ... thinking of that young gypsy buck
turning the tables on a top man and ploughing his ass.
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“You know what | want, Ben. | wanna get topped by my little brother. You’re such a hot
mother-fucker | wanna watch you fuck like | fuck. Only this time you’ll be pounding your big
macho brother, the guy who wasted those thugs today, the guy who’s always on top ... except
this time. You up for that, kid? You man enough?”

The combination of Randy’s deep sexy voice, the images he conjured up, and Bob’s hot mouth
working his cock, all combined to make the powerful forces stirring inside Ben suddenly surge
with life. “Sure I’'m man enough,” he said forcefully. “I'm your brother, ain’t I?”

Hearing the tone of Ben'’s voice Bob pulled away from his cock and grinned at Randy. He got
off the bed and stood back, leaving the field clear for the two brothers. Ben’s actions matched
his tough words. “Get on your knees,” he said (with no ‘sir’) and Randy was quick to do as he
was told, kneeling on all fours facing the full-length wall mirror beside the bed.

Randy looked into the mirror at the reflection of the fierce young gypsy boy kneeling behind him,
blue eyes piercing his as he stroked his cock, wet with Bob’s saliva. “What you gonna do to
me, man?” Randy asked, with no hint of his former authority.

“You know damn well what I’'m gonna do, bro ... this!” In one stroke Ben plunged his stiff rod
into Randy’s ass, just as Randy himself always did — no hesitation, no prelude, just a fierce,
honest-to-god fuck. Ben grabbed his brother’s hips and went to work on his ass, his rod
becoming a piston driving deeper and deeper into the ass of the rugged construction boss.

Randy howled, his face grimacing in pain, his reactions exaggerated to spur the boy on to
greater effort. In fact the pain was minimal and what he felt mostly was pride as he watched
his kid brother transformed from boy to dominant manhood. What Randy saw in the mirror was
a junior version of himself when he fucked.

Ben was on a high, his cock burning in the furnace of his brother’s ass as he stared at the
chiseled features in the mirror, the square stubbled jaw and vibrant blue eyes of the man he had
always worshipped — his big brother, his hero, black hair flying as he got butt-fucked by the

young gypsy.

Suddenly Ben was aware of Bob coming closer and saying, “Ben, that looks so damn hot — two
gypsies, the big macho stud on his knees getting ass-fucked by his hot young brother. Hey,
can | grab a piece of the action here?”

“Go for it,” Ben grinned, no longer the shy young boy, now just one of the guys. Bob stood
naked in front of Randy, grabbed his long black hair and pulled his head up to face him. From
the ecstatic look in Randy’s gleaming blue eyes he knew his lover was having the time of his life
— and he knew just how to play into that. “Open your mouth, stud,” Bob ordered.

Randy’s jaw sagged ... and Bob shoved his dick into his mouth and down his throat. Ben
turned his head and looked in a side mirror at the incredible sight of the rugged gypsy boss
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getting spit roasted — getting face-fucked by his muscle-god buddy and butt-fucked by his kid
brother. That vision spurred Ben on to even greater exertion and his cock came close to the
savage pile-driver of Randy’s own fucks.

Bob grinned at Ben and said, “Let’s give it to him, buddy. Let’s show the King of the Gypsies
that even a macho alpha male like him can get worked over, spit-roasted and humiliated by two
tough guys like us.”

“Yeah!” Ben yelled, “let’s give it to him.” And so the attack on his mouth and his ass continued
and grew so intense that even Randy had the illusion of surrendering, knowing how it felt to be a
bottom getting hammered at both ends. Bob, as always, could sense what Randy was feeling
and knew it was time for him to take charge.

Ben was on such a high as he ramrodded his brother that he was scarcely aware that Bob had
pulled out of Randy’s mouth and moved away ... until he looked in the mirror and saw Bob
behind him, dropping to his knees on the bed.

“He’s getting it good,” Ben said breathlessly. “You wanna take your turn and fuck him.”
“Not exactly, Ben” Bob smiled. “But | want the next best thing ... to fuck him through you.”

Ben was having too much fun to work out what Bob meant ... until he felt Bob’s hands on his
back — and his cock sliding into his ass. For an instant the shock made him stop pounding ass.
But, as he looked in the mirror and saw Randy beneath him and Bob behind him, he lost the last
shreds of inhibition and yelled, “Yeah, guys, lets fuck!”

And so the double action accelerated and Randy looked up at the reflection of his brother
getting fucked by his lover. “Come on, guys,” he yelled. “That all you got? Give it to me,
mother-fuckers. Yeah!”

Ben and Bob rose to the challenge and redoubled their efforts, with Ben in the middle. All his
young friends’ advice of how to handle a night with the two hot lovers never came close to this —
the fantasy of banging the boss’s ass while the other muscle-god pounded his. His body was
on fire as he fucked and got fucked, and he soared on a wave of adrenaline and raw lust.

Randy looked up at the mirror, saw the euphoria in the young gypsy’s face, and he knew it was
time. “Man, | can’t take any more,” he pleaded. “Fuck me, bro, make me cum ... let me feel
your jizz in my ass.” Then to Bob, “Make him shoot, buddy ... make him blow his wad in my
ass. Come on guys, you win ... finish me off ... 'm done ... make me cum.”

Bob murmured in Ben’s ear, “Come on, dude. You're the boss here. Have mercy on him.
Cum inside the big hunk’s ass ... and make me cum in yours.”
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Ben had never felt so powerful, omnipotent, as he yelled, “OK, guys, you want it, you got it.
Here it comes. Fuck you, bro ... fuck you ... yeaaah!”

Ben went first, his cock blasting semen in his brother’s ass, seconds before Bob erupted inside
him. Then Randy howled loudest of all as he reared up, grabbed his cock and shot ribbons of
cum that arched upward and splashed onto the mirror, clouding the image of the three
triumphant men, two men, and a boy taking steps into manhood.
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They collapsed in a heap on the bed, with Randy on the bottom groaning, “Shit damn that was
hot. Little brother ... hey | guess | better stop calling you ‘little brother’ eh? Man, you fuck
good. I'm so proud of you ... a chip off the old block. OK, guys, can | get back on top now?”

“Shall we let him, Ben?” Bob grinned. “Yeah, guess so,” Ben said. Then Bob became the
voice of reason.

“It's time to sleep, guys. This has been a hell of day for you, Ben — what’s known as jam-
packed and fun-filled ... well, most of it fun. You go up to the Grady House and fuck Tarzan,
then you run into those thugs and get rescued by your big brother, who brings you home and
fucks you. You're the star of the show at dinner telling your story — on camera thanks to Darius
— and you cap the day off with the big climax — butt-fucking that same big brother, your hero.

“I'd say it’s time for bed. It's Sunday tomorrow so we can sleep in late. And when | say sleep |
mean sleep. No fucking, no sucking. We all need a good night’s sleep.”

“Yes, sir,” Randy grinned and Ben flashed his mischievous smile and a mock salute with “Aye-
aye sir.” Neither one of the brothers really believed Bob’s no-sex edict but in fact that’'s how it
turned out. All three of them were so exhausted from the ‘jam-packed’ day that when they fell
asleep, with Ben nestled between them, they stayed that way all through the night.

In fact it was ten o’clock next morning before Bob woke to the sound of his cell phone buzzing.
He reached for it lazily and croaked, “Yeah? Oh yeah, hang on a minute buddy.” He got out of
bed and took the call out on the balcony. “So what’s up, Jason, how are you?”

“Oh, I'm fine ... exhausted is all. This one was a bitch of a fire, real rough on all of us ... two of
my buddies were injured. It was a close thing but they’re recovering from smoke inhalation in
hospital. Fire’s 60-percent contained so they’re releasing those of us from L.A. County. |
should be home by late afternoon.” Bob could hear the anguish in his voice.

“I'm dirty, sweaty and real bushed, but when we get back to base I'm not gonna clean up, I'm
coming straight home. You know what | miss most of all? My boy ... after this inferno up here
| want to see my cute little gypsy boy, see his smiling face and touch his smooth flesh. Where is
he, by the way? | called his cell but it went straight to voicemail.”
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“He’s right here, buddy. He spent the night with Randy and me. He’s still asleep — do you
wanna speak to him?”

“No, no, don’t wake him up, Bob, let him sleep. | may keep him up late tonight.” Bob could
hear the grin over the phone. “Thanks for taking care of him, buddy, I’'m glad he was with you
two. He was real sad when | left him and | had to go so suddenly we didn’t even have time to
make love. He was real horny so | hope you had sex with him. Did he have a good time?”

“He had a blast,” Bob said. “And I think he grew up a bit, became quite the stud. He ended up
fucking Tarzan up at the Grady house and last night he even butt-fucked Randy.”

“The little devil,” Jason chuckled. “Hey, can’t wait to see what a stud muffin he’s become,
though | hope he’s not turned into a total top. “I'm so fucking horny, man, I’'m dying to fuck his
sweet ass. The thought of that kept me going all this time. Tell him | love him and tell him he
better be there when | get home ... and to be good and ready. Hey, there’s my transportation,
gotta go. Thanks again, buddy.”

When Bob went back inside Randy and Ben were stirring and woke up as Bob sat on the bed.
“Who were you talking to, buddy?” Randy asked.

“That was Jason, calling from up north.”
“Jason?” Ben said wide-eyed. “Is he OK, sir ... is he alright?”

“He’s just fine,” Bob smiled, “though it seems he’s had a real rough time of it. He sounds done
in but he asked all about you. | told him you fucked Tarzan and fucked Randy and he was very
impressed. But | didn’t tell him about the other incident and your rescue by Randy. Didn’t want
to alarm him in the middle of a forest fire. I'll leave you to tell him that. Anyway, the good news
is he’s coming home. He’s been trying to call you and tell you.”

“Oh shit, | turned my phone off when | came up here last night. He’s coming home? | gotta go,
sirs, | gotta be there. The house was a mess when | left and | gotta have food waiting for him ...
he’ll be tired, and hungry and ...”

“Hey, cool it, kiddo,” Bob laughed. “Mostly what he’s gonna be is horny, he said. What kept
him going in that inferno up there is the thought of your ass.” Ben started to get out of bed but
Bob pushed him back down. ‘I said cool it, Ben. He won’t be home until late afternoon so
you’ve got plenty of time.” There was a knock on the door. “Ah, on cue as always. You've got
time for breakfast, at least.”

The door opened and the twins came in wheeling a trolley stacked with food and smelling of
coffee. “Breakfast for three, gentlemen?” Kevin smiled broadly. Kyle added, “You probably all
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need to build up your strength again after ...” He trailed off, raising his eyebrows as he glanced
over at the rumpled cum-stained sheets.”

“Yeah, yeah, OK, kid,” Randy grinned, “we’ve been fucking ... so what? But I'll leave you to
guess who fucked who.”

“We have a fair idea, sir,” said Kyle airily.”
“Hey, guys, why don’t you stay and eat with us?” Bob said.

“Thank you, sir,” Kevin said, “but it's Sunday brunch day so we gotta get to work. A big group
today so Danny and Brian are coming down to help us and they’re bringing Grady and Mario
with them ... when those two can drag themselves out of bed, that is.”

“Tell you what,” Bob said, “I've been neglecting you guys. What say after brunch you hang up
your aprons for once and we spend the afternoon together — just the three of us?”

“Yes please, sir,” the twins smiled in unison and left the room. Ben jumped out of bed and
hurriedly set out the breakfast on the table. “Hey, slow down, kiddo,” Bob said. “Jason won’t
be home for hours yet.”

“But the house is such a mess sir, it'll take me ages to clean up.”

“Well, as | recall you have two amigos, Eddie and Brandon. I'm sure they’ll go down with you to
Jason’s and help out. Though | suggest that you be alone when Jason comes in. ‘Good and
ready’ were his instructions.”
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Sunday brunch was usually a casual affair with guys coming and going so it wasn’t unusual
when Ben looked enquiringly at his pals Eddie and Brandon and they got up to leave. His two
friends had jumped at the chance to go to Jason’s house and help Ben get ready for the return
of the hero, if only to catch a glimpse of the gorgeous fireman in all his firefighting gear.

Before they left, Darius had a quiet word with Eddie and pressed a camera in his hand. This is
my number two, dude, you've used it before. Try to capture the homecoming on camera,
starting with a long shot of the fireman coming through the gate, then pushing in close to see
the handsome, dirt-streaked face and ... hell | don’t need to tell you the drill, kid. You’'ve been
my camera boy before. Just get everything you can without getting in the way, OK?”

The three boys drove down together to Jason’s rustic house in the trees by the arroyo, which

even in the dry season has water running along it at the edge of the garden. When they went
into the house it was, as Ben had said, a total mess.
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“Jeez, dude,” Eddie said, “what you been doing here — having an orgy?”

“I wish,” Ben said. “Jason left so suddenly | got depressed and hung out not caring about the
mess. And when Grady said to go up to the Grady House | just left everything as it was.”

“‘Don’t worry, dude,” Brandon said, “we’ll soon fix it.” Right away he began maneuvering his
wheelchair round the house, picking up clothes strewn around the bedroom and throwing them
in the laundry basket, while the other two tidied the living room and kitchen. Brandon joined
them and said, “Let’'s see what you’ve got in the fridge, dude. Your man’s gonna be hungry so
we’ll put together something cold ‘cos we don’t know exactly when he’ll get here.”

Eddie always made meals for his master, Hassan, so he was pretty efficient in the kitchen and
they soon had a bunch of food and drink spread out on the counter tops. They looked around,
pleased with the results of their combined efforts, and Eddie said, “Like | always say, guys, the
three amigos make a great team ...”

Brandon laughed, “Specially when they’re expecting a hot blond fireman to come in any minute.”

Eddie’s eyes settled on Ben and he said, “Just one thing we haven’t cleaned up — the gypsy boy
himself. Listen, kid, your fireman has spent all this time with a bunch of guys covered in soot
and stinking of sweat so the last thing he wants to see is a kid who looks and smells the same.
So get your ass in the shower and clean the fuck up.”

They all went back in the bedroom and Ben got in the shower while the other two changed the
bed with clean fresh sheets. While they waited for Ben Eddie was looking out the window and
suddenly shouted, “Hey, that’'s Jason’s truck pulling up at the gate, guys. He’s home ... he’s
home Ben!”

“Oh shit,” Ben shouted, rinsing off in the shower. He burst out of the bathroom in a panic,
dripping wet with a towel round his waist. “Quick, help me guys. What am | gonna wear?”

“No time, dude,” Brandon said. “You gotta be out there when he comes through that gate. You
gotta be the first thing he sees.”

“He’s right, dude,” Eddie said. “Go as you are ... go, go, go”

Ben ran blindly from the room, raced out into the garden, and skidded to a halt as the gate
opened and in walked Jason, still in full fireman’s gear, big boots, heavy yellow pants, bulky
jacket. He took off his helmet and ran his hand through his tousled blond hair, his handsome

face streaked with dirt and sweat.

Ben stared in awe at the stunning sight ... and let go of his towel that dropped to the ground.
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The young jock fireman gazed at the naked gypsy boy, soaking wet, water streaming from his
long black hair over his beautiful dark face and youthful body.

“Hi, kid. I'm home.”
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“Hello, sir,” Ben said shyly, rooted to the spot, buck naked. The sweltering, sweaty fireman
stared at the naked boy, with cool water running down his freshly bathed body, and he thought
he had never seen anyone more desirable than Ben looked right now.

Jason walked, then ran toward him and scooped him into his arms. He hugged him tight and
whirled him round, his legs flying out behind him. When at last he lowered his feet back on the
ground he kissed his lips hard, then said, “Oh my handsome boy, I've needed you so bad. It
was rough, kiddo, and | kept thinking of you, of this. Ben, | want you so bad.”

“I'm here for you, sir,” Ben said gently. “And | know just what you want.” He wriggled out of his
master’s arms, spread the fallen towel on the grass, lay on it on his back and gazed up at the
handsome blond fireman. “I'm all yours, sir. I'm your boy.”

“Oh shit,” Jason moaned in a near sob. “Oh man ... | need it so bad.” He stared down at the
naked gypsy boy spread out on the grass and struggled clumsily out of his heavy coat and
tossed it aside. He towered over him, the wide suspenders of his pants stretched up over his
broad shoulders, over the sweat-drenched dark blue uniform T-shirt.

He yanked open his heavy fireman’s pants, then his dark blue pants underneath and pulled out
his long, stiff cock. Ben put his hands behind his knees and pulled his legs back, offering his
ass to his master. Jason’s eyes filled with tears — relieved that the dangerous work was behind
him and overjoyed at the sight of his boy.

“I need you, kid. | need your ass. I’'m so fucking hot and horny, I’'m gonna fuck your ass, boy.”
He fell to his knees, leaned forward between Ben'’s legs and braced his hands beside his head.
Ben felt Jason’s sweat dripping down on him from his face, breathed in the pungent smell and
reached up to feel his muscles rippling under the soaking shirt. “Fuck me, sir. Please ... fuck
my ass.”

Staring into Ben’s pleading blue eyes Jason pressed his wet dick between the mounds of his
boy’s ass and, with an animal howl, plunged it deep inside him. Ben’s eyes opened wide and
he screamed as he felt the fireman’s huge cock explode in his ass, flooding it with hot sperm
that had been building inside him for days.

“Yeah,” Jason yelled, “yeah! Man that felt good, unloading my jizz in your ass. But now | gotta

really fuck you, boy ... | gotta fuck your ass long and hard.” Frenziedly Jason pushed his
suspenders off his shoulders and let them hang at his sides, then pulled off his wet T-shirt. He
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stared down at Ben, his eyes blazing, his bare, sculpted torso gleaming with sweat, his cock still
iron hard in his ass.

Ben looked up at him in a daze and said, “Yes, sir. Fuck me ... pound my ass, sir. It belongs
to you.” His voice rose to a shout ... “Fuuuck meee!”

Fueled by surging adrenaline and raw lust the young jock fireman lost all restraint. He drove his
shaft in deep again, then again and again in a building rage against the elements, pumping into
the boy’s ass all the stress and fear of the forest inferno. He leaned forward, pinned Ben’s
wrists to the grass above his head and attacked his ass in the most ferocious fuck he had ever
inflicted on his boy. He went wild, with all the pent up energy and tension of the last few days,
in his craving for softness and warmth after the savagery and heat of the fire.

It hurt ... but Ben loved it, mesmerized by the strength and passion of his master pile-driving his
ass. Thisis what it was to be the boy of a fireman, to serve him and soothe him when he came
home from war, the way in ancient times a tender, loving geisha brought sweet softness to a
warring samurai after battle. Except that Ben wasn’t soft. He wanted it hard, he wanted it to
hurt, he wanted to absorb all his master’s pain and anguish in a fitting welcome home.

Sweat poured down on him from Jason, his wet blond hair flying over his handsome face
grimacing with intensity as he pounded ass. “Shit ... fuck ... fuck you boy,” he moaned
breathlessly, using Ben as the target of all his anger and retribution against the forces of nature.
He fucked hard and long, until Ben began to feel faint and thought he would pass out.

“Sir, please sir ....” Jason looked down at Ben as if he were seeing him for the first time after
waking from a nightmare. “My boy ... my beautiful boy ... you feel so good ... | love you, boy
... l wanna cum in your sweet ass ... | wanna give you my jizz ... oh yeah, here it comes, boy ...
yeah ... yeaaah!”

For the second time Ben felt his master’s cock erupt in his ass, and this time his own cock
blasted jets of semen that rose straight up and splashed on the fireman’s naked chest.

As their cocks drained and their heartbeats subsided, only then did Jason become fully aware of
what he had just done. He withdrew his dick from Ben’s ass, and pulled him into his arms.
“Kiddo, I'm sorry ... | hurt you ... | lost it and took out all my troubles on you. Are you OK, Ben?
Shit, | hurt my boy. Tell me you’re OK, kid, and that you forgive me.”

The impish grin that Jason loved so much spread slowly over Ben'’s face. “l feel great, sir. |
loved what you did — nothing to forgive. You looked so hot and | was happy to take away all

your stress. That’s what a boy’s for, sir, to welcome his master home and make him feel good.”

“Well you sure did that, my little gypsy boy. Hell, | must stink of sweat.”
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“I'll take care of that too, sir,” Ben said. “Just lie back.” Jason fell on his back and Ben licked
his face, his neck and his chest, lapping up the fireman’s sweat and his own cum that he had
sprayed over his master. He buried his face in Jason’s armpit and inhaled the musky scent of
manhood.

Suddenly Jason caught sight of two boys coming out of the house and heading for the gate,
Eddie tiptoeing and Brandon carefully wheeling his chair. “Hey you guys. Get over here!”

They approached sheepishly and Brandon said, “We didn’t want to intrude, sir. There’s plenty
of food in the kitchen and we were just leaving.”

“The hell you are.” Jason jumped up pulled Ben to his feet and flashed his dazzling smile.
“‘How do you guys feel like hanging out here and taking care of us? Ben and me need a
shower and I'm fucking starving. And a bit later | wanna stretch my tired body in the gym here
and work out a bit, get the juices flowing again. You wanna stick around for that? | just spent
days in the forest with a bunch of grungy, sweaty firemen, so | could do with the company of
some young fresh-faced boys for a change.”

The boys stared at the hunky young fireman, stripped to the waist in his filthy yellow pants, red
suspenders dangling from his waist, and there was nothing they wanted to do more than take
care of him and their buddy Ben. Watching him work out would be a bonus.

“Hey,” Jason grinned, “that a camera you got there young Eddie? Were you watching us? Did
you get it on film?”

“Sure did, sir,” Eddie said cheekily. “Every thrust, every groan.”
“Outstanding,” Jason laughed. “We gotta check that out later.”

Ben smiled at his friends. Jason’s playful narcissism had surfaced again, a sure sign that the
strain of his tour of duty was behind him and the gorgeous, fun-loving jock, with all his roguish
vanity, was back home

Chapter 333—-“ Four Lusty Young Jocks Strut

The senior boys of the tribe go on a trip out of town. As the four oversexed, lusty young bucks
celebrate their manhood, their youthful energies find their outlet in sexual release. The horny
young jocks vent all their pent-up lust on each other in a no-holds-barred orgy, wrestling and
fucking in a writhing heap of muscular limbs and handsome, sculpted faces i four hot studs
competing for sexual dominance.
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The tribe’s Sunday gathering up at the house was lasting well into the afternoon, and had by
now split into small groups of men and boys lazing around the spacious grounds.

Bob and the twins, as Bob had promised, had gone off together to their own secret little garden
and the twins were taking care of their master as only they knew how. Still sitting at the table
were the senior boys — Darius, Pablo, Jamie and Nate — talking over a suggestion that Doctor
Steve had made to them.

He had thrown out the notion that it was about time the boys spent a few days together — they
should go on a kind of retreat, just the four of them. They all worked hard, but of course tensions
sometimes arose and Steve felt that a trip away from home and their jobs at the construction
site and the house, would do them good. They could enjoy each other’'s company while they
talked about the workings of the tribe and the overlapping roles they each played.

They had agreed with Steve’s plan and Jamie was now saying, “Course, I've got the ideal spot
... that shack in the dunes up in Guadalupe that Mark gave me. It'd be great to hang out there
— surfing, sunning, just kicking back. We four haven’t done that in a long time.” He smiled
wickedly. “Never know what kinda mischief we could get up to. What do you think, dudes?”

They grinned at each other and said in unison, “It's a deal.”

Steve thought the location was a great idea for what he had in mind. He felt it especially
important that they should also confront and resolve any tension or disagreements that
inevitably arose between four assertive young men growing into manhood and jockeying for
position in the hierarchy — not to mention their overactive youthful libidos that made for some
tricky sexual undercurrents to navigate in their attraction to each other.

“Worst thing you can do,” Steve told them, “is to ignore feelings of animosity or resentment and
paper over the cracks, because, trust me, the cracks will only get wider. Not to mix metaphors
or anything,” Steve ginned, “but it’s a pretty tangled web you guys weave and a few days of rest
and relaxation should help to un-tangle it.”

When they relayed Steve’s suggestions to their masters (Darius to Zack, Pablo to Randy, Jamie
to Mark, and Nate to Adam) the men were all for the plan. It was one of the primary imperatives
of the tribe to give as much responsibility as possible to the boys (senior and junior) and help
pave their way to manhood. There was always a danger that the boys would live too much in
their master’'s shadow and this trip would help to reassert their masculine independence.

One other metaphor often applied to the tribe was the super-efficient grapevine that spread
news and gossip with lightning speed, and it was soon humming with the senior boys’
impending trip. The seniors agreed that two boys they needed to confide in first were the twins,
Kyle and Kevin. When they emerged from the small private garden where they had been ‘taking
care’ of their master Bob, the boys waved them over to sit with them.
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After they outlined the plan Jamie said, “Dudes, you guys are at least as senior as any of us
four, you being Bob’s boys and all, so of course you're welcome to joins us. After all, you work
harder than anyone here keeping this crowd fed and you never take a break.”

The twins smiled at Jamie’s kindness. They glanced at each other and that silent
communication was enough to confirm how both brothers felt. “Thanks, guys,” said Kevin with
a big smile, “but we think we’ll stay put. Hey, think of it, all these hot men around here with
their huge sexual appetites, their boys all away, and only two senior boys to turn to.”

Kyle chuckled. “Seriously, though dudes, Bob was just saying that he and Randy would love to
spend more time with us two, and this seems like just the opportunity.”

“Besides,” Kevin said, “we’ll be in complete charge of the house. Eddie can take Nate’s place
keeping everything tidy, Brandon will substitute for Jamie in the office and Ben will be the
construction site’s chief mechanic while you're gone, Pablo.” Kevin ginned. “The little gypsy will
be thrilled to be working directly under Randy after their recent sexual shenanigans.”

“So don’t worry, dudes.” Kyle said, “Everything’s taken care of. Go off, have fun, and do all the
things we wouldn’t do.”
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Departures from the house were always something of a five-act opera, especially when the
senior boys were being seen off by the juniors, who were already feeling self-important in their
elevated roles during the senior guys’ absence. The three amigos, Eddie, Brandon and Ben,
buzzed around, taking charge of the loading of the truck, issuing orders that were ignored or
countermanded by the seniors.

The trip was catered by the twins who brought out packets of food, knowing the senior boys
limited culinary skills. They had been trained to be experts in many fields but cooking was not
one of them. “You’ve been spoiled by us,” Kevin laughed. “When did you guys last set foot in
a kitchen? Whatever you do in that shack, just don’t burn it down, is all.”

It had been decided that all four would travel in Pablo’s truck as it was the biggest and had a
double cab. When Bob had bought Randy a new heavy-duty truck he had given this one to his
boy Pablo, who rode it always with the pride of taking the boss’s place in the driver’s seat.

Jamie loaded four surfboards in the back, along with all their other gear and all four climbed
aboard — five actually if you included Pablo’s dog Billy who went everywhere with his young

master.

Pablo was the driver, of course, with Darius sitting beside him. Jamie and Nate, who had no
concern about the seating hierarchy were happy to sit together in the row behind them. And
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Billy, who had no concept of hierarchy of any kind, as long as there was a window to poke his
head out of, sat contentedly in the ample space behind the seats.

And so, to the raucous encouragement of the three amigos, they set off, four young men united
in being members of a unique tribe, but each with his own personality, background,
temperament and aspirations. All had come from humble backgrounds before being rescued by
the tribe, and all four were heavily influenced by their masters.

Darius, the first one to join Randy and Bob, was now the boy of the black muscle-hunk leather
master, Zack. He modeled himself on Zack, right down to the clothes he was wearing now —
black jeans, boots, no shirt. He also had the same macho assertiveness as Zack, taking no shit
from anyone, which came out in the boy as a confident self-awareness and a keen sense of
humor, reveling in his image of class clown.

Pablo, Darius’s boyfriend from the day he had joined the tribe, was the self-described ‘head
boy’, an image that derived not so much from his innate sense of self-worth (as it was in Darius)
but from his position as Randy’s boy and adopted son and heir. He clung to the title of ‘boss’s
boy’ and, more than any of them, tried to copy his master. But in doing so he also adopted the
master’s flaws — quick to anger and solve conflicts with his fist. He too was wearing jeans, with
a sleeveless denim shirt, just like Randy’s, hanging open over his chest.

Jamie, the tanned surfer was every bit the cop’s boy, and to some extent looked like a junior
version of the handsome, blond Mark. Mark was cool and calm with a quiet inner strength, and
so was Jamie, commanding such respect that he was often the peacemaker among the boys
when quarrels erupted. He felt no need to appear tough and was wearing his habitual surfer
trunks, flip-flops and the black tank-top that Mark usually wore when they made this same trip.

Nate was the most laidback of the bunch. With his easy-going Australian charm he was happy
to retreat every evening to the house next door to the tribe’s that he shared with the handsome
Aussie muscle-jock Adam. Despite being naturally gregarious they enjoyed each other’s
company so much that they spent a lot of time together in their small house. With no
pretensions to project any particular image to the world, Nate was wearing his usual cargo
shorts, an old T-shirt and sneakers.

Normally the workaday lives of these four diverse young men did not intercept, as Jamie was in
charge of the office, Nate ran the house, Pablo was the construction company’s head mechanic
and Darius worked exclusively with Randy and Zack. Now here they were together in this
confined space with the prospect of five days in each other’'s company, and as they drove north
there was an air of suspenseful anticipation in the cab.

To diffuse the slight tension this produced Jamie said lightly, “Hey guys, don’t you feel like we're
one of Doctor Steve’s experiments — throw a bunch of guys together and see what happens?”
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“Too true, mate,” Nate chuckled, with his pronounced Aussie accent. “Like one of those reality
shows where they lock a group of guys in a room, film how they get along with each other — or
not —and see who survives the longest. All we lack is a film crew.”

“‘Don’t you believe it, dude,” Darius laughed and waved his camera in the air. “An elite group
like this deserves my trusty camera to make a record.

That phrase ‘elite group’ hung in the air, provoking varying reactions in the boys’ minds. Their
differing internal projections of what the trip would bring reflected their diverse personalities.
But there was one thing they all had in common as they sat in such close proximity — stiff dicks!

Like all the men and boys in the tribe, these guys all had healthy, overactive libidos. They were
handsome, lusty young bucks blossoming into manhood and their youthful energies usually
found an outlet in sexual release. Sex was never far from the surface with these young men,
never more so than now in the confines of the truck with the powerful throb of its engine.

Of course, they were far too cool to admit to each other that they had boners in their pants. In
their working day when they felt horny they would simply jack off and get on with their work.
Many times Pablo or Darius would separately find a secluded space on the construction site
behind a fence or wall and quickly rub one out, usually staring surreptitiously at a shirtless
Randy or Zack, or both, as their muscles strained and ran with the sweat of hard labor.

Jamie, alone in the house’s office, would go into the bathroom, take off his shirt and stroke his
cock as he stared at the blond’s muscular torso in the mirror and imagined a bare-chested Mark.
He pictured the cop fucking him, as he surely would when he got home, and blasted a load of
jizz all over the mirror. He would quickly shove his cock back in his shorts, wipe the mirror
clean and go back to his computer.

Nate, in his daily rounds tidying the house, would get horny in the bedrooms, picking up the
men’s’ underwear and jockstraps stained with dry jism and old piss. With his dick straining for
release he would run back to his house next door and pick an old pair of Adam’s shorts out of
the dirty laundry. Holding it to his face he would look at his favorite picture of Adam stepping out
of the shower naked with a towel slung over his shoulder. Imagining the handsome Aussie’s
dick in his ass he would jerk off, then run back and get on with his work, much relieved.

But no such release was to be had now, short of each guy pulling out his dick and masturbating,
which was not about to happen. Sure they were horny, but something to do with their
masculine pride prevented them from being the first one to admit being turned on by the others.
It did cross Darius’s inventive mind that four hot guys jacking off in a truck would have made a
great opening scene for his video — but it just didn’t happen.

So the sexual tension built as they roared along the highway, while none of them so much as
touched the bulge in their pants. It was Jamie who finally broke the logjam of lust. What did it
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was his memory of the many trips he had taken up here with Mark, a memory so vivid that he
put it into words.

“Guys, whenever | come up here with Mark it gets sexual real fast. | mean, my gorgeous blond
cop always wears a black tank just like this one, and sitting next to him, our shoulders touching,
| am so fucking hard, and so is he, that we can’t wait another hour or two before we reach the
dunes. Coming up there’s a turnoff onto a gravel road that goes way over there to the right
through all that scrub.”

“Where does it lead to?” Nate asked.

“Used to end up at an old farmhouse, Mark says, but it’s long gone and there’s just a cluster of
trees now ... very secluded. Anyway, whenever we come up here we’re usually both so horny
that Mark turns off the highway, drives along the track and parks in the trees. He pulls down the
tailgate of the truck, throws me on the flat bed and yanks down my shorts. He pulls off his tank
top, whips out that huge rod of his, throws my legs in the air and fucks my ass.

“I tell ya, guys, looking up at that blond muscle god working my ass in that godforsaken place
with no sound but the wind and Mark’s heavy breathing, it's fucking intense, dudes. | grab my
cock and as soon as he gives me permission my cock blasts juice up onto his chest and | watch
my cum drip down the cleft between the mounds of his pecs. It is so fucking amazing, guys,
that when I'm alone in the office | often rub one out just thinking about it.”

There was a long heavy silence where all the boys were dying to touch their cocks but resisted
the urge. Pablo said, “You say the turn-off is coming up?”

“Yeah, small turnoff about half a mile up ahead.”

At that moment everyone knew what was about to happen and it was no surprise when Pablo
slowed down, drove off the highway and they found themselves bumping along the dirt road
headed for the distant trees.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

Pablo parked in the same spot where Mark always had. The doors of the truck flew open and
the four boys piled out. They were already ripping open their pants as they walked behind the
truck with only one thought on their mind. Billy also jumped out, made straight for a sage bush,
cocked his leg and peed copiously, then settled down to watch the action.

Nate found himself face to face with Darius and staring into his pale green eyes. They groped
each other and Nate gasped as he felt Darius’s ten-inch beer-can-thick rod. He kissed Darius’s
full lips before his knees buckled and he sank down slowly, running his hands over the smooth,
ebony black flesh, down the chiseled contours of his chest and his ripped eight-pack abs.
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As Nate sank lower he flicked his tongue out on Darius’s chest, licking the drops of sweat
running down the deep cleft between his pecs, then licked the ridges of his abs as he sank to
the ground. Kneeling before the muscular young black stud Nate buried his face in his damp,
wiry black pubic hair ... and then went to work on the massive cock.

He pressed it to his cheek to feel the full length and girth of the club against his face, and
moaned, “Dude, that feels so good.” He licked the head, then ran his tongue along the shaft
and licked the balls. Nate always loved sucking Adam’s cock but it was not as big as Darius’s
... hothing was as big as his. “Man, that is so fucking huge,” he groaned, but lust overtook his
intimidation. “l want it so bad, dude.” He took a deep breath, opened his mouth wide, sucked
in the hard round head, then let eight of the ten inches slide into his throat before having to stop.

He recalled the lessons he had learned from Eddie. Eddie was his assistant at the house but
on one thing the boy was the uncontested master — sucking cock. Nate remembered him
saying, “If the cock’s too big it don’t matter if you can’t swallow it all. What counts is what you
do to the part you can swallow.” And now, trembling with excitement and stroking his own cock,
Nate applied all Eddie’s other lessons to the eight inches of dark meat filling his mouth.

Meanwhile Pablo was determined to play the dominant top-man by copying (unwisely as it
turned out) Jamie’s description of what Mark had done on this same spot. He pulled down the
truck’s tail gate and said to Jamie, “Sit on it, dude.”

With his mind still on Mark fucking him on the truck Jamie sat in the tailgate, his legs hanging
over the edge. He pulled his shorts down, kicked them off, and lay on his back on the flatbed.
Pablo spat in his palm as Randy always did, and rubbed his spit over his cock. “Get ready,
surfer-boy,” he growled as he lifted Jamie’s legs in the air and pushed his wet dick in his ass.

Jamie remembered how this felt when the cop drove his cock in him ... and it sure didn’t feel
like this. No one fucked like Mark, not even the determined ‘head boy’, and as Jamie looked up
at Pablo’s handsome face and watched the muscular body flexing over him he tried to imagine
Mark ... and failed.

Not that it wasn’t a good fuck. As in all things Pablo copied Randy and now pounded Jamie’s
ass with what he called a Randy fuck, the ultimate in man-on-man action, a fierce, pile-driving
penetration that drove men wild ... when Randy did it.

Pablo was real good, but nobody could compete with the image of the muscle-god cop Jamie
was searching for. Pablo looked hot, with his striking Mestizo features, high cheek bones and
strong clenched jaw as he ramrodded his blond buddy’s ass. But his mistake had been to try to
compete with Mark, to duplicate his action ... and that was an obvious non-starter.

And Pablo knew it. He fucked like an expert and his cock felt good in Jamie’s ass, but Pablo

knew the look in a guy’s eyes when he was driving the guy crazy ... and Jamie was not going
crazy. Instead he closed his eyes and moaned, “Thank you, sir. | love you, sir.”
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It was obvious Jamie couldn’t get Mark out of his mind and it was the cop’s dick he was feeling
in his ass. So Pablo cut his losses. Hearing Darius’s voice over his shoulder groaning, “Go for
it, dude, shit that feels great, eat that cock, boy,” Pablo pulled abruptly out of Jamie’s ass and
turned his attention to Darius who was getting a voracious blow-job from Nate.

Pablo was always turned on by his lover's ebony muscles flexing as he fucked, and he watched
mesmerized as Darius grabbed Nate’s head and pulled it back and forth on his cock, careful not
to choke him with his lethal weapon. Then Pablo turned his attention to the well-built young
Aussie on his knees, muscles rippling in his back as he held onto Darius’s hips, slurping and
drooling as he ate his dick.

Now there, thought Pablo, was a dude who would go apeshit for a macho guy like him. He
knew Nate got fucked regularly by that hot Aussie master of his, but Nate’s mind wasn'’t
currently fixed on Adam the way Jamie’s was on Mark. Darius’s massive dick was enough to
drive all thoughts of anyone else from a boy’s mind. So he was ripe for the plucking.

Nate was kneeling back on his haunches while he concentrated on the thick black club, but
Pablo leaned down, grabbed Nate’s hips and pulled his ass up so he was kneeling on all fours —
the perfect target. “That’s it boy ... just what | need,” Pablo murmured. He knelt behind him,
grabbed his hips again ... and plunged his wet, rock-hard shaft into the Aussie’s ass.

“Aaagh!” With the sudden jolt of pain in his ass Nate reflexively yanked his head back off
Darius’s cock, but Darius instantly shoved his dick back in. Forced to focus again on the huge
dick filling his mouth, the pain in Nate’s ass lessened and he began to relax into the rhythm of
getting fucked at both ends. Nate had often admired the two hot lovers and now here they were
spit-roasting him.

Pablo grinned at Darius. “Let’s give it to him, buddy. Fuck him good.”

Darius sensed that Pablo was getting carried away, as he often did when trying to prove he was
as tough as Randy, and he cautioned, “Not so hard, dude. We don’t want the guy to flake out
on us. Do it like Randy does — hot and heavy, then gentle. That's what drives them crazy.”

Darius had deliberately pushed exactly the right button — the Randy button — and Pablo slowed
down, then alternated between light and heavy, teasing the ass so Nate felt the exquisite
frustration of denied orgasm that Randy was famous for.

Stroking his cock, Jamie watched in awe as his buddy Nate got spit-roasted by the two lovers,
satisfied that his young Aussie friend was in hog heaven. He was impressed by the dark-haired
Mestizo working on the ass, but he admired even more Darius’s skill at matching the alternating
rhythm of Pablo’s fuck, doing to Nate’s face what Pablo was doing to his ass. Jamie smiled at
Darius and said softly, “Beautiful, dude. Poetry in motion. Shit, man, you look so hot like that.”
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Darius flashed him a gleaming smile, his dazzling white teeth contrasting with his handsome
ebony features. The muscles of his perfect physique rippled as he eased back and forth in
Nate’s mouth, and Jamie was blown away by how stunning he looked. Focusing on Darius’s
wide, smiling mouth and the full lips Jamie suddenly knew exactly what he wanted.

The spit-roast threesome were real close to the back of the truck, with Darius facing it. Jamie
leapt up onto the truck, stood on the tailgate and stroked his cock inches from the sculpted
black face.

Darius grinned again, his green eyes fixed on Jamie towering over him, buck naked except for
the black tank stretched over his chest. “You're a rock star, dude. | swear, blond California
surfers don’t come any hotter’'n that — an honest to god muscle-jock. And you’re the boy of the
most gorgeous badass cop in town. So what you gonna do with that rod you got in your fist,
surfer-boy?” Darius’ left his mouth half open, his lips parted seductively.

Jamie flashed his own smile as he pulled the tank off over his head. “You know damn well
what I’'m gonna do with it, stud.” He wound the tank into a rope, reached forward and draped it
round the back of Darius’s neck, holding both ends in one hand in front of him. “What the fuck
do you think I'm gonna do?” He tugged on the tank. “You're mine now. Open up, big guy.”

Darius’s mouth sagged open, Jamie used the tank to pull his face forward until it was sliding
over the full length of his cock. The green eyes sparkled as they looked up at Jamie. “You've
never looked hotter than you do now, dude, with a young jock’s stiff rod in that gorgeous black
mouth. Keep fucking my buddy Nate’s face, stud, ‘cos | sure as hell am gonna fuck yours.”

With the tank wrapped round Darius’s neck Jamie pulled it toward him repeatedly, forcing his
face forward onto his cock that drove deeper and deeper down his throat. Darius had plenty of
experience sucking his master Zack’s massive shaft, but still he gagged as his face was yanked
hard onto Jamie’s dick and his face smashed into the thick tangle of Jamie’s blond pubic hair.

“Yeah, that’s it, cock-sucker, eat my sweaty pubes, boy. | wanna see how a black leather-boy
eats a blond jock’s hunk of meat.”

And so Jamie added the last stunning feature to the spectacular senior-boy orgy, four beautiful
young men all fucking in sync. At the top of the pile, standing on the truck, the naked young
surfer flexed his washboard abs as his cock pistoned in the leather-boy’s sexy mouth.

Standing his ground before him, the young black buck swallowed hard as his own cock drove
into the willing mouth of the hot young Aussie on his knees getting spit roasted by the muscular
alpha male Mestizo pile-driving his ass from behind.

Sitting quietly on the ground nearby Billy cocked his head to one side, watching curiously, trying
to make out where one boy began and another ended.
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The two boys not muffled by cock howled in triumph. “Fuck you,” boy, Pablo yelled at Nate.
“Yeah, feel your master’s rod pounding your hot Aussie ass, boy.” And Jamie, less
dominantly, grinned down at Darius’s green eyes. “Man, that face is so beautiful munching on
my dick. Oh yeah, let me watch that hot black buck get his handsome face jackhammered by a
tough young surfer-jock.”

This wild, desolate place seemed outside of time and space as the horny youths vented all their
pent-up lust on each other, fucking, sucking, slurping, groaning in a writhing heap of muscular
limbs, pounding bodies and handsome, radiant faces. They were in their own world, the world
of the tribe, the lusty young men of the tribe indulging in carnal pleasures that celebrated their
growth into manhood.

But, as boundless as their energy seemed, the orgy had to come to a climax. And it was the
self-styled leader of the group, the ‘boss’s boy’ Pablo, who called the final shots. “Guys, my
balls are bursting ... | gotta bust my load ... you with me?”

Darius and Nate mumbled their assent into the gag of the cocks filling their mouths and Jamie
yelled jubilantly, “Let’s do it, guys. Hey, are we a tribe or not? Let’s proveit. Let's cum
together, dudes.”

The last word went to Pablo as he pounded Nate’s ass faster. “OK, men .... Now!”

It was as if a bolt of lightning had struck the heaving mass of bodies that tensed, stiffened, and
then thrashed in the throes of climax as their cocks exploded — Pablo in Nate’s ass, as Nate’s
cock poured jizz on the ground beneath him. Jamie and Darius blasted their loads deep down
their buddie’s throats, then pulled their dicks out and splashed the last of their sperm over the
faces whose sagging jaws dripped with cum.

From down below Nate was at last free to speak and yelled, “Good on ya mates. That was
fucking brilliant. Hell, I'm never gonna wash my face again.”

“Me neither,” Darius laughed, licking Jamie’s cum as it ran down his face into his mouth. “Mmm,
never knew a surfer’s jism tasted so good.”

“Great for the complexion too, big guy,” Jamie grinned. “Let me know when you want more. All
you have to do is open your mouth.”

But the last went to Billy. Having watched the show with all the interest a canine could muster

he now raised his head and howled to the wind — whether in approval, reproach or just plain
confusion only Billy knew.
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As they lay together on the ground catching their breath and letting their heartbeats subside, the
boys all felt a new kind of freedom — not just the release of pent up sexual desire and the spilling
of juice. They had a sense of personal liberation, four virile young men together, equals, free to
express the love and lust they shared as a tight group but also as unique individuals emerging
from the clumsy chrysalis of adolescence into the bright-winged confidence of manhood.

Did they still think and act like their masters? Of course they did, just as all young men reflect
the traits of their parents, except that with these guys it was not genetic but a conscious desire
to be like the men they loved and admired. The trick was to slowly loosen the ties that bind and
emerge from the shadow of their masters.

Of course none of these considerations were consciously felt right now. All they knew was that
they had just had terrific sex that had set the mood for a fun weekend with good buddies. It had
also melted any shards of ice that had existed, and established a newfound intimacy among
them as they pulled on their clothes and climbed back in the truck.

It was a much noisier group that now barreled up the highway, as the young men talked about
the workings of the tribe, shared stories of their masters and the junior boys and laughed
boisterously over some of the wilder happenings from the past.

When at last they arrived at the dunes and bumped over the sandy track that ran behind
Jamie’s shack they had only one thought between them ... to strip naked and plunge into the
waves. “Lastone in gets gang-fucked,” yelled Darius as they piled out of the truck, ripped off
their clothes and raced each other over the hot sand.

The seagulls were treated to the amazing sight of four gorgeous, naked young jocks, their
muscular bodies gleaming in the hot sun, yelling and screaming as they pounded toward the
surf and launched themselves into the blessed coolness of the waves, accompanied by the
ecstatic, yelping Billy.

It was a feature of these dunes that they were almost always deserted. The beach was remote
and hard to get to, with no populations anywhere close pining for the shore. There were other
beaches with easier access and more amenities that attracted tourists and locals alike, and this
stretch of the dunes was rarely visited, leaving the pristine wilderness to more intrepid
adventurers like our guys.

Only the seagulls were witness to the roughhousing, wrestling and good-natured combat that
churned the waters close to shore. The birds wheeled and screamed above, whether in protest
or delight it was impossible to tell. Like it or not, men and birds were to share the beach for the
next few days — though the behavior of the birds was probably more predictable than that of the
hot-blooded boys.
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An hour or so later calm had come to the beach and even the seagulls were quietly bobbing on
the ocean swells. The gear had been unloaded from the truck and the surfboards leaned in
readiness against the wall of the shack. The guys were sprawled on the shack’s patio, feasting
on the treats prepared by the twins and helping themselves to the limitless supply of beer.

“No surfing after we've been drinking,” warned Jamie, and the only reaction was a swift glance
of minor annoyance from Pablo. If there were orders to be given they should come from the
boss’s boy, he thought. But the others greeted the admonition with casual indifference. After
all the vigorous activity on the way up here and then in the waves, all they wanted to do right
now was laze and let their minds wander.

Nate was the one whose thoughts were most occupied with reminiscences of the past, as it was
in this very place where he had stumbled across his first men of the tribe.

A native of Sydney, Australia he had come to California all alone as a tourist. He had been
exploring these remote dunes when he had seen, from the top of a dune, Mark and Jamie
working out on the beach. He had watched in amazement as Mark had tied the young surfer to
the workout bench, whipped him with a towel and then fucked his ass.

Nate’s reminiscences were interrupted by Darius saying to Pablo, “Hey, hotshot, Zack asked
me, while I’'m here, to go and check on his shack a few miles down the beach. Wanna stroll
down there with me?” As lovers, he and Pablo spent a lot of time together at the worksite, in
the house and in bed — but now the thought of time alone together in the wide expanses of this
magical place appealed to Pablo.

“‘How about you two?” Darius asked, mostly out of politeness, but Jamie grinned, “Thanks, dude
but Nate and me wanna stay right here talking over old times. After all, this place has special
memories for us.”

“Sure,” Darius grinned knowingly. “Have fun, guys ... won'’t be gone long.”

Jamie and Nate watched the two lovers walk away down the beach, with Billy beside them
splashing happily through the shallow surf, their figures growing smaller and smaller until they
disappeared in the distant mist of spray blowing off the waves. Jamie turned and grinned at
Nate. “Just now you had that faraway look in your eyes, Nate. Not hard to guess what you
were thinking about.”

“Too right, mate,” the young Aussie chuckled, “but | wasn’t that far away ... | was right here as a
matter of fact. It was the sight of that workout bench over there on the sand that got me going.
Hell, watching from over that dune and seeing Mark tie you to that bench and fuck your ass was
the most exciting thing | had even seen. | jerked off and when that gorgeous cop came inside
you | blasted the biggest load | had ever shot. Too bad those two skinhead blokes came along
and beat up on me, calling me a faggot.”
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“Yeah,” Jamie said, “that word is like a red rag to a bull for Mark. That’s why he was so brutal
to those jerks, and had them screaming for mercy. But he saved your ass and I’'m glad he did,
‘cos he left it for me to ... well, you remember.”

“And it's something I'll never forget, mate. | had never been with a man before, though | had
jerked off thinking about it a lot, and certainly never taken a dick up my ass. Until yours, right
there in front of the shack. You were the first bloke ever to fuck me ... and I'm real glad it was
you. They say you always fall in love with the first guy to fuck you ... and | sure fell in love with
you, mate, hook, line and sinker.” His eyes became moist. “And ... and | still am in love with
you, Jamie. | still am — to this day.”

Jamie moved close to him on the deck and put his arm round him. “| feel the same way about
you, Nate. Trouble is we don’t spend enough time together. | mean, I've got Mark and you
have that gorgeous stud Adam and our first duty is to them, of course.”

“Too true, mate, but you know what? When I'm feeling horny during the day | jerk off — like
most young blokes do, | guess. Usually | fantasize about Adam, but sometimes | jack off
thinking about you, tied naked to that bench. And | imagine Mark fucking you like he did that
day. And sometimes | even put myselfin ...” Nate stopped and blushed deeply, so Jamie
finished his sentence.

“... you put yourself in Mark’s place and it's you ploughing the ass of the blond surfer tied to the
bench.” Nate turned away in embarrassment but Jamie pulled his face back toward him and
kissed him. It was a kiss that built into a heavy make-out session, hugging, licking nipples,
crotch grabbing through their shorts.

When they paused for breath Jamie said, “Hey, dude, you’ve been in this tribe long enough to
know that everything’s possible — not much is off limits. And we gotta do something with these
boners, don’t we?” He reached over to a corner of the patio and grabbed two short lengths of
rope lying there, left over from Mark and Jamie’s previous sex games. “Here, tie these round
each of my wrists.”

Emboldened by the eager tone of Jamie’s voice and the sparkle in his eyes Nate did as
instructed. He turned out to be quite the expert and smiled, “Adam and me sometimes do this

and he even taught me Randy’s escape knot. OK, what now, mate?”

They went down from the patio onto the sand and over to the workout bench. “It was in this
exact same place that day,” murmured Nate pensively.

“And | was right here,” grinned Jamie, lying on his back on the bench and letting his arms flop
over the sides. “You say you recall that day perfectly, so you must know what Mark did next.”
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“Too right, mate” Nate said and fell on his knees in the sand. He pushed Jamie’s forearms
under the bench, reached under it and, after some fumbling, managed to tie together the ends
of the ropes round Jamie’s wrists.

He jumped to his feet and gazed in awe at the hot young jock in just his board shorts tied to the
bench. His arms stretched over the sides of the bench and curled under it with his wrists tied
firmly beneath it. He was tied so tight that his biceps bulged, pressed against the bench, and
his shoulders flexed hard with the strain.

“Oh shit, Jamie, you look so fucking beautiful like that.” Nate walked round the bench, watching
the hot young surfer struggling, pulling at the ropes binding him, and making his muscles ripple
under the bright sun. Nate picked up a bottle of water and poured it over Jamie’s shorts, making
them cling even tighter to his slim hips and showing off the bulge of his cock under them.

“Man, that looks hot. Now | know why Mark tied you down before fucking you. And why he did
this ...” Nate grabbed a wet towel hung over the patio rail, twisted it into a rope and held one
end letting it dangle from his hand. But he hesitated to do what came next.

‘Do it, man,” Jamie said. “You got me where you want me. Think what Mark did when he saw
me like this, his helpless captive. Think how that macho cop felt.”

“Yeah,” Nate snarled as the fantasy came alive. His raised his arm and slammed the wet towel
across Jamie’s chest, making the muscular jock howl and writhe, struggling to get free. The
sight of the helpless surfer spurred Nate on to more lashes, turned on by Jamie’s handsome,
tanned face thrashing from side to side, his tangled blond hair flying over his face as his
magnificent body got towel-whipped.

By now Nate’s cock was so hard in his shorts that he felt pre-cum ooze from it and he knew he
would cream his shorts unless he stopped. He threw down the towel and turned away, linking
his hands behind his head, pacing round the bench but not daring to look down. When his cock
stopped throbbing he opened his eyes and once again drank in the spectacular sight of the near
naked surfer clad only in the wet trunks clinging to his waist and crotch.

Instinctively he dropped to his knees and clamped his mouth over the shape of Jamie’s hard
cock, pursing his lips and sucking in the wet fabric. “Dude,” Jamie said urgently, “careful, I'm
so close you'll make me shoot.”

In a frenzy of lust now the virile young Aussie climbed on the bench and lay face down on top of
Jamie, pressing down hard, their cocks grinding together while they kissed voraciously. When
Nate felt his climax approaching he pulled his face back and Jamie stared up at him. “Dude,
we’re both so close, but you know what | want ... what Mark gave me while you watched and
beat off. Fuck me, dude. Fuck my ass ... please.”
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That did it. Hearing the blond muscle jock begging to get his ass ploughed drove away any
lingering inhibitions from Nate’s mind and freed him to fantasize. He leapt to his feet, went to
the patio and grabbed a jar of lube he had seen there. He dropped his shorts, greased up his
rock-hard dick and stood at the foot of the bench gazing down at the bound jock.

Caught up in the fantasy of the moment that derived from that long-ago vision of the captive
surfer taking the cop’s dick in his ass, Nate was transformed from everyone’s laid-back fun-
loving pal to a single-minded top-man burning to fuck. He reached down, grabbed the bottom
of Jamie’s surfer trunks, pulled them off and tossed them aside.

As Jamie’s tanned muscled body writhed in bondage Nate taunted him. “Yeah, look at you, boy,
butt naked. Not so sure of yourself now, eh, surfer boy? You're helpless and your ass is mine.
That hot muscle-jock is gonna get fucked up the butt and there’s nothing he can do about it.”

Standing astride the bench Nate pushed Jamie’s legs in the air and growled, “Here it comes,
boy. Your ass is mine.” He pushed his cock between the white globes of Jamie’s ass and
plunged it deep in his soft, velvet ass. “Aaagh.” Their simultaneous shouts echoed in the
dunes and were carried away by the wind. Nate pulled back and drove in again in the first of
many pile-driving thrusts into the surfer’s ass.

Jamie had never seen Nate like this. No more the modest young boy, he had been transformed
into a dominant top-man, endowed with the toughness of a typical rugged Aussie, like the hot
muscle-stud Adam. “You look so fucking hot, man. Fuck me, dude. Let me feel your dick
pounding my ass.”

They were both so close to their climax that Nate slowed down and gradually the fantasy of
bondage and domination morphed into the reality of two good buddies fucking on the beach. As
Nate fucked slowly and they stared into each other’s eyes they smiled with a hint of mischief.
“Good on ya mate,” Nate said. “That was fucking brilliant and you’ve never looked hotter than
you do now. | love you, Jamie, now more than ever.”

Jamie smiled, “Man, you have become one hot fucking stud. Never seen you like this before —
such a fucking turn on. But you've brought me so close, dude, | can’t hold back much longer.
Let me cum for you, Nate, and look at you while you bust a load in my ass.”

Nate leaned forward between Jamie’s legs so their faces were inches apart and Jamie said, I
love you too, buddy. Kiss me.” Their lips came together, their tongues probed and they
breathed each other’s breath as their cocks finally released their pent—up loads, Nate’s flowing
into Jamie’s warm, velvet ass while Jamie’s splashed up between the ridges of his rippling abs.

Nate pulled his cock out, reached under the bench and pulled the safety cord, releasing Jamie’s
wrists. He fell on top of Jamie and said softly, “We’ll always be best mates, won’t we, Jamie?”
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Jamie wrapped his arms rounds him and laughed. “Best mates ... fuck buddies ... dream
weavers ... and as they say these days, best friends forever. And we’ll make sure Mark and
Adam get to know each other better and we’ll be one of the hottest foursomes in the tribe.
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They gazed at each other for a while, then got up and ran into the waves to wash off. A few
minutes later they were sitting on the porch again, much more relaxed now that the sexual
tension had been released. They naturally gravitated to talking about the boys in the tribe,
especially the other two senior boys they were with on this trip.

“I've always loved Darius,” Nate said, “like everyone else does. He’s so strong and confident
but always good-natured and so much fun. A ten-inch dick doesn’t hurt either,” Nate grinned,
“except maybe to the guy on the receiving end of it. Hell, Darius was the first guy to join Randy
and Bob so he’s really the most senior of us all but you’d never know it. | mean, he’s so damn
gorgeous but he never throws his weight around.” He paused. “l wish Pablo could be a bit
more like that.”

“Yeah,” Jamie shrugged, “well the difference between those two is that Darius is totally secure
in himself — Pablo not so much. Pablo is always trying to be like Randy and that’s a tough act
to pull off. That's why, unlike Darius, he does throw his weight around sometimes, all that
boss’s boy crap that nobody really buys. Underneath all that he has a good heart and protects
the other boys as fiercely as Randy.

“He fucks good too,” Nate grinned. “What he did to me on the way up here was awesome.”

“Yeah, Pablo’s a hot looking stud and knows how to fuck. He learned that from Randy. Even
so, | personally think that his insecurity is basically sexual. | mean, think of Pablo’s best

physical feature apart from a great physique. His ass, right? The most sensational ass in the
tribe. And, here’s the thing, he loves to get fucked. What he loves most in life is when Randy
calls him into his office on the construction site, pulls down his dungarees and pounds his ass.

“And every night he takes all of Darius’s ten inches up his butt. But think of it, Nate — Pablo’s
trying to be just like his dad Randy, the biggest, baddest alpha stud of all time who fucks like a
jackhammer. And here’s his boy who'’s a bottom boy at heart, and Pablo knows it. No wonder
he falls short of Randy’s top-man image, and that’'s why he does this macho boss’s boy act all
the time.” Jamie chuckled. “Talk about over-compensating!”

Nate nodded. “Yeah, you're right — never thought of it like that. But I've noticed that Darius

never lets him get away with that crap. Maybe Pablo needs someone to bring him down a peg
or two — maybe teach him a lesson in public — and Darius is just the guy to do that.”
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As a matter of fact, two miles down the beach, Darius and Pablo were having a conversation
that kind of proved Jamie’s point. As they jogged with Billy toward Zack’s shack they too were
talking about the other boys. Or rather, Pablo was talking and Darius was listening ... and
frowning. Pablo was in full bossy-senior-boy mode, talking about the juniors and how they
should be handled, as if he were their handler, master of them all.

“And it’s not only the junior boys either. When | was fucking Nate | realized that guys like him
and Jamie sometimes need to be reminded who'’s boss around here. | mean, they do whatever
the fuck they want, and Mark and Adam let them ‘cos they think the sun shines out of their
backsides. Randy would never let the guys in his crew get away with that. He rules that
construction site with a rod of iron.”

Darius had had enough and sighed deeply. “Dude, that’s bullshit. First of all, the boys in the
tribe are not guys on your crew, they’re your buddies. And second of all, a rod of iron sure as
hell ain’t the way to deal with your buddies ... they don’t even need to be ‘dealt’ with. And last
of all, who the hell made you the King of the Gypsies anyway?”

But Pablo was on a roll and scarcely paid attention. “I love, Jamie, you know that, but just
because he’s the cop’s boy he sometimes has this quiet, smug smile on his face that I'd like to
wipe off it.”

“Dude, that quiet smile is the smile of a decent guy who has no hang-ups about himself, no
insecurities.”

“All the same I'd like to change the look. You know what I'd like to see, dude? You know that
old door frame that’s still standing in the sand in front of the shack, where lots of guys have
been tied, spread-eagled, at the mercy of another guy fucking him. Well I'd like to see one of
the senior boys tied to it and get group fucked by the other three. And my number one choice
for fuckee on this trip would be Jamie.”

Darius sighed again. As he looked at the eagerness on Pablo’s handsome face and the gleam
in his slanted, Mestizo eyes, his heart went out to him. Pablo had been his lover for a long time
and Darius was crazy about him and admired the way he had grown from a young grease-
monkey mechanic into a strong, handsome young stud.

He loved Pablo’s crooked smile, his energy, his loyalty to Randy, the way he looked like an
eager young boy in his dungarees held up by a single strap over one shoulder, and the way that
same guy crawled into bed each night and offered his spectacular ass to him. If only ... if only
he could shed that crazy tough-guy image he had of himself and accept that he was just one of
the boys ... their equal ... and, by the way, the one who just loved to get butt fucked.

“Well, kiddo,” he said wearily, “nothing | can say will change your mind, | can see that. So, let’s
go for it.”
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Yeah, nothing he could say, that was true, but there was plenty he could do. Darius had a plan.
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Jamie and Nate had lazed long enough and were now stretching their limbs in a light workout,
using the bench for bench-presses and the old door frame for chin-ups. The frame, firmly
entrenched in the sand, was the only survivor of an old shed that had long since fallen victim to
the weather, the salt air and sand-blasting effect of the winds. As Pablo had told Darius, it had
often been used by men of the tribe in the way Pablo had described, in sex games, both light-
hearted and occasionally deadly serious.

“They’re coming back,” said Nate, dropping down from the frame’s crossbar and catching sight
of the figures growing larger as they ran along the beach toward them. When Darius and Pablo
arrived it was Jamie’s turn to do chin-ups and he had taken Nate’s place in the doorframe.

Jamie saw a determined look on Pablo’s face which he recognized from the past. But he also
saw a gleam in Darius’s eye that he also recognized, along with a broad smile and a raise of the
eyebrows.

“‘Don’t let us interrupt you, dude,” Pablo said. “As a matter of fact you’re in just the right place
for what me and Darius had in mind.” As he talked Pablo walked over to the bench and picked
up the two ropes that Nate had dropped on the sand after freeing Jamie.

“See, we think it's time we kicked this party into high gear. There are four of us, right, so we
think that one of us should be designated to ... to take the other three dicks in his ass. We
pulled straws to decide on the victim, and the winner is ... you Jamie. Stay right where you are.
Get him dude.”

Pablo threw one of the ropes to Darius and they each grabbed one of Jamie’s wrists and hauled
them to the upper corners of the doorframe. Taken by surprise Jamie’s natural instinct was to
resist but he caught a sly wink from Darius and knew there was more to this than met the eye.

Within seconds Jamie’s wrists were securely tied and his body was stretched in bondage in the
frame. “Hey, mates,” Nate protested, “this ain’t cool. A guy has to agree to something like this,
you can’t force him ...”

But he stopped when he saw Darius smile at him behind Pablo and hold his finger to his lips for
silence. Something was up, and though Nate wasn’t sure what, he decided to go along with it.

Darius ran into the shack, came out with his camera and trained it on Jamie. “Outstanding,

dude. A gorgeous blond surfer, his board shorts clinging to his hips, his stunning body
stretched in bondage struggling to get free. Now this is definitely one for the archives.”
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“Sure is,” Pablo gloated. “Ain’t so confident now, eh dude? That smile’s gone from your face,
you're helpless and your cop won'’t come and save you this time. | like watching your struggle,
man, but those muscles ain’'t gonna help. Darius, get plenty of footage of the cop’s boy tied up
waiting to get gang fucked by his buddies. We'll screen it to the whole tribe ... they're gonna
love it.”

Darius did just that, turned on by the act of filming this homoerotic scene which would certainly
be shown to the tribe. Except that it wouldn’t be the main feature ... only the preview. He
eventually lowered the camera and said, “Dude, he’s struggling good, so go and check those
ropes, make sure they’re good and tight.”

Pablo swaggered over to Jamie, pressed against him, chest to chest, and reached up to check
on the ropes, smiling triumphantly into Jamie’s eyes. Focused as he was on Jamie and the
ropes Pablo didn’t see Darius put down the camera and motion to Nate for help. Taking his
cue from Darius Nate ran with him behind the door frame. They reached up and each pulled the
cord of the escape knots the boys always used.

In a whirl of action Jamie pulled free, grabbed one of Pablo’s wrists and Darius the other. “What
the fuck ...?” Pablo yelled, taken totally by surprise. Nate held him in place while the others
tied his wrists and he took Jamie’s place stretched in the doorframe.

For good measure Darius got two more ropes from the patio and he and Jamie tied Pablo’s
ankles to the bottom of the frame. All three guys stood back and got a good look at the
handsome boss’s boy spread-eagled, his muscles stretched to the four corners of the frame and
gleaming in the sun as he struggled mightily to get free.

Pablo went apeshit, yelling obscenities at his captors, raining threats down on them that they all
knew he was helpless to carry out. “Save your voice, dude,” Darius smiled. “You ain’t going
nowhere. Not ‘il you've been good and ploughed by three horny young bucks here. Hey guys,
come here and get a good look at the hottest ass in the west.

They crowded behind Pablo, admiring the perfect white globes. Jamie and Nate together
slapped them lightly and Darius dropped to his knees, spread the cheeks and pushed his
tongue deep in the hole. “No!” Pablo howled. “Motherfuckers, this ain’t what we planned. Get
away from me, my ass is off-limits to you dickheads. Take your fucking hands off me.”

“Okey-dokey,” Darius said, standing up and beckoning the other two to join him. He got a big
blanket from the patio and spread it on the ground ten feet in front of the helpless Pablo. “You
heard what the man said, guys, he don’t want us to touch him. No sweat, dudes, there’s plenty
of other prime flesh around here. It's a sunny afternoon, got the beach to ourselves, only one
thing to do on a day like this ... let’s fuck guys.”
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They sprawled on the blanket and started to kiss and grope each other. Darius cupped one
hand over Jamie’s ass, the other over Nate’s and said, “Mmm, two gorgeous asses, ten inches
of top-grade black beef, stiff as a pole ... match made in heaven. Man, I'm gonna enjoy this.”

It was a scene from a porn movie, the arrogant, macho young muscle-jock, self-styled boss’s
boy, helplessly spread-eagled, struggling desperately, yelling threats and obscenities. “You
sons of bitches, I'll fucking kill you. You wait ‘til Randy hears of this. I'm his boy, dammit. Stop
what you’re doing and cut me loose. That’s an order.”

The guys ignored him as they writhed together on the ground, cranking up the juice for a three-
way fuck. Jamie grinned at Darius, “So what’s next, big guy? What are we waiting for?”

Darius flashed his roguish smile. “We’re waiting for the boss’s boy to beg, dude. Shouldn’t take
long.”

Chapter334-“ The Revenge Of The Jocks"’

Determined to defl at e c gackKkbuddi®semdy theé mrnagrgphic sighti s mu s ¢
of the swarthy, macho Mestizo bound naked, his stunning, spread-eagled body writhing on

humiliating display. The tri bebés senior men, al/l al o poffs, i ndul
T the black leather-master, Zack; the handsome airline crewman Adam; boss Randy and the

cop Mark, staring at superman Bob.

In a towering rage worthy of his master Randy, Pablo tugged furiously at the ropes binding his
hands and feet.

Even though the other boys all felt this was what Pablo deserved as a way of deflating his ego,
they had to admire the homoerotic sight of the handsome, black-haired Mestizo stretched naked
in the door frame, his rippling muscles gleaming in the sun as he writhed on humiliating display.
It was with some reluctance that they tore their gaze away and concentrated on each other.

And although this was a performance with a purpose — to drive Pablo crazy — they meant to
enjoy it. Darius took the lead, making Jamie and Nate lie on their stomachs and stroking their
asses in turn in rapt admiration. “Oh man, this is a big dick’s dream ... two perfect asses
flexing in anticipation of ten long black inches sliding in.”

“No!” Out of the corner of his eye Darius saw Pablo struggling even more desperately and
thought, ‘good, it's working’. But they all ignored the objections of the helpless young stud and
helped Darius put on the show he had planned.
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He bent his head and buried his face first in Jamie’s ass, then Nate’s, slurping noisily for Pablo’s
benefit. When he pulled back, spit oozing down his stubbled chin, he said, “OK, you first, Nate.
Long time since me and you tangled. You think you’re ready for a hunk of prime black beef in
your ass, dude?”

“Go for it, mate ... there’s lube over by the bench press.” Darius went over to the bench,
deliberately passing close to Pablo but ignoring him. He grabbed the lube, dipped his fingers in
and spread a wad on his long, hard dick. He pushed Nate’s legs apart, knelt between them
and eased his cock between his cheeks and into his ass. “Mmm, that feels so good,” Nate
moaned into the blanket. “Fuck me, dude.”

As Darius moved gently in and out of Nate’s ass Pablo’s raw anger was tinged with a conflicting
mix of other emotions — resentment, confusion, desire, and other more subtle sensations that
blurred his image of himself as a tough authoritarian. The more he focused on Darius’s cock
sliding into Nate’s butt the quicker his alpha-male facade crumbled and the less he struggled.
And the harder his own cock grew.

Darius signaled to Jamie by looking back over his own shoulder and Jamie followed his line of
vision to ... the cheeks of Darius’s ass, flexing as he fucked. Jamie grinned, realizing what
Darius had in mind for him (and another torment for Pablo) and he got up on his knees behind
him. The sight of Darius fucking his buddy Nate had given Jamie a stiff boner and he now
dipped his fingers in the lube, greased up Darius’s ass, and pushed his cock deep inside it.

The reactions of the three young men were immediate and ecstatic, but Pablo’s was the very
reverse. As he watched his lover Darius fucking Nate and getting fucked by Jamie his own ass
was on fire. He imagined the sensations they were feeling ... and he wanted it desperately. As
Jamie had said earlier to Nate, Pablo had a sensational ass and loved getting it ploughed.
Despite the swaggering macho image he projected to the world he was a bottom-boy at heart
and now craved the sexual attention of these horny jocks.

All his bravado dissolved and his protests became appeals. “No, guys, don’t do this. | can’t
take it. You look so fucking hot, | gotta have some. Please, guys, take my ass. | wanna get
fucked so bad. Darius, why are you doing this? You know how | worship your dick. | need it
inside me.” Still they ignored him. “What do you want, guys? You wanna hear me beg, is that
it? OK, then, fuck my ass ... I'm begging you!”

“Told you so — the magic word,” Darius said gleefully to the other two. “Follow my lead, dudes.”
At last he turned his head and looked at the writhing muscle-jock. “Did you say something,

dude? Hell, were having so much fun here | didn’t catch it.”

“| said | wanna get fucked,” Pablo yelled. “Stop banging Nate, dude, and fuck me ... please!”
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Darius grinned wickedly. “What d’ya say, dudes? You hear what the boss’s boy wants? He
wants to get butt-fucked. What d’ya think ... should we oblige?”

“Too right, mate,” Nate chuckled. “I’'m game,” Jamie grinned and pulled his cock out of Darius,
who withdrew from Nate’s ass and they all got to their feet. They stood shoulder to shoulder
facing Pablo, all stroking their rock hard dicks. Pablo gasped at the sight and said plaintively,
“Guys you are such hot fucking studs. | wanna get fucked so bad.”

Darius stepped forward, in front of Pablo and flashed his most generous smile, then folded his
hand behind Pablo’s head and pulled his face toward him in a grinding kiss, which Pablo
returned hungrily.

When Darius pulled away he smiled, “What am | gonna do with you, kiddo? | love the hell out
of you, boy, you must know that — once | get past all the bullshit.  Always trying to be as butch
as your dad Randy. Kid, there’s no guy in the world more macho than that fist-winging muscle-
stud, but there are lots of other ways to prove you’re a real man. You know what made me
almost bust a load just now? Seeing you tied up and begging to get fucked.”

“It did?”

“Sure, a hot alpha stud like you — tall, muscular, body of death, looking so damn hot spread-
eagled in bondage and saying he wants a dick in his ass. Takes a real man to do that, dude.”

“So you really wanna fuck me, dude?”
“Duh! Dumb question. Damn straight | wanna fuck you, kid, only there’s one thing | need first.
Every night when you come to bed you give me that crooked smile | love so much and ask me

to fuck you? Well, | wanna see that smile again right now. Think you can do that for me?”

Pablo looked into Darius’s pale green eyes and couldn’t resist smiling at him ... his famously
crooked grin. “You're a son of a bitch, you know that, Darius? And | love you for it.”

“‘And ...?”

“And | want to feel that monster dick in my ass. Please fuck me, Darius.”

“Well, all in good time, kiddo. But that macho act you flaunt in front of guys can be such a put
down. | mean, when it comes right down to it, we’re all senior boys and all equal, but you’ve
become kind of addicted to bullying. So, you know the 12 steps prescribed for recovering
addicts? Step 9 is what they call ‘making amends’. And that’s what you're gonna do, kiddo ...

and there’s one sure way to do it.”

Again Pablo’s crooked smile. “Are you saying I'm gonna get gang fucked?”
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“Bingo,” Darius laughed. “And I'm gonna watch with pride as my hot macho lover takes it up
the butt. OK, Nate, Jamie ... we're ready.”

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkhkkkkkkkhkkkkkhkkkkkkk

Darius was now fully in charge. “OK, guys, get in line behind him. My man here wants to
make things right with you guys in the time-honored way. Nate, on the way up here you took
Pablo’s dick up your butt, so it’'s payback time. |s that Aussie cock good and hard?”

“Are you kidding, mate? I'm standing here feasting my eyes on the most brilliant ass god ever
created and you ask if 'm hard? What do you think we Aussies are made of, stone? I'm not
only hard as iron, I'm lubed up and ready to go. Just give the word, boss.”

“OK, Aussie boy. And the word is ... ‘Fuck!”

Nate cupped his hands round the perfect globes of Pablo’s ass, pulled them apart and entered
him, moaning as his cock drove in deep. “Oh fuck, that feels sooo good! Darius, you're a lucky
bloke if you get to fuck this ass every night.”

Darius was standing four feet on front of Pablo stretched in the doorframe, muscles flexing as
the Aussie cock penetrated him. Darius answered Nate but he was staring into Pablo’s eyes as
he spoke. | fuck him every night, dude — yesterday, today, tomorrow and for every tomorrow
as far as the eye can see. See, this hot guy here is my boyfriend, my lover, my man. And |
wanna get off on watching him get fucked. So do it, stud.”

Darius stood, legs apart, his naked, ebony body gleaming in the sun, stroking his cock slowly as
he gazed at the dark, muscular Mestizo spread-eagled before him tugging at the ropes binding
him while he got ploughed by the Aussie. “Ah, kid,” Darius sighed, “I don’t think I've ever seen
you look this hot ... like something out of a bondage porn movie. Take that dick up that
gorgeous ass, boy.”

Nate was pounding his ass and Pablo took it all without flinching, but he flexed his bound body
to turn Darius on even more. And was he ever turned on! “Dammit | could cum just looking at
you, big guy ... so fucking gorgeous.”

“‘Don’t cum, Darius. Please, not yet.”

Darius pulled his hand off his cock, linked his hands behind his head and turned his back on
Pablo. He walked away from the spectacle that threatened to make him cum, but then he heard

the Aussie accent. “I'm real close, mate. This is too fucking brilliant. | gotta cum.”

“Hold on, Nate,” Darius said, turning round and walking back right up to Pablo. “OK, dude, he
can make amends to two guys at once.” He dropped to his knees, swallowed Pablo’s cock down
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his throat, reached up and twisted his nipples. It took only seconds for Nate to howl, “Here it is,
mates ... yeaah, fuck yeah!”

The force of the cock erupting in his ass made Pablo’s hips jerk forward and he unleashed a
blast of semen into his lover's mouth. Darius let the juice fill his mouth, then he stood up,
clamped his mouth on Pablo and let the cum flow so the young jock was drinking his own jism.

They both swallowed hard to the last drop, then Darius pulled away and said, “Now for the cop’s
boy, kiddo. You're already lubed up with Nate’s jism, so you wanna feel that surfer dick in your
ass? You gotta ask for it, stud.”

‘Il want it dude. Jamie, I'm sorry for the way | insulted you earlier and tied you up to get gang
fucked. | love you dude. Forgive me, Jamie, and fuck me. Please fuck my ass.”

Jamie grinned, “If forgiveness is a fuck, you got it, dude. Just like this ...”

“Aaagh!” Jamie’s fuck was the punishment kind, hard and deep like a pile driver, and Pablo’s
body jerked in the ropes and slammed against Darius’s chest. Darius wrapped his arms round
him and squeezed him hard, his ten-inch dick sliding against Pablo’s between their bodies.

Pablo had never felt so trapped and so excited, his body stretched in the doorframe, squeezed
between two hard-body jocks, the surfer behind him reaming his ass and the naked black
leather-stud rubbing his massive dick against him. It wasn’t long before his own cock got hard
again even thought he had already busted his load.

Darius felt his lover’s new boner and grinned, “Awesome, dude. Now you’re gonna do just what
| tell you. Hey, Jamie, you close, buddy?”

“Oh yeah —real close. You want me to cum in the jock’s hot ass?”

“Gimme a minute dude, then go for it.” He gazed into Pablo’s eyes. “l want you to show these
guys what a potent young stud you really are. | know you just poured your jizz in my mouth, but
| want to feel it again ... over my face. Will you do that for me, buddy?”

“Right now I'd do just about anything for you, Darius. Man, | am so in love with you.”

“Good boy.” Darius dropped to his knees again, grabbed Pablo’s stiff dick in his fist and
pointed it at his own face. “OK, Jamie ... letit rip.”

“Here it comes, stud,” Jamie yelled. “Shit, you have a perfect butt. | love you, buddy. Oh fuck

... fuck ... yeaaah!” With one last deep thrust Jamie’s cock poured semen in Pablo’s ass while
Pablo let loose a stream of cum that splashed into the chiseled black features of his lover’s face.
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There was an awed silence, broken only by the men’s heavy breathing and the persistent cry of
the seagulls swooping overhead. Then, suddenly, laughter — exultant laughter coming from
Darius. He leapt to his feet and grinned at Pablo. “Clean me off, buddy.”

Pablo stretched out his tongue and licked Darius’s face thirstily, slurping his own cum off the
ebony flesh and then, once again, sharing it with his lover in a churning kiss.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

“Now that, guys, is a real man.” Darius was standing with Jamie and Nate, all three gazing in
admiration at the handsome muscle jock, still spread-eagled in bondage, his head held high and
proud despite the cum dripping down his chin and from his cock.

“Takes a real man to get butt-fucked by two of his buddies, to cum twice and still wait for more.
This guy is one tough son of a bitch, which is why boss Randy took him on as his boy and then
adopted him as his son. As Randy himself would say, sexual potency is a sure sign of a tough,
virile alpha stud. Hell, Randy himself is Exhibit A.

“Still need convincing, dudes? OK, I'm gonna show you just how tough our captive is. He’s
already taken both your cocks in his ass, right? Well, your cocks are primo but, no offense
guys, they ain’t no match for this hard hunk of beef...” He patted his own ten-inch shaft.

When Darius got this animated he typically took on the role of carnival barker, presenting the
latest sideshow attraction. “Yes, it’s true, guys. You see before you a man who has already
taken not one but two dicks up his fine ass and has shot not one but two loads of jism. Enough
for any man, | hear you say. But no. This man is not only gonna take every last inch of my rod
in his butt but he will amaze you how soon he blasts a third — yes, third — eruption of hot juice.”

“No way!” Nate laughed, getting into the carnival spirit.
“Yes indeed, young man. But wait, there’s more ...”

“No, buddy, no more,” Pablo groaned. “My arms are getting tired and | want you to fuck me,
dude, so can you cut to the chase please?”

Jamie and Nate exchanged playful smiles but stifled their laughter for fear of squelching
Darius’s enthusiasm. But the pitchman was in full flood, undaunted by interruptions. “What'’s

that | hear? Can it be that this gorgeous man wants another ten inches up his butt?”

Jamie cleared his throat and said diplomatically, “Er, | think that’s what the man said, dude.
Perhaps it's best to strike while the iron — I mean, the ass —is hot.”

“You are right, sir ... and that is one smokin’ hot ass.” He swaggered up to Pablo with a grin
and shrugged. “You know me, dude, a situation like this, | gotta milk it. The guys expect it.”
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“I just wanna feel your dick in my ass, dude,” Pablo said plaintively. “You can leave it to me to
show them how much | can take.”

“‘Right. OK, kiddo, brace yourself.” At last he walked behind Pablo, looked down at the well-
lubed ass with cum still dripping from it, and pushed his dick inside it — inch after inch after inch.
Jamie and Nate stood to the side for the best view of the massive rod disappearing into the
rounded butt. Then Darius pulled out and drove in again, then again, and each time Pablo felt
his wiry pubic hair chafing his ass cheeks.

But Darius had boasted of a quick orgasm from the twice-cum muscle-jock and now he went for
it. He reached round and squeezed Pablo’s nipples, whispering in his ear, “I love your ass,
dude, and | love you — like crazy. Let’s show ‘em, stud ... let’'s show ‘em how real men fuck,
and how much spunk a stud like you has in him. You ready?”

“Let’'s doit, big guy.”

“Hey Nate, Jamie,” Darius shouted. “You want a piece of the action here? Kneel in front of him,
guys. He tastes real good ... trust me. Stand by for the big finish, men.”

As promised, the climax came quickly. Darius had waited for this moment since they arrived at
the dunes and his balls were straining for release. He pulled all the way out, paused
dramatically, then with one huge thrust speared Pablo with his shaft and blasted his pent-up
juice deep in his ass. “Aaagh!” They howled together as Pablo shuddered in his restraints and
splashed one last stream of cum into the faces of first Jamie, then Nate.

Darius kissed the back of Pablo’s neck, eased his dick out slowly and joined the other two
standing in front of Pablo, now sagging exhausted in the doorframe. “Look at that, guys. Is
that a hot man, or what? Just goes to show, you don’t needs fists or a big mouth to prove your
manhood. Takes a real tough son-of-a-bitch to survive getting tied up and gang fucked. I'm
real proud of you, Pablo. What do you say, guys? Let’s give it up for our big buddy here.”

There was an eruption of cheers and whistles and Pablo rewarded them with his crooked, if
weary, smile. Everyone understood that the cheers were a recognition that Pablo was indeed
worthy of being the boss’s boy, as tough as his master. Pablo too felt a new respect coming
from his buddies, based not on his reputation of bullying top man but as a rugged bottom who
could endure whatever was dished out.

At long last they released his hands and feet and he fell into Darius’s waiting arms.
“Outstanding, kiddo,” Darius said in his ear. “You’re my man, no doubt about it. Hey, guys, help

me get him down to the water. This guy needs a bath.”

The three of them helped the exhausted Pablo stagger down to the water and fall into it in
Darius’s arms. They splashed and played, as equals this time — no wrestling, no contest, no
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one-upmanship — just four buddies having fun. Eventually they left the surf, refreshed in body
and spirit ... and realized how hungry they were!”

“‘Hey mates, I'm starved,” said Nate. “You must be especially, Pablo. Guys, | think we should
go over the dunes to that little cantina in the village and treat Pablo, as the hero of the hour, to
some of that Mexican grub ... and several pitchers of margaritas.”

“‘Best idea I've heard all day,” said Darius, and in a few minutes, in shorts and shirts, they were
trudging over the dunes. With his arm round Pablo’s shoulder Darius said in his ear, “Hey,
kiddo, how about you and me spend the night down in Zack’s shack — just the two of us and the
sound of the waves? Maybe give you a chance to get your own back on me for tying you up.
Or maybe just make love and fall asleep with you in my arms all night. Whad'ya say?”

Pablo grinned. “An old shack on a deserted beach ... me and my big strong boyfriend making
love to the sound of crashing waves. Sounds like a big chunk of heaven to me.” They cleared
it with Jamie and Nate, not wanting it to appear they were deserting them for the night.

“No worries, mate,” Nate said. “Jamie and me have some unfinished business of our own in our
shack.” Jamie grinned, “We sure do. Go have fun, guys.”

It was a relaxed group at dinner that wolfed into platters of quesadillas, fajitas, burritos and
unlimited margaritas as no one was driving. As Jamie said, “You can’t get arrested for
staggering drunk over the dunes.”

It wasn’t long before the conversation turned to the guys back home. Nate said, “Pretty empty
house tonight. Ben will be down at Jason’s house with his fireman; Eddie of course will be with
Hassan; and Brandon and Pete are invited up to the Grady House.

“Yeah,” Jamie grinned, “our men were looking forward to spending time together, just the five
senior guys — Randy, Bob, Zack, Mark and Adam. Which means the twins will have their work
cut out for them. They sure knew what they were doing. Remember what Kevin said when we
asked him and Kyle to join us on this trip?”

Yeah,” Darius chuckled. “It was kind of thanks but no thanks. ‘Think of it,” Kevin said, ‘all these
hot men around here with their huge sexual appetites, their boys all away, and only two senior
boys to turn to.” Yeah they knew what they were doing all right. Think they can handle it?”

“Are you kidding?” Jamie said. “Listen, those two guys can handle anything — just as long as
they’re together. When Bob first asked them to be his boys he made a promise that they would
never be separated. That’s the only thing they were scared of. I've never seen two guys so
close, so into each other.”

“Too right,” said Nate. “See, they're not only identical twins, they’re lovers too. | went to clean
their room one day and barged in on them making love. | was totally embarrassed, but not
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them. They laughed and asked me to stay and watch. Un-fucking-believable. So beautiful —
poetry in motion. Mates I tell ya, | creamed my shorts good — had to go and change them.”

Darius swallowed a mouthful of food and pointed his fork at the others. “And get this. You
know how Bob often spends the night in their room? Well it sure ain’t to discuss the food bills
let me tell ya. Bob got drunk one time with Zack and told him what the three of them do, in
detail. In detail, mind you. Shit, can you picture that? That gorgeous superman in bed with the
two most beautiful identical twins on God’s green earth. Talk about pornographic.”

There was a silence as they sipped their margaritas and they did picture it, vividly enough to
cause four tent poles in shorts under the table. “Hmm,” said Nate dreamily. “Wouldn’t mind
being a fly on the wall in that house this weekend.”

*k%k *k*k *kkkkkkk kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

They were certainly right about one thing. After they had left that morning the house was
unusually quiet. The junior boys went off to their masters’ houses, while the men went their
separate ways for a few hours.

Zack enjoyed being alone in his house across the street and decided to work out in his
basement gym that doubled as a playroom. He punished his body hard in a muscle-crunching
routine and tried not to be distracted by the sexual paraphernalia lying round the room — ropes,
shackles, whips and discarded leather clothes.

His workouts always made him horny and, when it was over he did what he often did to relieve
the sexual pressure if Darius wasn’t around to fuck with. He grabbed a leather vest from the
floor, put it on and looked at himself in one of the floor length mirrors. All the walls were
mirrored so he could admire himself from many angles ... and there was a lot to admire.

No doubt about it, he was a striking and powerful man as he gazed at himself in the mirror, his
magnificent ebony physique pumped and gleaming after his workout. Naked, except for the
leather vest hanging open over his rock hard pecs, he was a pornographic icon of a black
leather master, with his shaved head, strong square-cut features and piercing gray eyes.

He raised his arms and flexed his biceps in a classic bodybuilder pose and watched as the
black club swinging between his thighs slowly stiffened into an iron-hard shaft. He pressed one
hand behind his head, lowered the other arm and grabbed his cock, stroking it slowly, smiling
seductively at the muscle-god in the mirror. He felt his balls straining for release and walked
right up to the mirror.

His voice was low and deep as he spoke to the man in the mirror and both men stroked their
cocks. “OK, stud, let's see what you got. See that leatherman, his muscles running with sweat
after working out? Turns you on, eh? Look at that fucking body ... yeah, flex those biceps.
Makes your dick hard ... makes you wanna blow your wad. Do it, man, pound that cock ... feel
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that jizz in your balls racing up your dick? | wanna see you cum, big guy ... letitgo man ...
yeah, fuck ... fuck ... fuuuck! Aaahh!!”

Zack’s howl of relief filled the room as he thrust his hips forward and blasted a stream of hot
cum onto the mirror, then another and another until jizz was flowing down the glass. His face
broke into a gleaming smile. “Yeah, | guess | did turn you on, stud ... that was some fucking
explosion.” He pulled on his black jeans that clung unbelted to his tight waist. “Won’t bother to
clean the glass, eh? Leave it ‘til we meet next time.” He touched his forehead in a half salute.
“Thanks, man. See you again.”

He left the room and went upstairs to tend to his garden. He was still chuckling as he dug a
spade into the soft earth.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkhkkkkkkhkkhkkkkkkkkkk

Across the street in Adam’s house next-door to the tribe’s compound, the handsome Aussie
was getting ready for an upcoming three-day trip to Sydney. He had a senior position at the Los
Angeles base of a major Australian airline in charge of cabin crew training. When he traveled to
meetings at the Sydney head-office he worked the transpacific flights as a senior purser to
evaluate the staff.

He needed two fresh uniforms for the trip and was now trying on one of them to make sure it
was cleaned and pressed to the immaculate degree required by the airline. He looked into the
mirror with satisfaction ... and admiration. The uniform was flattering, especially for such a tall,
handsome, well-built man like Adam, with its white short-sleeved shirt, red and black tie and a
well-tailored black suit with a silver stripe round the jacket cuffs to denote his seniority.

He smiled at himself, recalling the many heads that turned as he walked smiling down the aisles
of the plane, a man of authority and smoldering sex appeal. He was fully aware what a turn-on
he was for many of the passengers and was not fooled by the many times a passenger asked
him for assistance that wasn’t really needed — especially when they asked for help with the arm-
rest controls and he had to lean over to assist, his chest close to their faces

“Hm, not bad, mate,” Adam murmured in his Australian accent as he admired himself in the
mirror — his strong, finely etched features, golden tan, short dark hair, and clear, confident
brown eyes.

The suit was well tailored but still his muscular build was evident under it. Whenever he stood
at the front of the main cabin watching and evaluating the crew’s service he was aware of all the
many pairs of eyes fixed on him and he even wondered idly how many of the passengers were
mentally undressing him. He was especially aware of blokes who lusted for him and no doubt
had stiff dicks under their tray tables.
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Sometimes he wished he could indulge their fantasy ... and now, as he looked in the mirror and
saw what they all saw, he indulged his own fantasy. He chuckled as he unbuttoned his jacket
and shrugged it to the back of his shoulders. Like a model he let it slide down his back, caught
it as it fell and draped it over a hanger.

“‘Hmm,” he said again, “not bad at all.” The muscular body was now accentuated under the
closefitting shirt — the wide shoulders tapering down V-shaped lats to his slim waist, cinched by
the elegant black belt of his uniform pants. The slabs of his pecs were clearly etched under the
front of the shirt, and the short sleeves exposed his tanned arms, the lower half of his bulging
biceps and strong forearms.

Sometimes on flights Adam assisted the overburdened crew with meal service, for which the
crew routinely removed their jackets, and when he leaned over to serve the meal he caught the
stifled gasps of passengers, his warm body separated from their faces by only the thin fabric of
his shirt.

Now, in his imagination he was again standing at the front of the cabin with hundreds of eyes
focused on him, as they were when a flight attendant gave security demonstrations. Only, in
this fantasy, Adam’s demonstration had nothing to do with security. In fact safety would have
been the last thing on the minds of the whole planeload watching him.

Now he stared at the crew member in the mirror and watched as he loosened his tie, pulled it
down a little and undid the top button of his shirt. Suddenly the image was less formal, a
casualness that made his cock jump. He loosened the tie completely, let it hang round his neck
and unbuttoned his shirt halfway down. He was wearing a white tank top underneath and he
now pulled open the shirt and rubbed his nipples through the tank’s thin cotton.

“‘Damn that’s hot,” he groaned and now, like his passengers, he was eager to see the rest. He
unbuttoned the rest of the shirt and pulled the tail out of his waistband. He took it off, draped it
carefully over another hanger and turned back to face the mirror. The handsome purser was
now stripped down to his white tank, half of it hanging loose out of his pants’ waistband.

His broad, rock-hard shoulders were now bare and he ran his hands over his chest, feeling the
hard muscles of his pecs and abs under the tank’s ribbed cotton. “Holy shit,” he moaned. Then
suddenly he threw his head back and laughed as the absurd thought flashed in his mind of him
doing in-flight meal service dressed like this. Hell, the passengers would have been so turned
on the company might make it regulation dress in future.

“OK, man,” he said to the mirror, “let me see the rest.” He reached behind his head, pulled up
on the tank and watched in awe as first his eight-pack abs were revealed, then his bare chest,

then his whole torso as the tank came off over his head and he flung it aside.

He now stared at the crew man stripped to the waist, stripped of his elegance in all his raw
masculine splendor as he pressed his hands to his waist, flared his lats and flexed his muscles
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like a competition bodybuilder. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, already hard as
steel, and pounded it in his fist.

He stared into the brown eyes of the tanned, dark-haired muscle jock, shirtless in his black
uniform pants and black shoes, and said, “Come on mate. Give ‘em a show ... that’'s what they
all want.” He felt his climax approach and suddenly had a vision of the guys on the plane
staring at him and pounding their dicks under their tray tables. It was such an absurd picture
that he burst out laughing and yelled, “OK, blokes, let’s do it. All together now, yeah ... yeah!”

His cock erupted all over the mirror and his body shook with sexual release and with laughter at
the craziness of his airborne fantasy. When he calmed down he said, “Good on ya, mate.
Bloody brilliant. | gotta do that for Nate. He’ll love it. Hey, no jizz on my pants, | hope.”

He looked down ... good ... not a drop ... it had all gone on the mirror. He looked up and
flashed his professional smile at the man in the mirror. “Thank you, sir. It's been a pleasure
serving you. | hope to see you on another flight real soon.”
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While Zack and Adam were getting their rocks off admiring themselves in a mirror, the sexual
vibes were just as strong in the master bedroom that morning. Randy, Bob and Mark had had
a meeting about the costs involved in repairing the security features at the construction site and
strengthening them at the Grady House, as privacy was of paramount importance to the new
movie star Grady and his lover Mario.

The meeting was over and now Bob was at his computer, crunching the numbers and working
out a preliminary budget. Randy and Mark were sitting together on the couch on the other side
of the room from Bob’s desk. The three men were casually dressed so early on a weekend
morning — all of them in shorts, Mark shirtless, Bob in a black tank top like Mark usually wore,
Randy in a ragged, sleeveless shirt hanging loose over his chest.

With the business discussion over Randy and Mark were kicking back over beers in high spirits,
laughing over stories of their work week. They tried to include Bob but he was concentrating
hard on his work and brushed them off. Their raucous bad-boy conversation grew louder and
more boisterous until Bob looked up and frowned. “Hey guys, keep it down will you? I'm trying
to work here. Making these numbers add up takes concentration so do me a favor and cool it
until I'm done. Then I'll be all yours.”

“Oops, sorry boss,” Randy grinned with a mock salute. “From now on our lips are sealed.”
Except that they weren’t. He turned to Mark and pulled a face with a down-turned mouth but

sparkling eyes. “Love him when he gets all bossy like that ... turns me on.”

Mark grinned and they both turned to watch Bob work. Randy had been kidding around, but he
was serious about getting turned on. They both thought that Bob was never more handsome
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than when he was deep in concertation, his sculpted superman features set in a slight frown, his
dark hair falling over his forehead. His face was lit by the faintly blue light from the computer
screen and his torso muscles rippled under his black tank.

“Fucking beautiful,” Mark said softly to Randy. “Shit dude, how do you sleep with him without
pumping jizz all night. How many times do you cum, anyway?”

Randy grinned. “Hard to say, what with shooting several loads in his ass, cumming when he
fucks me, then the wet dreams sleeping with his head on my chest. | even jack off sometimes
lying awake and watching him sleep. Hell, buddy | lose count. | mean, look at him, dude.
Gives me a boner right now.”

“You too, uh?”

‘I wanna go over there, hurl him on the floor and fuck the shit out of him. But that would make
him good and mad.” Randy grinned roguishly. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that.”

Their whispered conversation was inaudible to Bob who was focused intently on his work. At
one point he frowned at the screen, leaned back and ran both hands through his tousled hair as
he contemplated the figures.”

“Oh shit, look at that, dude,” Mark muttered staring at Bob’s raised arms and flexed biceps,
displaying his wiry black armpit hair. “Makes you wanna bury your face in his pits, don’t it?”
By now they were both rubbing the bulges in their shorts. “You, er, say you sometimes jack off
watching him sleep?”

“Yeah, and not only when he’s sleeping. The other day | watched him sitting at a distance
reading a book, with various expressions crossing his face as the story developed — a frown, a
smile, puzzlement, relief. Man | nearly wept with love of the guy and creamed my shorts without
him knowing it. Same thing now, watching him work.”

The sight of Bob, and the thought of Randy cumming in secret like that, turned Mark on so much
he silently lowered the zipper of his shorts but stopped short of pulling out his cock out ... too
visible. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Randy unbutton his shorts too. “How about it,
officer?” Randy said softly. “Shall we?”

“Try stopping me,” Mark grinned. He reached over slowly, buried his hand inside the fly of
Randy’s shorts and grabbed his cock. He saw Randy stretching his arm toward him and felt his
big, rough hand close round his dick inside his shorts. “Oh, yeah,” Mark said. “Feels great,
buddy. Keep working it.”

As they stroked each other’s cocks Randy grinned, “l just don’t wanna get arrested for jerking
off a cop.”
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“Well,” Mark smiled, “mutual masturbation in public counts as indecent exposure ... but hell,
there’s nothing indecent about this, dude. Just look at the man’s face, his body. So damn sexy
in that black tank. Yeah, beat my meat, buddy.”

Suddenly Bob glared at the screen and said, “Shit!” In frustration he stood up and stretched his
arms up, clenching his fists and flexing his muscles in annoyance as he stared down at the
figures that weren’t cooperating.

“Oh fuck,” Mark groaned, as both of them stared at the muscle-god, his body on full display.
Reaching upward made his tank rise up from his waist, exposing his ripped abs underneath.
And his stretched shoulders and arms made the men imagine Superman stretched in bondage.

“Oh man, that’s gonna do it for me,” Mark groaned. “Fucking beautiful ... | gotta cum, dude.”
“Right there with you, officer.”

They held their breath as they pumped each other’s cocks, and stifled their groans when they
creamed their shorts in simultaneous orgasms. Anxious not to be detected, they tamed their
heavy breathing, withdrew their hands and licked the cum off them, grinning at each other like
mischievous boys caught in a forbidden act. Guiltily they did up their shorts and tried to look
nonchalant, glancing around casually as if nothing had happened.

Bob had sat back down without taking his eyes off the screen, and had apparently reached a
light-bulb moment as he smiled triumphantly, punched in a few more numbers and said out
loud, “Perfect.” For the first time he looked up at the men in triumph and said, “Guys, | am a
fucking genius. No wonder | earn the big bucks. It all adds up, and I've sent it off to Jamie’s
office computer for him to print it up next week.”

He closed his laptop and stood up. “Enough work for one day. I'd better go down and see how
the twins are doing in the kitchen. You guys doing OK?”

“‘We are now,” Randy grinned.

“So | see,” Bob said, looking down at the stains spreading over the crotch of their shorts.
“Maybe you should change those shorts, guys.” As he walked out through the door he looked
back over his shoulder and smiled, “Oh, and thanks for the compliment, guys.”

Randy shook his head and grinned. “Son of a bitch.”
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Meanwhile, the twins were in their favorite place (the kitchen), doing what they loved most
(cooking), with man they loved best (each other). The only thing that would put icing on that
perfect cake would be ... “Hi, guys, how are things going?” ... would be Bob.
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They looked up and beamed identical smiles as Bob walked in. “Thought | should see if you
need any help in here. | want this to be a special ‘senior-men’ meal, guys ... you and me,
Randy, Mark, Zack and Adam. Anything | can do?”

“We pretty much have everything under control.” Kevin said. “Healthy, filling, gourmet food to
satisfy the appetite of any senior man ... even ours.” Kyle added, “Though now you mention it,
sir, those carrots on the counter there need cutting.”

“I'm your man,” Bob smiled and set about his task with gusto. He loved this, working with his
beautiful boys in their kitchen, seeing them so confident, relaxed ... and so happy. But, even
though he was their master and one of the tribe’s bosses, there was no doubt who were the
rulers of this kingdom, and they didn’t hesitate to throw out orders.

“No, no, that’s all wrong,” said Kyle. “Not big chunks like that ... you need to julienne them.”
“Uh?”

“Julienne means cutting them in thin strips like this,” and he demonstrated to a flummoxed Bob.
But Kevin interceded. “Oh never mind. Here, maybe you should just take care of the risotto. It

just needs continuous stirring — all there is to it. Hard to screw that up ... sir,” he grinned.

“Even for a klutz like me, eh? Hey, tough room. I'm glad I'm not a kitchen assistant to chefs
like you two.”

“But you are, sir, right now. So keep stirring, slowly, and don’t stop.”

Suitably chastened and put in his place by his own boys the handsome alpha male smiled to
himself as he stirred per instructions — and caught the mischievous glances between the twins.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkhkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkhkkkkk

Before he left the kitchen Bob had a quick word with the twins, reassuring them that, although
they were the only boys in a group of horny senior men, nothing was expected of them that they
did not want to do.

The twins exchanged quick smiles and Kyle said, “Thank you for saying that sir, but we already
discussed it and we know exactly what we’re going to do.”

“I bet you do,” Bob chuckled. “I love you guys.”
He went out to the garden and joined Randy and Mark already sitting at the table by the pool.

Soon Zack came in through the front gate from his house across the street and Adam through
the side gate from his house next door.
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Hey, guys,” Bob shouted. “What you been doing all this time, jerking off?” It was obvious from
their surprised looks that Bob had hit a bullseye, but he smiled, “Never mind, guys, you weren’t
the only ones,” and he aimed a quizzical glance at Randy and Mark.

There was an eruption of laughter and Adam said, “Hey, mate, do you know everything that
goes on in this house?

“Pretty much,” Bob smiled. “Anyway, it's a pretty safe bet that oversexed guys like you with
raging hormones, all alone without their boys to service them, would be treating themselves to a
hand-job ... or each other ...” (another glance at Randy and Mark). “Mirrors anyone? Hey, not
that there’s anything wrong with that.” Another gale of laughter as Bob nailed it a second time.

Just then the twins appeared with trays of appetizers, and the men’s eyes opened wide, not at
the tray but the twins. In honor of the occasion they had chosen to wear their long white aprons,
jaunty chefs’ hats ... and nothing else. As if nothing were amiss they served the appetizers
with calm, professional poise, then turned round to go back to the kitchen, their perfect, identical
asses on full display.

“Holy shit,” Zack said. “Those guys of yours are something else, Bob. | mean, hard-on under
the table anyone ... everyone?”

Adam said, “You know, of all our boys those two are the most cool, confident and collected of
the lot. They sure take after their master.”

“I'll take that as a compliment, Adam,” Bob said. “But | agree, and it comes from their having
reached a plateau of happiness in their lives. As long as they are always together, and working
in the kitchen feeding the tribe, that’s all they want out of life.”

“Plus frequent visits from Superman swooping into their bedroom,” said Randy.

“Yeah, that too,” Bob laughed.
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After the meal was served the twins took their place at table. Knowing that there was a minimal
dress code for meals they had changed into their usual white shorts and T-shirts, managing to
look just as sexy as they had bare-assed in aprons.

Conversation flowed as freely as the wine, and the men held nothing back in the presence of
the twins. The boys joined in almost as equals, voicing their opinion on many of the topics
discussed with no inhibitions or hesitation. Bob flashed a smile at Randy, who knew that Bob
considered their self-confidence to be the ultimate sign of their undeniable manhood. No fists,
no yelling or boasting, just supreme self-assurance holding their own in the company of men.
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In fact, halfway through the meal they coolly dealt with what could have been an embarrassing
moment. Randy, well lubricated with wine, was known for speaking before he thought. “Well,
guys, our boys are off doing their own thing, no doubt fucking each other in a senior-boy orgy
instead of getting fucked by us. So what ya’ll gonna do to get your rocks off? All we got today
is the gorgeous twins here and they can’t take on all you guys at once.”

In the uneasy silence Bob shot a warning glance at Randy who raised his palms in the air and
said, “Oops, there he goes again ... every time the dumb gypsy opens his mouth he puts his big
hoof init.  Sorry, boys, my words didn’t exactly come out the way they went in.”

But the twins smiled serenely, taking it all in stride, and rescued the moment. “No problem, sir”
Kyle said. “You know that Kevin and | always plan a meal to the last detail, not only the food but
the entertainment too.”

“Yes, sir,” Kevin continued, and we already foresaw the problem you refer to. “We agree that it
would be difficult — though not impossible — to accommodate all you gentlemen with, shall we
say, extra services — or as Randy would put it, to help you all ‘get your rocks off’.” Bob
shickered quietly and the others grinned at this subtle put-down of the boss.

Kyle took over. “We would be privileged to offer ourselves to any of you gentlemen, but in the
interest of fairness and impartiality we thought that the only solution was to draw lots so that one
of the masters will do us the honor of using our bodies for the entertainment of the others. That
is, if you all agree.”

The men all looked at Bob as the natural arbiter of his boys’ rather radical suggestion. He
frowned at first, then looked at the twins, at their smiling, eager faces, and realized they were
even more in control of the situation than they let on. His face broke into a smile and he said,
“Boys, | think it’'s a great idea. If that's what you want, go for it.”

“Thank you, sir.” Kevin reached over to a side table and picked up a small silver bowl. “We
already prepared this bowl as you see, sirs.” He tilted it toward them so they could see the
folded pieces of paper inside. “Five slips of paper each with a name on it — simple as that.” He
held it up high and said, “Brother, will you do the honors?”

Kyle reached up and fumbled in the bowl as suspense settled over the group. He smiled,
“Darius would handle this with much more flair than we can manage, showman that he is, but all
| can do is pick out ... this one.”

He held the folded paper in the air and the tension increased as the masters focused on the
boys, each man trying to anticipate what he would do with the twins if selected. The brothers
delayed the moment of truth by opening the slip of paper, looking at it and smiling at each other.
“This is as bad as the damn Oscars,” Randy blurted. “Come on, guys, who the fuck is it?”
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“Sorry, sir, but we had to milk the moment,” Kevin smiled. “We were trained by Darius,” Kyle
explained. “OK, without further ado ... here goes ... and the winneris ...” They held up the
paper so the others could read it.

“The winner is ... Zack!”

During the ensuing commotion round the table Bob surreptitiously reached behind him to the
side table where Kevin had replaced the bowl. A quick look was enough to confirm his

suspicions. Every slip of paper bore the name Zack.

Bob looked up, smiled at his boys and touched his fingers to his forehead, saluting their devious
ploy. Just like their master, the twins were in total control. Of course they were.

# # #

Chapter 335—-“ The Twins Rul e”

The identical twins prove their powers of seduction and domination to Zack. The other men
watch as the rugged black leather-master submits to the beautiful young twins double-teaming

hi m. AWe share evespebiaglgqgaal ags. ®ir The twins
their love for each other. AThey ar e e athdyseewhatehe dtlser sees, feel o r
what he feel s, |l ove what he | oves. 0

The men congratulated Zack heartily on being selected by the twins but the leather-master
looked uncomfortable. He smiled weakly at the twins and said, “Guys, you are two of the
sexiest guys around, and the fact that your beauty is ‘times two’ makes you even more
irresistible. Bob is a lucky man to have you as his boys and it would be an honor for any man to
fuck you. But ... | don’t think it should be me.

There were looks of surprise round the table. “See, don’t get me wrong, I'm real flattered. But
all you guys know me — a rough construction worker who’s into leather, bondage and all that
shit. Man, | play real rough — just ask Darius — but you guys deserve something more refined
and subtle than me.”

Zack grinned. “One time when we’d both drunk too much — remember buddy? — Bob told me
some of the things he does with you boys when he visits your bedroom, and it made me cream
my jeans just hearing about it. That’s what you deserve, kids, a gorgeous muscle-god like him
who can turn you on just by looking at you with those soft brown eyes, a guy who can make
tender love to you and wrap his arms round you while you sleep.”
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He shrugged. “That’s not me, kids. | don’t do tender. Like | said, | play rough and I'm afraid |
would hurt you. That'’s the last thing | would want to risk with beautiful boys like you, and it
would be an insult to a man | love and respect, my buddy Bob.”

It was a long speech for the normally taciturn Zack and it surprised and moved everyone,
testifying to the honor and decency of a man known as a tough leather-master. Bob grabbed
his hand. “Thanks for saying that, Zack. You’re a prince among men.”

“But you see, sir,” Kevin said smilingly to Zack, “it wouldn’t be like that at all. My brother and |
may look kinda soft and fragile sometimes, but under the surface that’s not us at all. We’re not
Bob’s boys for nothing.” Kyle added, “We guarantee you won't hurt us, sir. We always know
just what we’re doing.”

Zack looked questioningly at Bob who grinned, “They do, too. Just go with the flow, buddy.”

“Well, that's settled,” said Kyle decisively. “But that’s for later — after dessert. Now how about
some peach cobbler, sirs? It's a recipe we got from Danny up at the Grady House — orchard-
fresh peaches, low-fat pastry.”

Kevin explained, “You know Danny’s a master pastry chef and he’s always serving up great
desserts to Grady and Mario. They love them more than anything ... except for each other,” he
grinned. “It's in the oven already ... we'll just go and get it. Take us ten minutes.”

They ran off, taking the dirty dishes with them, and Randy laughed, “Shit, talk about changing
the subject — from rough sex to peach cobbler in under three seconds. Hard to keep up with
those boys of yours, Bob.”

“Well my head’s spinning,” said Zack. “What am | letting myself into? | guess the real
question is, what have | got to lose?”

“No, mate,” Adam said in his Aussie drawl. “The real question is, what have you got to gain?”

“A whole lot, I'd say,” said Mark. “Those kids sure looked happy it was your name that came
out of the bowl.”

Bob looked around the table. “Er, yeah, about that ... | think in all fairness and honesty | should
give you an idea of just how in control the twins are ... and don’t let those angelic faces fool you.
They know what they want and they go for it — by hook or by crook. This time it was by crook.”

Bob put the silver bowl on the table and let each man pull out a slip of paper. Laughter erupted
round the table as they realized that each slip bore the name ‘Zack’. Randy laughed loudest of
all and pounded his hand on the table. “Son of a bitch, | love those guys — right out of my own

playbook ... just go for it and to hell with the rules.”
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Zack looked pleased. “Hey, that means the twins really wanted me.” Then he frowned. “You
think that’s a good or a bad thing?”

“Guess we’'ll soon find out,” Mark said. “Have another drink, Zack. You're gonna need it.”
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The peach crumble was a great success, greeted so enthusiastically that it chased thoughts of
the upcoming entertainment from their minds — well almost.

Zack saw the twins in a new light — two gorgeous, identical boys so intent on having sex with
him that they had resorted to conniving methods to ensure that it happened. He had never
done anything sexual with them before because they were so different from him, a whole
different flavor — vanilla to his chocolate — white linen to his black leather.

But on the whole he was feeling better about the whole thing. It was ironic that the boys’ gentle
assertiveness was needed to overcome the leather-master’s hesitation. He was sure now that
he would not hurt the twins — because they had told him so. That was enough.

Eventually, after second- and third-helpings of dessert, the meal was over and the twins cleared
the table, leaving only wine bottles and glasses, then bringing out coffee and brandy. The men,
well lubricated with liquor, settled back comfortably to watch the show. All except Zack who
wondered what came next. Was he supposed to take the lead?

No, he wasn’t. That question was answered by the twins who smilingly took the floor and
addressed the men. Kyle went first. “Gentlemen, we wanted to bring you something different
from your everyday fuck and suck routine — not just two identical brothers getting fucked by a
leather muscle-god.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that, mate,” laughed Adam.

“Certainly not,” smiled Kevin, “as a basic theme. But we thought we should, er, dress it up a little
— maybe add a touch of the fantasy this tribe specializes in.” He looked at Zack. “So sir, we
would like you to accompany us over to your house so we can make our entrance from there.”

Kyle grinned. “After all, making an entrance is something else the tribe specializes in.”

Zack hesitated again but the rowdy consensus round the table was that he should go for it.
Mark laughed, “Like you said, dude, what have you got to lose?”

“I guess we'll find out,” Zack smiled. He got up and led the twins to his house across the street.

“Have you got any idea what they’re up to, mate?” Adam asked Bob.
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“‘Nope, none at all. They don’t tell me everything, you know. They like to surprise me. They'’re
good a surprises.”

“Yeah, something they learned from you, buddy,” Randy grinned. “Well my money’s on the
boys. That stunt they pulled to set this up impressed the hell out of me.”

“And don’t let those placid polite appearances fool you,” Bob said. “Those boys have hidden
depths. They've let me see a few of them in the past and | reckon we’re about to see more.”

As they drank, the men traded ever more elaborate theories of what the boys had in store for
Zack, when suddenly the gate opened and their questions were answered.

“Holy shit,” said Randy.
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It was like a scene from a low-budget porn video — a macho black leatherman wearing only
boots and leather chaps, no pants, bare-assed, his huge dick swinging free between his legs.
Behind him were the twins, buck naked, arms stretched in front of them, led by Zack with ropes
tied round their wrists.

Mark smiled, “Huh, pretty standard so far ... leather-master captures two gorgeous boys,
identical twins, drags them to his lair where he’s gonna fuck the shit out of them in turn. So
what else is new?”

“Too right, mate,” drawled Adam. “Been there, done that.”

“Let’s just wait and see, eh guys?” Bob chuckled. He saw Randy tense instinctively. “And no
springing to the boys’ rescue, Randy. | have a feeling they can take care of themselves.”

When they reached the center of the lawn Zack said, “OK, boys, before | butt-fuck you both
you’re gonna make your master good and ready.”

“Yes, sir,” they said obediently in unison and held out their wrists to be released. When Zack
untied them Kyle fetched a blanket they had previously stowed nearby and they both spread it
on the lawn in full view of the intrigued group of men at the table.

“Please, sir.” They stood symmetrically one on each side of the blanket, one arm stretched
downward extending an invitation for Zack to lie on the ground. “Right,” Zack said, “let’s see
what you got, serving your master.” He lay on his back on the blanket in his leather chaps and
boots, his upper body bare, ebony muscles gleaming in the sun. With his strong, square-cut
features and shaved head he was the iconic leather master giving orders to his boys.

“Hm, Zack sure seems to be getting off on this,” Adam said.
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“‘Wouldn’t you?” grinned Mark. “Displaying your macho dominance to you buddies, with two
gorgeous boys obeying your orders?”

The boys were getting into it too as they knelt one on each side of him. Only Bob noticed the
brief glance that shot between them, their silent way of communicating with each other. Yes,
he smiled to himself, the twins could take care of themselves.

From each side the twins leaned down and, working in rhythmic harmony, kissed Zack’s
smooth, ebony skin, then licked it — between the ridges of his washboard abs, up the cleft
between his solid pecs — and then flicked their tongues at his hard nipples. “Mmm,” Zack
groaned, linking his hands behind his head and watching the two beautiful faces work on him.

“Yeah, make that body feel good, boys. Work on it ... make my dick good and hard so | can
give those asses the treatment they deserve.”

The boys obeyed, redoubling their efforts, lightly biting the nipples, then turning their attention to
his arms and kissing his biceps. His hands were still locked behind his head, elbows bent,
putting his armpits on full view. The twins glanced at each other with a trace of a smile, and
buried their faces in his pits, savoring the smell and taste of his damp wiry hair.

Zack was moaning now, giving himself up to the tender ministrations of the sensuous twins.
They pulled their faces off his arms then licked his stubbled chin ... and kissed his lips, both of
them probing his mouth with their tongues. He removed his hands from behind his head and
ran his fingers through their tousled hair while they kissed and licked his lips.

When they pulled off Zack’s mouth they turned their heads and kissed each other inches from
Zack’s dazzled eyes. “Holy shit,” he groaned, “that’s fucking incredible, kids.” He flexed his
muscles as he felt his cock stiffen, and stretched his arms above his head on the ground,
looking like a muscular black prisoner stretched on the rack. He closed his eyes and
surrendered himself to the erotic sensation of the twins’ sexual talents.

The warm, sensual mouths moved down his body and he felt tongues flicking at the head of his
cock. They licked the length of his shaft, then suddenly one mouth was over the head. As
Zack’s cock slid into the warm mouth he groaned, “Oh man, that feels amazing. Suck your
master’s dick, boy, take it all the way down.” And while one brother sucked his cock the other
sucked his nipples.

“Gentlemen,” Bob said quietly to the other three men, “you are watching the gentle art of
seduction. And these boys are experts — | should know.”

“Hell,” Mark said, “they should be ... like all the boys they’ve had lessons from Eddie, the master
cock-sucker of all time. When that kid worked at the leather bar in the desert he spent so many
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hours on his knees he created techniques that were so new he could have taken out a patent.”
They laughed quietly, but suddenly they were stunned into silence by what came next.

Kevin worked Zack’s cock using all the tricks Eddie had taught him, bringing him to the cusp of
orgasm, then leaving him in the exquisite frustration of orgasm denied as he paused and
exhaled warm breath over the trembling cock.

By now Zack was in a state of nirvana, totally in thrall to the sensuous nurturing by the twins, so
when he felt Kevin pull off his cock he moaned in a trance, “Don’t stop ... feels so good. Suck
me, boy ... suck your master’s dick.”

Zack was distracted by the other twin, Kyle, rolling his nipples harder in his fingertips, even his
finger nails, so he was only dimly aware of his leather-clad legs being raised in the air. But he
was jolted back to reality when Kevin’s cock suddenly, without warning, plunged deep in his ass.

“‘Aaagh! No! Fuck you, boy. Pull out ... that’s an order, or I'll fucking ... mmm ...

His words were stifled by Kyle’s mouth clamping down on his in a churning kiss that forced Zack
to respond with his own tongue sliding against the boy’s. Kevin fucked gently while Kyle kissed
tenderly and once again the leatherman was tamed.

When Kyle felt Zack relax and his resistance weaken he pulled off his mouth and shifted
position. He moved behind his head leaned forward and arched over him, only his hands and
feet touching the ground, his cock pointing straight down at his mouth. Looking up Zack saw
the golden-tanned body stretched over him, saw the young stiff cock inches from his face ...
and he opened his mouth in a final act of spellbound surrender to the twins.

The rest was inevitable. Kyle lowered his hips and his stiff cock sank easily into Zack’s open
mouth and down his throat. The macho leather-master was now getting butt-fucked and face-
fucked by the twins — generally known for their politeness, gentleness ... and culinary skills.
They had dipped their toes (and their cocks) into the rough, tough world of leather, and come
out on top ... in every sense of the word.

“Wow, good on ya, mates,” Adam murmured, stroking the bulge in his shorts as he watched the
leatherman get double-fucked, leather chaps and boots pushed high in the air. “Now there’s a
turn-up for the books. Didn’t see that coming. But | guess they had it all planned — they wanted
him bare-assed in chaps, so they could get to his ass and dick. One thing | don’t understand,
though, is why Zack didn’t fight back. He’s a natural fighter, an alpha stud who would never let
himself be overpowered like that.”

“Nah,” Randy said, with a hint of pride, “you don’t know those twins like | do. | taught them how
to defend themselves and told them the first rule is to scope out your opponent’s weakness.
And they found Zack’s — his love and respect for them. He said right here that he would never
hurt them. Sure, Zack is as tough as they come — he could beat any man in a fight — even me
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sometimes. But he would never hurt a hair of those boys’ heads and they know it. They know
that’s why he would never fight back.”

Bob grinned, “Yeah that, plus he’s having a helluva good time. Why fight that?”

And Zack was not fighting at all. Bob was right, he was having a hell of a great time, feeling
Kevin pounding his ass while Kyle’s pre-cum dribbled into the back of his throat. The twins
were smiling at each other, their faces close as Kyle arched over Zack’s body and Kevin leaned
forward between his legs. The tableau was complete as their mouths touched and locked in a
loving, decidedly un-fraternal kiss while they fucked the leatherman beneath them.

It was too much for Zack who reached down and stroked his rock-hard cock. He needed to
cum. But Kevin batted his hand away and said, “Not yet, sir. My brother hasn’t had his turn yet.
It's a rule we have ... we share everything equally ... especially an ass.”

Suddenly they were off him, both standing over him stroking their cocks. As Zack looked up at
them, with the sun behind them creating an aura round them, the smiling boys looked angelic
and he would have done anything they asked for. “Sir, it is my turn at your ass,” Kyle said, “but |
would like to make it easy for you. | would consider it an honor if you would sit on my cock sir.”

Zack watched Kyle’s youthful muscles ripple as he sank to his knees and lay flat on his back on
the ground. Zack scrambled to his feet and stood astride Kyle’'s chest. The boys looked up at
the shirtless muscle-god, boots planted on the ground, his long black cock standing stiff out of
his leather chaps. “Please, sir,” Kyle smiled seductively.

Zack sank to his knees over the boy and lowered his hips so his ass slid easily over his cock.
“Oh yeah,” he groaned, your cock feels so good in my ass, boy.”

“Please, sir. Would you kiss me?”

Willingly Zack leaned forward and marveled at the serene, handsome young face as he bent
closer and closer and felt the warm, sensuous lips touch his. His hips moved slowly up and

down on the boy’s cock while their mouths explored each other. Once again Zack was lulled
into an ecstatic trance as he made love to this exquisite boy.

Then suddenly ... “Aaagh.” His head jerked back as he felt another cock forcing its way into his
ass, sliding against Kyle’s. He was getting double fucked by these beautiful boys ... identical
faces, identical cocks! At first the pain was intense and reflexively Zack started to object but
Kyle looked up at him with a broad smile. “Please relax, sir. This was inevitable. As my brother
said, we share everything equally ... especially an ass.”

Inevitable. Suddenly Zack realized that this had all been inevitable, right up to this stunning

climax. He had been seduced and subdued by these bewitching brothers — overwhelmed not
by fists and physical strength, but by tenderness, affection ... and sensual beauty. Submission
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was unfamiliar to a powerful man like Zack but now he surrendered willingly and moaned, “Oh
yeah. Fuck me, boys, both of you. My ass is yours.”

The four men at the table stood up and watched in disbelief as the scene unfolded. They came
forward and stood round them, stroking their cocks as they gazed down at the amazing sight of
the rugged leather master getting fucked in the ass by both handsome young twins at once.

As they fucked gently Kevin kissed Zack’s neck from behind, then looked over his shoulder at
Kyle smiling up at him from the ground. Zack suddenly flashed on one of the most beautiful
sights he had ever seen. As he stared down at Kyle he saw in his eyes the reflection of his
brother. One stunning boy reflected in the eyes of his identical twin. And both their cocks were
inside him!

As the cocks moved in unison, sliding on top of each other deep in the leatherman’s ass, Zack
moaned, “l gotta, cum ... it feels so damn hot ... | gotta bust my load.”

“When we hear the magic word, sir,” Kyle smiled mischievously.
“OK, guys ... I give up ... I need to cum so bad. Fuck me ... please ... alright, | submit!”

The twins exchanged a smile of triumph and their cocks pistoned against each other inside Zack
until the climax came with the boys both shouting, “We love you, sirl” Zack’s body bucked and
his muscles tensed, as he felt semen pouring inside him from two cocks, and his own erupted
over his own chest and face.

They were dimly aware of streams of jism raining down on them from the four men staring at
one of the most incredible sights they had seen — the musclehunk black leather master
submitting to the flawless twins as they double-teamed him. They had lived up to their rule of
sharing everything equally ... especially an ass.
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The four men applauded loudly and stepped back as Zack rose up off the two dicks, stood up
and pulled the twins to their feet. Dripping with cum he held his arms out wide, wrapped them
round the boys and flashed a gleaming smile. “Un-fucking-believable,” he said. “Man did |
walk into that honey trap! Hey Bob, any chance you’re looking for a buyer for these two studs.
Name your price.”

Bob laughed. “Like they say in the commercials, Zack — two identical, gorgeous golden boys ...
priceless! Not for sale, buddy. They belong to me, and always will.”

“‘Damn, well at least let me give them a reward. Come with me, kids, I've got a present for you.”
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They flashed a triumphant smile at Bob and followed Zack through the gate and across the
street to his house, leaving behind a stunned group of men, shaking their cocks dry and stuffing
them back in their shorts. “So, not bad eh, guys?” said Bob beaming with pride. “Told you they
were full of surprises.”

“They knew what they were doing right from the get go,” Mark said.

“Well, some of it they made up as they went along,” Bob said, “but they have this way of
communication with their eyes ... like they can read each other’s thoughts. They’re closer than
any two guys I've ever seen. They’ve spent their whole young lives fighting to stay together,
even though people wanted to separate them.”

“Well that ain’t never gonna happen,” Randy growled. “Anyone tries a stunt like that they’ll have
to trash me first, and that ain’t never gonna happen either.”

They all smiled at Randy knowing he was deadly serious. Bob’s boys were part of the family
and nobody messed with Randy’s family.

Just then Zack came back with a broad smile on his face. “l gave them their birthday presents
early. Just wait ‘il you see this.” He sat at the table with them and Adam poured brandy all
round. Randy raised his glass and said, “A toast to our buddy Zack, the unbeaten leather stud
who just got beaten by a couple of sexy young brothers — and not a punch was thrown. Next
time | fight you, big guy, I'll try and remember some of their moves.”

They were drinking an exuberant toast when they froze, glasses still raised in the air. “Holy
fucking shit,” Randy said. “l don’t believe it.”

The boys came through the gate, striding in lockstep. Zack’s present had been leather outfits —
boots, tight leather pants and black leather vests flapping open over their chests. It should have
looked incongruous on two polite, mild-mannered boys like this, but they rose to the occasion
and carried it off like seasoned leather boys.

“You like, sir?” Kyle asked Bob as they held out their arms to the side showing themselves off.
Bob had never seen the twins like this — he was used to their usual white shorts and T-shirts —
and these leather oultfits created a whole new image of raw masculinity. The vests accentuated
their muscularity and they instinctively clenched their square jaws and their fists. “You look ...
you look amazing,” Bob said. “Real tough ... almost kinda scary.”

“Good,” Kevin chuckled. “Be very afraid, guys.” (Bob noted the temporary lack of ‘sirs’.)
“Zack,” Mark grinned, “that is a perfect gift for the boys, especially after what they did to you —

like two leather boys double teaming their master. Hell, | want my boy Jamie looking like this.
Gets my fantasy wheels spinning — the blond surfer becomes a macho leather stud.”
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“Bloody brilliant, mates,” Adam agreed. “And | know a thing or two about the leather world after
spending all those nights in the Sydney leather bars when | lived there. Hell, if I'd walked into a
bar and seen two hot young blokes looking like that I'd have told you ... no, | would have asked
you to come home with me to my private leather room.”

Kyle said, “And we would have said ...” they spoke in unison ... “Yes please, sir’.”

Randy had been silent thus far but now said, “The look is great, guys, but you gotta have the
attitude to go with it. Someday soon I'll take you to the gym downstairs and show you what |
mean.” He glanced at Bob. “That is, if Bob agrees.”

Bob laughed. “Boys, that’s what Pablo calls Randy’s ‘butch-it-up’ training — essential for anyone
in macho gear like that. | agree, provided | get to watch and bust a load — or two — while | do.”

“Talking of the gym, sir,” Kevin asked Randy, “could we get your permission after lunch to go
down there ... just the two of us?” They both blushed.

“Guys,” Randy said, “here’s ‘butch lesson’ number one. When two leather guys look as hot as
you do now, you don’t ask a man for permission ... you just tell him!”

“Thank you, sir,” they said in unison, absorbing the advice solemnly. Kevin looked at Bob and
said, “And would it be OK if we ...” Kyle interrupted by clearing his throat. “What my brother
was saying was that we are gonna wear these outfits for the rest of the meal, sir.”

“Whether | like it or not, eh?” Bob chuckled. “Well | do like ... of course | do.”

“See, sir,” Kevin said, “it's a kind of rehearsal. Uncle Mike in the desert wants to hire us to
cater a party he’s giving at his house for all his leather buddies from the bar. We would like to
do it —it's great money — but we were not sure what we would wear. Now we are sure ...
thanks to Zack.”

“Perfect,” Bob smiled. “Only thing is if you serve those guys looking like that they’re gonna
want you for dessert.”

“Not when they see the real dessert we have planned for them,” Kyle laughed. “Another of
Danny’s special recipes. Not even we could compete with that, leather boys or not.”

Amid a gale of laughter they took their places at the table and Randy poured brandy for them.
As Bob’s boys they had been accepted as full members of the group right from the start of the
meal. But after their stunning performance with Zack — and their macho look now — they were
treated with increased respect based on the revelation of what Bob had earlier called their
“hidden depths”.
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The meal was starting to wind down and the twins ‘rehearsal’ service was much admired. In
their leather pants, boots and black leather vests they maintained their air of authority along with
their poised, deferential service. It was a seemingly paradoxical combination, tough to pull off,
but the twins achieved it flawlessly as they replenished drinks and cleared away used dishes
and glasses.

Bob watched them with pride and Adam said, “Well they’ll sure be the stars of that show when
they serve dinner to all those leather blokes in the desert. Like you said, they’re good enough
to eat. You sure they’ll be OK?”

“Sure they will,” Randy asserted confidently. “Mike will take care of them ... I'd trust any of our
boys with that guy. ['ll have a word with him before they go. Him and me speak the same
language.”

Bob smiled to himself. ‘Not always you didn’t,’” he thought, recalling how Randy had once
guarreled with Mike, slugged him and spent the next few weeks making amends. But Bob
knew he was right about Mike taking care of the twins. He wouldn’t have let them go otherwise.

While they drank the last of the brandy it was clear that Zack and Adam had something going on
as they chatted quietly with each other.

As Adam had mentioned earlier he was a leather enthusiast from way back, and when he
strolled into any one of the leather bars in Sydney all heads turned. In his full gear the tall,
handsome, muscular Aussie was an iconic leather master and had his pick of the admiring
crowd. The twins were not alone when they had said earlier that if he chose them in a bar their
response would have been an eager “Yes please, sir.”

And Adam had been totally turned on watching Zack bare-assed in chaps getting worked over
and double-fucked by the twins. So it came as no surprise when they both stood up and Zack
said, “Looks like we're gonna love you and leave you guys. Adam’s coming over to my place
for a while.”

“Yeah,” Adam grinned, “Zack’s gonna show me a few rope tricks, and I'll show him a few Aussie
tricks | picked up in Sydney. Gotta do what we can for U.S./Aussie relations, ya know.”

Mark laughed. “First time | ever realized that international relations were improved by an
Aussie stud stringing up a Yank, whipping him and fucking the shit out of him — or vice versa as

the case may be. Sounds more like an act of war to me.”

“That, old buddy, is because you’re a cop, sworn to keep law and order,” Zack chuckled.
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“But you know,” Adam said, “uniforms are part of the leather scene too. Hell, Mark, if you had

walked into a Sydney bar in your uniform the whole crowd would have sunk to its knees as if a
priest had just said ‘let us pray.” And if | had been there it would have ended up as leatherman
versus cop. Hmm ... not a bad idea ... food for thought.”

“Come on, stud,” Zack said, “before you start mixing your metaphors. One fantasy at a time,
OK?” He turned to the twins. “Amazing afternoon, guys. Not often I'm on the receiving end of
a dick, let alone two at once. And you look fucking gorgeous in leather. Wear it with pride,
kids.” He hugged them both and shook hands with Bob and Randy.

Adam thanked them all profusely — “the company, the food, entertainment and most of all ...
that brilliant peach cobbler!” Leaving laughter behind them the two men went through the side
gate to his house to pick up Adam’s gear before crossing the street to Zack’s house and down
to his hardcore basement room.

The twins had a similar idea. The table was clear and Kevin said to Bob, “Sir, would it be OK if
...” He was interrupted by a cough from Randy who looked at him with raised eyebrows.
“Sorry, sir,” Kevin grinned. “Er, my brother and | are leaving now. We're going to the gym
downstairs.”

“Aye-aye sirl” Randy grinned with a quick salute.

Kyle leaned over and said quietly in Bob’s ear. “And if you would like to come down and watch
in a few minutes, we would like that.” Without waiting for a response he and Kevin stood up,
walked to the house and through the door to the basement.

“What did Kyle say?” Mark asked.

“‘Wants me to go down there in a few minutes as a spectator. | have a feeling he meant all
three of us. You up for that?”

“Try keeping us away,” Mark said. “After the spectacle we saw earlier, it'll be hard to top that.”

Randy laughed. “Don’t underestimate them, Mark. Like Bob said, they’re full of surprises.”
T ——————

The first big surprise came before the guys entered the basement room.

They had waited for twenty minutes, taking their cue from Bob, who eventually stood up and

found to his surprise that his heart was beating fast. “Let’s go,” he said quietly. They were
halfway down the basement stairs when they stopped and Randy said, “What the fuck...?”
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It was opera! The sound of opera floated up from the room — two sopranos singing a soaring
duet. Bob instantly recognized it as the famous Flower Duet from the opera Lakmé, a lyrical,
heart-stopping aria that always brought tears to Bob’s eyes. But here? In this gym? In this
sexual playroom?”

Randy had long ago installed a sound system in the gym where they played edgy house music
when Randy took Grady through his rugged early-morning workout routine. But Opera? That
had to be the twins’ doing. Randy frowned in confusion. “Fucking weird!”

“No,” Bob said softly. “Wonderfully weird. Sshh, not a sound.”

Silently they followed Bob into the room and saw, over at the side in the shadows, three chairs
that had obviously been placed there for them by the twins. Quietly they took their seats and as
their eyes became accustomed to the muted lighting they saw an extraordinary sight.

Across the room the twins stood facing each other. They were still wearing their leather pants
and boots but were now shirtless having shed their leather vests. Their arms were stretched
upward, their wrists placed through padded leather restraints that hung down from two sets of
short ropes tied to the gym’s chin-up bar.

In sex games in the gym one guy was often tied in this position, his body straining upward. Only
this time there were two, facing each other about two feet apart, their arms slightly bent at the
elbow for comfort.

“‘Amazing,” whispered Mark, staring in disbelief at two other features. The boys were tethered
together by two cords. One stretched between their chests, attached at each end to clamps on
their nipples — not the painful alligator clamps, but milder clamps that caused discomfort that
was more sensual than painful.

The ends of the other cord were wound round the base of their cocks, so the boys were roped
together by their cocks and balls, and by their nipples. Right now they were standing close
enough together that the ropes were slack so there was no strain.

The three men gazed in amazement at the two boys, sideways on to them, and held their breath
waiting for what came next. But nothing happened, nothing moved. The edges of the room
were in shadow but the boys were lit by subtle pink spotlights from above. They looked
absolutely beautiful as they stared at each other.

Whether or not they were aware of the men’s arrival was uncertain — and irrelevant. Their entire
concentration was on each other — on each other’s eyes. The stiliness, the serenity was

otherworldly, accentuated by the haunting strains of the lilting operatic aria filling the room.

The men breathed again, deep breaths as they relaxed into the ethereal atmosphere of the
room, simply gazing at the twins gazing at each other. Randy had the most trouble getting his
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mind round this. He turned and frowned at Bob but was struck by the glow on Bob’s face that
matched the radiant joy of the twins. Randy turned back toward the twins and realized that he
was witnessing something uniquely special, though he wasn’t sure what it was.

“They’re not even looking in the mirrors,” Randy said quietly.

“Yes they are,” Bob said. “Their mirror is their identical brother ... and his eyes in which each
sees his own reflection. One boy sees exactly what the other sees, feels what he feels, loves
what he loves. It's magical.”

Like the other two men Bob was also struck by the utter incongruity of the scene — two beautiful,
shirtless leather boys in bondage, facing each other in this bastion of grunt manliness and
sexuality, set to the soaring music of one of the most beautiful arias in opera. But Bob knew
instinctively that it was so totally incongruous as to make it perfect.

They sat absorbing the scene for several minutes ... and then there was movement ... the
slightest of movement. As if on a silent signal the brothers stretched out their tongues and
leaned forward until the tips of their tongues touched. A faint smile came to their eyes as they
felt this fragile, sensual contact with their brother for a few seconds. Then they withdrew their
tongues and again stared into each other’s eyes. The music swelled ... and tears flowed down
their cheeks.

Bob, sitting between Randy and Mark, pressed his hands on theirs on the chairs’ arms and felt
tears coming to his own eyes. Mark whispered what they were all thinking. “Man, those boys
are totally in love with each other. It’s love, pure and simple. Never seen anything like it.”

The boys moved closer together and licked the tears from each other’s faces. And they kissed,
tentatively at first, running their tongues across each other’s lips, then pressed their lips together
harder and harder until they were locked in a passionate embrace.

There is a point in the aria where the lyricism gives way to a few dramatic moments and the
twins, in total harmony with the music, chose that moment to pull back so the ropes tightened
and they felt pain in their nipples and in their balls. But their eyes remained fixed on each
other’s, smiling when the other smiled, wincing when he winced. They were perfectly matched,
feeling exactly what the other felt, every twinge, every stab of pain.

It reminded all three men of the times they had looked at themselves in the mirror, in self-
inflicted bondage, feeling the pleasure of pain, able to bring themselves to the very limit of
endurance before making the pain cease. They had been in total control of the man in the
mirror, just as now the brothers were in complete control of each other ... of their twin ... of
themselves.

The boys were pulling hard now, grimacing at each other, stretching balls and nipples to the
climax of pain until the aria reached its dramatic climax, paused ... and then resumed the
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romantic lyricism of its melodic theme. The boys relaxed and the pain dissolved once again
into love. This time they moved together, close together, their chests touching, rubbing
sensuously against each other, their cocks sliding together between their bodies.

The aria was reaching its finale and at last they separated and stood once again two feet apart,
motionless, gazing into each other’s eyes. Again tears came to their eyes, they smiled and as
the aria reached its climayx, its final, soaring high note ... the boys climaxed. Their cocks
sprayed their juice across the space separating them, splashing onto each other at exactly the
same moment, their bodies and souls in perfect harmony.

The aria had ended, and the twins were in love.
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In the ensuing silence Bob gripped the others men’s hands tight and glimpsed each one using
his free hand to wipe his eyes. It was a long time since Bob had seen Randy’s emotions spill
over into tears.

The twins’ smiling eyes were dancing together as they pulled their hands out of the wrist
restraints and detached the ropes tying them together. They walked calmly across the room
and faced the three seated men. They were a stunning sight, two handsome young men,
shirtless in leather pants and boots, semen running down their bare chests and stomachs.

“Sirs, we want to thank you for a memorable afternoon,” Kevin smiled. “We had a great time.”

“Hey, kids,” Randy said, his voice still choked, “this time it's definitely us thanking you. You've
been ...” he groped for the right words ... “you’ve given us ...”

Mark helped him out. “... a beautiful experience, guys.”

Kyle directed his next comment to Bob. “Sir, if it's OK we would now like to spend some time
alone in our room before we make a start on the evening meal.”

Bob gazed up at them lovingly. “Boys, why don’t you take the rest of the day off. It's only
Randy, Mark and me in the house now and it'll do us good to fix our own dinner. OK if Randy
uses one of your aprons?” he grinned. “Can’t wait to see that look.”

“The kitchen is all yours, sir,” Kevin smiled. “And thank you again ... for everything.”

The twins turned and left the room together, leaving a deep silence behind them. Mark was the

first to speak. ‘I ... I've never seen anything like it ... guys so close, almost like they melt into
one. That look in their eyes ... pure love. Makes you feel kinda humble doesn't it?”
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Randy nodded. “You're right, buddy, and humble is not something | feel often — if ever. But
Bob, it seemed like such a private act. Why do you think they wanted us to watch?”

“I think | know why,” Bob said quietly. “See, the twins’ only fear in life has always been the fear

of separation. | think they wanted to show us the intensity of the love they have for each other,

how much they are part of each other. Like Mark said, they seem to melt into each other as one
person. They want us to see how impossible it would be for them to live without each other. In

a way it was a plea for our protection ... a plea to never let anyone separate them.”

“Yeah,” Randy growled, “well you can tell them they never have to worry about that. As long as
| have breath in my body I'll never let those kids be split up. That’s my promise to them.”

Bob looked at him lovingly, put his arm round his neck and squeezed. “And that pretty much
says it all. It's one reason | love you, you big lug.”

“Hey, guys,” Mark said, lightening the mood. “I’'m still here ya know. | thought this was gonna
be a three-way afternoon ... three-way lounging round the pool, three-way effort in the kitchen
and ... well, since Jamie’s away, I'd like to invite you to spend the night in my apartment.”

“A three-way in bed, you mean,” Randy chuckled. “Well, the twins gave three-ways a whole
new meaning when they worked Zack over. Maybe we can take a page out of their playbook.

Bob’s eyes sparkled. “Long time since we spent a whole afternoon and night together, just us
three. Let's see here —the pool, the kitchen, the bed — who knows, maybe we can write a
whole playbook of our own. The story will begin something like this: “A construction worker, a
cop, and a businessman meet in a garden one afternoon and .... Well, we’ll make the rest up
as we go along.”

“OK,” said Randy leaping to his feet. “Last one in the pool gets gang fucked.”

Bob rolled his eyes at Mark and sighed, “See? A one-track mind.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” Mark laughed. “Provided it’s the right track.”

They rushed out of the basement, peeling their clothes off as they ran up the stairs.
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News of the events of the afternoon naturally spread like wildfire. The tribe had split up into
three separate groups — the men in the tribe’s house, the senior boys up in the dunes, and Pete,
Jason and Hassan and their boys in the Grady House with Grady, Mario, Danny and Brian.
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But no matter how dispersed the tribe was, the grapevine stretched its tentacles far and wide.
Zack had called his boy Darius, who phoned Eddie who was now giving a wide-eyed blow-by-
blow description to Grady and the group, hanging delightedly on his every word.

“‘Man | wish I'd seen that,” Grady laughed in his usual merry way. “Can you imagine, those
gorgeous twins double teaming Zack, then dressing in leather pants, boots and vests? OK,
guys, for the rest of you that’s the outfit du jour — the boys in full leather topping their masters.”

There was laughter all round and Eddie joined in energetically. “Hey, Ben, you and me could
double-team Jason and Hassan — both of us in leather, you standing astride your fireman and
me standing over my Marine. We could work them over real good.”

As they boisterously competed with one crazy idea after another, their masters smiled
indulgently. But one of the boys was unusually silent. Brandon found an excuse to leave the
group by picking up used dishes from the table, piling them on the tray table of his wheelchair
and wheeling himself away into the kitchen. The rest of the raucous crowd were so involved in
their noisy story telling that they barely noticed Brandon leave.

But Pete did. The handsome Ranger had watched the expression on his boy’s face change
from amusement to melancholy as his buddies swapped their fantasy leather stories. Brandon
had not joined in and had finally found an excuse to go off on his own. Pete followed him and
found him gloomily stacking the dishes in the dishwasher.

“Hey, kiddo, what’s up?”

“Nothing, sir.”

“Hey, Brandon, look at me. This is me — Pete. Now tell me the truth like you always do.”
Brandon plucked up his courage, looked Pete straight in the eye and said, “Sir, if you ever
wanted to take on another boy, instead of me, | would quite understand. | mean a proper boy,
one who could do what the other boys were talking about, run around, dress in leather, stand
over their masters and make them proud. | can’t do that, sir. | can’t walk, can’t even stand, so |
can’t give you everything they can. | mean ...”

“Hey, hey stop right there, kid.” Pete sat in a chair next to him and gazed into his eyes.
Brandon, let’s get one thing straight. You’re my boy and always will be — only you. | love you,
kiddo. Where’s all this doom and gloom coming from? You’re usually so tough and optimistic.”
“Sorry, sir, | just thought that if ...”

“Well stop thinking right now and leave that to me. We can sort all this out later. When we get

back home I've got something | wanna show you, and I'll tell you the plans I've got for us — just
you and me. And then I'll take you to bed and make love to you. How’s all that sound?”
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Brandon had tears in his eyes behind his black-rimmed glasses but he blinked them back and a
smile spread slowly over his face. “Sounds great, sir. Sorry | kinda lost it there. But one
thing’s for sure ... | love you, sir, and yeah ...” he held his head high “... I'm your boy alright.”

“Good to hear it,” Pete grinned. “Now let’s get back to the party.

And so that evening, while Randy, Bob and Mark partied hard — a trio of horny alpha males
finding new ways to love — Pete was reassuring his insecure boy that the power of love
overcomes all doubts and fears. It was as if the twins’ passion had permeated the other men
and boys of the tribe, opening the next, vibrant new chapter of their story.

# # #

Chapter 336 -“ Al pMaal e Bondi ng”

The tribeds bosistehrse weypes yt ocgeentshterruct i on boss Randy
loverandSuper man | ookal i ke Bo b-GédmatordcletchpeMark.IToen d Gr e ek
three muscular alpha males were powered by roaring testosterone and overheated libidos T a

mixof | ove, | ust and mutwual admiration that could |
Randy said. heftum-s hot s . 0

Pete and Brandon were welcomed back to Grady’s party and Pete continued to soothe his boy’s
doubts and despondency. He had already made plans that he hoped would help in that, which
he would explain to his boy when he took Brandon home that evening and made love to him.

Meanwhile, down at the tribe’s compound there was not a trace of reticence or melancholy. On
the contrary, the three muscular alpha males were powered by roaring testosterone and
overheated libidos — a combination of love, lust and mutual respect.

It had not always been like this. In the past there had been friction among the tormented trio,
which was perhaps inevitable in three strong, macho alpha males — the rugged gypsy

construction boss Randy; his businessman lover and Superman lookalike Bob; and the blond
Greek-God motorcycle cop Mark. Back then the brooding tension that existed between them
had led Doctor Steve, Randy’s brother and the tribe’s therapist, to dub them a “toxic triangle”.

The problem had originated in Randy’s intense and obsessive love for Bob. Randy was a
dominant man who feared nothing, except (irrationally) that Bob would leave him. Mark always
privately harbored a deep love and respect for Bob, which was reciprocated, and they had
occasionally made passionate love together.

Fertile soil for smoldering envy and resentment between Randy and Mark!

4993



And inevitably the tense situation had erupted in a brutal fight between the construction boss
and the cop, like rival stallions battling for supremacy. But that climactic battle had resulted in a
stunning realization of something long buried and unacknowledged ... the love and lust that
Randy and Mark felt for each other but which had always been smothered under their rivalry.

Paradoxically the rivalry and the love sprang from the same source — the knowledge that they
were both strong, dominant alpha males who, deep down, respected the other man’s raw
masculinity and admired his muscular beauty. It was a conflict inflamed by lust and, when they
finally accepted that truth, their rivalry was transformed into a solid, masculine friendship and —
in the spirit of the classic, time-honored plea — they made love, not war.

No one was more delighted than Bob and from then on the toxic trio became known to the tribe
as the triumphant trio i acknowledged leaders of the clan.

And now here they were together in the rare situation of being alone in the normally crowded
house. The senior boys were away on a trip out of town; most of the other men and boys were
up at the Grady House; Zack and Adam were at Zack’s house indulging their leather fantasies;
and the twins were snug in their bedroom in their favorite pastime — indulging in their own
sensuous version of brotherly love.

As Bob had said, “Long time since we spent a whole afternoon and night together, just us
three.” Mark had been more graphic: “I thought this was gonna be a three-way afternoon ...
three-way lounging by the pool, three-way effort in the kitchen and — as my boy Jamie’s away —
| wanna invite you to spend the night in my apartment.”

After watching the twins’ extraordinary display of love for each other the men were totally juiced
up as they shed their clothes running up the stairs from the basement. They were naked by the
time they reached the top, raced across the garden and dived into the pool.

At first there was the usual splashing, grappling and wrestling — resembling not so much
stallions as lion cubs tussling, flexing their muscles and honing their fighting skills. Their past
rivalries were over but the natural aggression of hot-blooded lusty males, even good buddies,
still found expression in friendly brawling.

But even these men finally ran out of stamina. Randy, standing chest deep in the water leaned
with his back to the wall and pulled Bob up against him, both of them breathless. They gazed
into each other’s eyes and Randy said, “So, your twins sure showed us what love between two
guys means. You think we can match them?”

“If you're asking if | can come just looking into your eyes, | think you know the answer is yes.”

“Well, | was thinking of making it a little easier than that, buddy,” Randy said, glancing over
Bob’s shoulder. “What | had in mind was this.”
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“Aaagh!” Bob was suddenly pressed against Randy by a driving force behind him ... the force
of Mark’s cock plunging into his ass under the water. “Fuck!” Bob yelled. “Fuck you both ...
this is a conspiracy .... Oooh!” His protests faded into sighs of pleasure as he felt the cop’s
long dick sliding in and out of him and he pressed against the muscular gypsy’s hard body.

“See?” Randy smiled, their faces inches apart. “Told you that would make it easier. Don't |
always take good care of my man?” He waggled his tongue. “So where’s my reward, buddy?”

Bob heard Mark’s deep voice over his shoulder murmuring in his ear. “Make love to him, Bob.
Make love to the big guy while | make love to your ass.

“Fuck you both,” Bob smiled, then pressed his lips against Randy’s. Their open mouths
clamped together with the familiar feeling of sharing each other’s warm breath, the same air
sustaining them as their tongues slid over each other. The water lapped round their chests as
the three alpha males joined in the first of many three-way couplings that afternoon.

Bob ran his hands down Randy’s flared lats to his waist under water, then linked his hands
behind his waist and pulled Randy harder against him, their stiff cocks grinding together
between them. Randy ran his fingers through Bob’s tousled wet hair and grabbed his head,
holding it captive while he kissed him roughly.

Bob loved the sensation of being trapped between these two gorgeous, powerful men proving
their love and lust for him and never wanted it to end. But eventually Randy pulled his mouth
away and stared into Bob’s eyes. His hypnotic voice said softly, “Now you know what you have
to do, buddy. Your twins showed you the way. Show me you love me. Show Mark you love
his cock in your ass. Only one way to do that. Look at me, man ... you love me don’t you?”

Whenever Bob saw his own face reflected in the swarthy gypsy’s pale blue eyes the result was
always the same. Impossible to hold back. “Fuck me, Mark,” Bob sighed, “I love you guys.
Cum with me Randy ... yeah ... now ... now!” ....”

As he felt Mark’s cock shudder and erupt inside him Bob smiled into Randy’s eyes (just as the
twins had smiled at each other) and together they blasted a load of semen that floated up to the
surface of the water between them.

Mark pulled out of Bob gently and came round next to them. “Hey, guys, can | get a lick in

here?” He ran his tongue over their lips as they kissed, and they invited him to share in their
embrace ... a very wet, very breathless, but positively triumphant trio!
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Soon their three-way kiss collapsed into sputtering mirth that made them separate in a gale of
laughter. When at last they calmed down Mark said, “Well, we did promise a three-way in the
pool and, if nothing else, we guys do honor our promises.”

“Yeah,” Bob said, “and I’'m the one who ended up with a dick in his ass — bastards.” He pressed
his hands on their heads, pushed them both forcibly under water and ran out of the pool.

Randy surfaced and followed him while Mark reached up and grabbed Bob’s leg as he ran by.
The trip sent Bob sprawling on the grass and, in an instant, Randy was on top of him. He
flipped him over on his back and pushed his legs in the air while Mark emerged, knelt at Bob’s
head and clamped his wrists to the ground. “Hey, guys, cool it!” Bob shouted. “We're three
intelligent, civilized guys and — what? — when we’re alone together all we can find to do is fuck?”
“Yeaah!” Randy and Mark shouted together, grinning down at him.

“Animals,” Bob said, stifling a grin. “You disappoint me. | expected a bit more sophistication.”

“l don’t do sophistication,” Randy said derisively, “and Mark’s a cop.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” Mark objected. “That all cops are Neanderthals like you?”

“Hey, who are you calling a ‘knee-ander..." whatever that was?”

“It means caveman, Randy,” Bob said, wriggling free while the gypsy and the cop were
distracted by their sudden playful dispute. “And I'd say that nails you perfectly.”

“Oh right, caveman again is it?” Randy said, faking indignation. “That’s a low blow, dude. Well
| can prove I’'m no caveman ‘cos cavemen didn’t drink beer and | could kill for one right now.”

There was a momentary stunned silence, then all three men roared with laughter and collapsed
in a heap. “You know, big guy,” Mark laughed, “you can be a prize idiot sometimes. Only you
could make a segué from caveman to beer.”

“Whad’ya mean?” Randy protested. “l was serious. | need a damn beer. Where are those
twins anyway? They usually come running out right on cue.”

Bob rolled his eyes and sighed. “Randy, if your memory span was longer than a gnat’s you
would recall that we gave the twins the rest of the day off. They are no doubt making love
upstairs even as we speak. Now that’s sophistication. And in their absence we're fending for
ourselves.”

“He’s right you know, buddy,” Mark agreed. “And | vote that the guy who is the most parched
for a beer is elected to go to the kitchen and get a six-pack from the fridge.”
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Bob looked at Randy derisively. “l appreciate that the kitchen is unfamiliar territory for you,
Randy, but the entrance is over there to the left. And the fridge will be that big tall white thing
with two doors facing you against the wall.”

“Asshole,” Randy grinned, but he got up and went into the house. Mark smiled, “You know, you
get away with murder with that guy, Bob. Anyone else, he’d slug ‘em.”

“Yeah well | already got a lot of fist-slugs in the memory bank, Mark. Randy slugged me so
often in his real caveman days that the account’s full and we just draw on the memory if things
get rough,” Bob laughed

“Nah, seriously, Mark, deep down he’s still the fist-swinging Texas gypsy, but he’s become
much more civilized. Look at the way he shed a tear watching the twins. | wouldn’t say it rises
to the level of sophistication — like he said, Randy doesn’t do sophistication — but he’s even
developed quite a sense of humor. Oh shit, and here comes proof of it.”

They looked up at the weirdly incongruous sight of the naked muscular construction boss
wearing one of the twins’ white bib-aprons, a knee-length affair looped round the neck and tied
round the waist, leaving the ass bare at the back.

The strange thing was that, as absurd as it might look, Randy still managed to look supremely
sexy with his muscular arms and shoulders and his swarthy, stubbled features that contrasted
with the white cotton fabric. Randy had such strong intrinsic sex-appeal that no clothes could
mask it — even a crazy outfit like this.

He was carrying a big tray loaded with beers, chips and dip that he placed on a table with a
flourish and the deferential statement, “Gentlemen, refreshments are served. Is there any other

service | can provide you today?”

Mark jumped to his feet and laughed, “Oh, don’t get me started, man.” He reached round and
squeezed his bare butt. “Beginning with this.”

“Forbidden territory,” Randy growled. “Around here I'm known as the fuck-er not the fuck-ee.”

“Oh really?” Mark said, shooting Bob an amused look with raised eyebrows and a downturned
mouth.”

Randy took off the joke apron and the three men lounged round the table buck naked and
reached for the beers. Bob asked, “Now please, Randy, can you think of something to talk

about other than fucking.”

Randy twisted his finger tip into his cheek, crossed his eyes, and with a hillbilly drawl said,
“‘Nope — cain’'t say as | can, mister.”

4997



“You really are the king of assholes, you know that?”
“Yeah, and you're the asshole’s lover — what does that make you, the asshole’s dick?”

The mocking banter continued amid howls of laughter as the men relished the virile company of
their best buddies. Of course they did eventually settle into conversations not focused on sex,
including praise for the twins that evolved into discussions of all the boys, especially speculation
about what the four senior boys — Pablo, Darius, Jamie and Nate — were up to in the dunes.

Mark said, “I got a call from Jamie who said there was a lot of sex happening — no surprise there
— and that Pablo had been pulling his superior ‘head boy’ stunt until they tied him up and fucked
some sense into him.”

“Yeah,” Randy shrugged, “well he probably had that coming. Anyone who goes around
spouting all that ‘I'm-top-man’ bullshit to his best buddies needs to be taught a lesson.”

There was a sudden silence as Bob and Mark stared hard at him with sparkling eyes and
sputtering laughs. “Hey, | was talking about Pablo,” Randy growled. “Don’t get any ideas, guys.”

In all their friendly banter, and even their more substantial conversation, the subject of sex hung
always in the air despite Bob’s plea to the contrary. The only question was when, not if, it would
rear its head again. That answer came when they went to the kitchen.
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Hunger, of course, caught up with them soon enough, along with the realization that they were
on their own when it came to food. “Shit damn,” Randy said, “where are the twins when you
need them? | know, | know, upstairs fucking — a word I’'m banned from mentioning apparently.”

“Oh you can mention it, dude, but right now you have to choose between fucking and eating.”

“Huh, you got me there, pal. Tough choice — | got big appetites for both. OK, eat first, fuck
second. Never thought | hear myself say that.”

The three men had been spoiled by having two young gourmet chefs to make sure their
stomachs were filled. Not today, though.

When Bob had chided Randy that the kitchen was unfamiliar territory to him, the same could
apply to all of them, except that Bob had some rudimentary skills as he enjoyed working with the
twins sometimes. But they always gave him directions and this time he was in charge. “Hmm,”
he mused, “it’s like the start of a bad joke ... three musclehunks in a kitchen. Not very
promising.”
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Fortunately the twins had been their usual thoughtful selves before they disappeared upstairs.
“Well look at that,” Mark said, “those kids put out for us everything we’re gonna need ... three
big salmon steaks, potatoes for baking and bunches of spinach. They’ve even laid out all the
herbs and stuff that we’ll need.”

“Yeah, now all we have to do is cook it,” Randy said morosely.

“No problem, men,” Bob grinned. “We’ve met worse challenges than this. Unfortunately,
Randy, fists won’t solve this one. Calls for a delicate touch.”

“l don’t have no delicate touch,” Randy pouted. Bob chuckled. “Tell me about it! Never mind,
buddy, just follow my lead and do what I tell you. | suggest you wash the spinach. 1 think even
you can handle that. You just throw it in the sink and turn on the tap.”

“Mark, you mix the sour cream and yoghurt and other stuff the twins left there for the potatoes
and I'll get the steaks ready for the oven.” With varying degrees of willingness they got to work.

If Darius had been there with his camera he would definitely have proclaimed this ‘one for the
archives’ — three muscular, buck-naked alpha males with semi-erect cocks grappling with the
mysteries of a kitchen. A ham-fisted Randy got more water on the floor than he did on the
spinach. Mark cursed softly as he stood at the butcher-block table trying to measure out the
confusing ingredients. Bob had the most success spreading herbs and spices on the steaks
ready for roasting.

Then Mark had a spill. The butcher-block island in the middle of the room was where the twins
usually chopped, mixed and prepared ingredients. But they knew what they were doing, which
is more than could be said of Mark. He was whipping the sour cream in a bow! with such force
that his hand slipped, the bowl shot forward over the front of the table and crashed to the floor.

Reflexively Mark lunged forward frantically in a futile attempt to catch it and ended up splayed
across the table on his stomach, his arms reaching down to the floor trying to pick up the
shattered pieces. “Shit fuck piss,” he groaned, “the motherfucker got away from me.”

Bob laughed, “Cop — beaten by a bowl,” as he stared at the naked man sprawled across the
butcher-block. But Randy’s gaze was more sharply focused on the bare ass pointing up at him
— almost begging for it.”

“Shit damn,” officer he grinned, “why do you do this to me? You know | can never resist an
invitation like that.” He spat in his hand, grabbed his semi-erect cock and, with just a few
strokes, made it hard as steel. He pressed down on the small of Mark’s back and drove his
thick cock between the exposed ass cheeks and deep down his chute.

Mark’s head, hanging over the other edge of the table, jerked up and he yelled, “Aaah ... fuck
you, man.”
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“No, fuck you, officer,” Randy laughed. “You know what they say, dude ... if you can’t stand the
heat, stay out of the kitchen. Except | don’t think that’s an option for you right now, buddy.”
Randy looked up and winked at Bob.

Bob walked to the front of the table where Mark’s head was again hanging down in submissive
acceptance of the inevitable butt fuck. Bob grabbed his tangle of blond hair and pulled his face
up, inches away from his already rigid dick. “Sorry about this, buddy,” he smiled.

Mark looked up at the stunning body and face of the man he loved and grinned, “I'm not. Go for
it big guy.” He opened his mouth and ... “mmm” ... he felt Bob’s warm, thick shaft slide down
his throat.”

Randy was having a ball. He was careful not to pound hard — this was a love fuck, not a
revenge fuck — as he shifted his hands and pressed them now on the rock-hard cheeks of the
cop’s ass while he pushed his cock between them like a slow, steady piston. He gazed down at
the rippling muscles of the cop’s broad back, then up at Bob’s face glowing blissfully as he
fucked the handsome Greek-God face.

“Well, buddy,” Randy said, “one thing’s for sure. If a guy’s gonna get spit-roasted, best place is
the kitchen. And you don’t even have to fire up the oven. Let’'s show the police officer how
much we love him, buddy.”

Bob grinned, “Well cops are pledged to ‘protect and serve’ so | guess this is the ‘serve’ bit.”

At that comment Mark choked on Bob’s cock, which had less to do with his gag reflex than his
smothered laugh. He reached up and grabbed Bob’s waist, raised his eyes and gazed lovingly
at Bob as he feasted on his cock. “Eat it, man,” Bob smiled. “God it looks so hot, that
gorgeous face getting fucked, those sexy lips wrapped round my cock.”

As the three muscle-gods settled into a sensuous three-way fuck they were not entirely
unobserved — or at least unheard. The twins’ bedroom was immediately above the kitchen and,
lying nestled together in bed, they had heard the clumsy sounds of the trio’s attempts at cooking

their dinner. The brothers grinned and winced as they imagined the scene.

When the mixing bowl crashed to the floor Kyle said, “Ouch. Sounds like things are not going as
planned. Bet that was Randy.”

“Nah,” Kevin giggled. “Bob would never let him near our chinaware. Ever hear the phrase ‘bull
in a china shop?’ It was probably Mark.”

“Prob’ly. It's quieter now, except for all those grunts and groans. Wonder who's getting fucked.”

“‘Not Randy, | bet. He’s like Pablo — always boasts that he’s top man.”
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“You’re right, bro. But you heard what the guys did to Pablo in the dunes. Group fucked him
real good ... brought him down to earth with a bump. If Randy pulls the same shit, Bob and
Mark won't let him get away with it for long.”

The twins’ speculation was pretty close to the mark. They knew better than any of the others
the dynamics and cross-currents in the tribe and observed it all with detached amusement — just
as they were listening now. And the volume was about to increase.

Mark had been subjected to his buddies’ cocks for some time now, one driving into his ass, and
the other filling his mouth, with a rhythmic pounding that made his muscles flex and his cock
shudder on the table beneath him. The two men he loved were using his magnificent body,
sprawled on the table, and he knew he couldn’t last much longer without busting his load. His
arms tensed and he tightened his grip on Bob’s waist.

Bob felt the tension and knew what it meant. He pulled out and said, “You ready, Mark?”

“Sure, man. | wanna drink you.” He turned his head to look back over his shoulder at Randy.
“You hear that mother-fucker? I'm real stoked ... | gotta shoot.”

As always in these situations it was Randy who called the shots — the cum shots. “OK, suck
dick, big guy.” Again Mark clamped his mouth over the long shaft and Randy smiled across his
muscled back at Bob.

“You gorgeous son of a bitch, let’s fill up the cop with our jizz, show him how much we love the
big stud.” Then louder (loud enough so the twins heard), “OK, men, let’s do it! Shit damn this
feels good.” He pounded ass harder, Bob sank his cock deep down Mark’s throat and ...
“aaagh!” ... they poured semen into the blond cop’s ass and mouth.

A muffled scream came from the gagged cop as he swallowed hard, his body bucked and his
cock erupted with hot juice that spread beneath him all over the butcher-block table.

Upstairs, Kyle smiled at Kevin. “At last ... took them long enough. Now maybe we’ll get some
peace and quiet ... as long as they don’t burn down the kitchen.”

“Yeah, but what worries me is the mess the kitchen will be in. You can only imagine — floor and
counters smothered with food, broken china, liquid — won'’t be able to tell the difference between
semen and sour-cream. We should make them clean it up.”

“Yeah,” Kyle grinned devilishly. “You know what we should do? Put on those leather outfits

Zack gave us and crack the whip making those naked musclemen crawl around swabbing the
floor. Then we’ll cum all over them and make them clean that up too.”
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They giggled at the improbable scenario and cuddled closer. “Well,” Kevin smiled, “a guy can
dream can’t he?”
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Despite kitchen chaos and a spit-roasted cop, the meal was surprisingly good.

Of course, there was a lot of confusion at first as a cop sprawled naked on the butcher block
doesn’t leave much room for anything else, so the herbs and condiments carefully set out by the
twins had gone flying. Bob brought out replacements — or as many as he could remember —
and the salmon steaks got properly seasoned and roasted, the potatoes got oiled and baked,
the topping got mixed and the spinach got steamed.

They even made an attempt at cleaning up the kitchen, though not to the exacting standards of
the twins, and it was a self-satisfied trio that sat round the table by the pool. Bob had insisted
they dress for dinner, which consisted of pulling on boxer shorts.

Of course, one thing they had found in the kitchen with no difficulty was the wine, which they
now swallowed with relish. Randy raised his glass and said proudly, “Well, guys, we did it!”

“Er, are you talking about cooking dinner or spit-roasting me?” Mark grinned.

“Well both,” Randy boasted. “Not often a cop and a salmon get roasted at the same time.”
“‘Randy,” Bob said dismissively, “you make it sound as if you accomplished both single-
handedly. You may have taken the lead fucking Mark but, as | recall, your culinary contribution
was minimal at best. Basically washing the spinach.”

“‘Well at least | didn’t end up spilling it all on the floor like our police officer pal here.”

“Hey, | could have caught that bowl if you hadn’t nailed my ass first, mother-fucker.”

And so the high-spirited conversation seguéd rapidly from sex to salmon and back to sex. They
did for a while talk about the tribe, the men, the boys and their work, but there was a subtext
that Randy did not pick up on but which Bob and Mark were acutely aware of as they
exchanged secret glances throughout the meal.

It was actually a mirror image of what had happened with their boys on their trip to the dunes.
They too had indulged in some wild group sex right from the start, but Jamie, Darius and Nate
had nursed a growing desire to, as Darius had put it, ‘knock that boss’s-boy bullshit’ out of

Pablo, the self-described top man of the group.

Pablo and his master Randy were cut from the same cloth — the boss and the boss’s boy — and
Pablo had even used the same terms as Randy — fuck-er and fuck-ee — seeing himself most
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definitely as the former. Just as Pablo had attempted to fuck the cop’s boy Jamie, so Randy
had ploughed the cop himself in the kitchen.

Normally the boys followed the example of their men, but here the sequence was reversed.
Bob and Mark loved Randy like crazy, but even in the playful, rambunctious atmosphere of this
man-fest they still felt the need to puncture his inflated self-image. The boss’s boy had been
group-fucked into subservience and it looked like the boss himself was to meet the same fate.

But Bob and Mark knew that, unlike Pablo, Randy could not be man-handled into submission.
He was too tough for that ... in physical strength he really was the boss. But Bob had a more
subtle arsenal of persuasion.

Randy had previously boasted that, in training the twins how to win a fight, he had taught them
to first spot the rival’s weakness. Bob was an old hand at this and knew exactly how to push

Randy’s buttons and play on his weakness. Randy’s belief in himself as the undisputed boss
meant that he always rose to a challenge ... it was bred in the bone ... he couldn’t resist.

So that’s the soft spot Bob went for. “Man, how about those twins today, uh, overpowering Zack
and double fucking him?” he said, referring to the earlier scene of the twins’ triumph. He
glanced meaningfully at Mark who picked up his cue.

“Yeah but you know, not many men have the guts to let themselves be used like that. Hell,
Zack could have thrown those kids off in a second if he chose to, but he wanted to give them
the thrill they were looking for. Most macho guys would be too insecure to let their buddies see
them take two dicks in their ass at once — especially getting double-teamed by two boys. But
Zack is one of a kind, as tough as they come. He has nothing to feel insecure about.”

“Hey,” Randy protested, “that don’t prove how tough a guy is. Don’t get me wrong, | admire
Zack’s strength, but hell, taking two dicks in your ass don’t prove nothin’. | can take Zack in a

fight anytime and | can do anything he does and more.”

There was an uneasy silence as Bob and Mark exchanged looks that showed they were
unconvinced. Randy shot surprised looks at each of them. “What? You don’t believe me?”

“You would let the twins double-team you while everyone watched?” Bob asked
“In a heartbeat. And | could take bigger dicks than theirs too.” He saw the others exchange
smiles and the penny dropped. “Ah, | get it now, | know what you two assholes are up to. Well

it won’t work — I’'m not falling for that.”

Mark and Bob high-fived each other and Bob laughed, “You won your bet, dude. You said he
didn’t have the guts and | didn’t believe you. | guess Zack’s the bigger man after all.”
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“Now wait just a goddam minute here,” Randy said, springing to his feet. “You,” pointing at
Bob, “get down on the goddam grass — right there where Zack was.”

Meekly Bob got up from the table and lay on his back on the lawn, looking up at Randy as if
scared of him — a look that always turned Randy on like crazy. Randy reached down, ripped
Bob’s shorts off him and knelt down beside him. “I want this rock hard, man.” He closed his
mouth over Bob’s already stiff cock and brought it to the required ‘rock hardness’.

He leapt to his feet, dropped his shorts and stood astride Bob like a colossus, glaring down at
him. “You think | can’t fucking take this? You know damn well | can take anything, starting
with your schlong!” He dropped to his knees astride Bob’s waist and in one bold move dropped
his ass onto Bob’s wet rod, riding it all the way down without even flinching.

“Feel good, man? You like fucking the big guy’s ass? Well try this ...” He rose and fell
rapidly on Bob’s cock, sitting on it hard, letting it penetrate deep inside him. It was typical of
Randy’s legendary savage fucks, except that this time it was his own ass getting pounded,
almost like he was fucking himself — blurring the line between fuck-er and fuck-ee.

Bob was blown away, staring up the swarthy muscle-god gypsy with his stubbled jaw and long
black hair, his ass riding his cock. Straddling Bob like a rodeo cowboy astride a bucking
stallion, the man was a homoerotic icon of machismo, even when he was getting fucked in the
ass — especially when he was getting fucked.

“‘Don’t you cum yet, man,” he commanded, feeling Bob’s cock shudder inside him. Then he
looked back over his shoulder and shouted to Mark, “What are you waiting for, officer? Come
on, let’s see what you got.” Randy leaned forward, his face now directly above Bob’s and Bob
opened his mouth to drink the sweat that dripped from the gypsy face.

Jumping into the action Mark took off his shorts and his cock sprang out, iron hard, already
dripping pre-cum from watching the two handsome lovers fuck. He knelt close behind Randy
and pressed the head of his dick at the point where Bob’s cock entered Randy. He waited until
Randy pushed back onto Bob’s rod and drove his own in on top of it.

Randy’s body shuddered with the impact and Mark expected an agonized yell. But there was
no howl of pain. The only reaction was Randy staring unflinchingly at Bob and saying, “See,
buddy, that’s how a real man takes two stud cocks in his ass ... how he gets double-teamed by
his buddies. OK, guys, let’s go for it,” he yelled and moved faster, sliding his ass back and forth
on the two long shafts. The sensation for Bob and Mark was mesmerizing as they felt their
cocks sliding against each other in the gypsy’s hot ass.

Bob stared in disbelief at the pale blue eyes gazing resolutely down at him. But, knowing
Randy intimately, sensing his every mood, he glimpsed an almost imperceptible grimace in his
eyes and knew that Randy was enduring more pain than he let on. Bob didn’t expect Randy to
verbally submit, but submission can take many forms and he was about to see one of them.
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Randy, a seasoned fighter, knew that the best form of defense was attack ... and the fact that
his own ass was under attack made no difference. His pride would not let him submit to these
guys ... but he could make them cum. He could always make a guy do that. So, despite the
pain, he stepped up the force of the two pistons driving inside him by pounding his ass on them
harder and faster.

“That all you got, men?” he shouted. “Come on, guys, fuck! Fuck my ass. Fuck the boss’s
ass, make him bust his load all over his lover.”

It was everything short of pleading. He grabbed his own cock and stroked it. “It's what you
want, right buddy?” he said to Bob. “You wanna feel my jizz pouring all over that gorgeous
body of yours, over your face? You wanna drink my cum, | know you do. Feel the cop’s dick
sliding against yours in my ass? You make him cum in me and I'll splash my juice all over you.”

Bob stared up at the laser blue eyes penetrating his and said, “Yeah, | want it, man. | want it
real bad. My cock feels so hot in your ass, | gotta cum. Oh shit ... Mark, cum with me, buddy.
You ready?”

“Let’s doit, man,” Mark yelled “... let’s shoot together inside him. Damn that feels hot. | love
you, guys ... yeah ... fuck ... fuck ... Aaagh!”

That was all three men howling like animals, the sound bouncing round the garden and echoing
over the sunbaked hills. Feeling two simultaneous explosions of juice deep inside him, Randy
pumped his dick and blasted a ribbon of cum that arced up high in the air and splashed down
into Bob’s open mouth.”

The clamor faded into silence as they let their cocks drain, let their heartbeats slow and their
breathing subside. Then suddenly Randy rose up off their cocks, leapt to his feet and stood
astride Bob, his eyes gleaming in triumph. If he had beaten his chest and given a Tarzan yell
they would not have been surprised. But instead he grinned and said simply, “Thanks guys,”
and performed a graceful swan dive into the pool.

Mark pulled Bob to his feet, they wiped off their cocks and sat at the table. As Mark poured
more wine he smiled at Bob. “The guy’s amazing. Even when he’s getting fucked by two big
cocks at the same time he manages to come out on top. | feel like it's us who just got
jackhammered. How does he do it? Does he feel no pain?’

“Oh yeah he does,” Bob chuckled. “Look at him now, sitting in the pool with his back to the wall
against the warm-water jet, letting it soothe his ass. It's plenty sore and, yeah, he felt real pain.

Not that he’d ever admit it. ‘Real men’ never show weakness — another of his sayings.”

Mark smiled. “Been one hell of a day, Bob. | love you guys so much. You, er, still gonna
spend the night at my place? Randy too?”
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“Of course we are, dude ... you, me and Randy ... especially Randy now that he’s once again
proved his top-man status. And, er, maybe we can get some sleep to0?”

“We'll see about that,” Randy shouted from the pool, always getting the last word.

Upstairs from their bedroom window the twins looked down at the garden having witnessed the
whole scene. “So dude,” Kevin said, “who do you think came out the winner there?”

“They all did,” Kyle laughed. “Winning and losing is a thing of the past for those guys. Now
they’re equals and, more important, in love.” He sighed. “No, the only loser in all this is our
kitchen. Come on, bro, let's go down and survey the wreckage.”
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Meanwhile, up at the Grady House the afternoon had passed with just as much gusto and
laughter as the three men in their macho bonding down at the tribe’s house.

After their brief chat in the kitchen Pete and Brandon had rejoined the party where they were
greeted warmly. Grady and his guests had all put two and two together and realized that
something was the matter. They guessed, correctly, that it probably had something to do with
their boisterous conversation about leather boys strutting around and standing defiantly over
their masters.

But one thing they had all learned from way back is that the last thing Brandon ever wanted was
for guys to make special allowances for him, either in what they did or said. There was to be
no tiptoeing around the fact that Brandon was in a wheelchair. So their conversation resumed
unabated and Brandon smilingly joined in.

After all, he was back with the three amigos — himself, Eddie and Ben — and their pals Danny
and Brian, with Grady as circus ringmaster endowing the gathering with his charismatic charm
and bubbling sense of fun. The Grady House was a House of Mirth.

Through it all Pete kept a close but discreet eye on Brandon. He was a brave, independent boy
but Pete knew that occasionally his awareness of being different from the other boys reared its
head and triggered a melancholy mood for a while. Pete loved Brandon for his strength and
courage and saw part of his job as his master to help him maintain his usual optimism and make
sure he didn’t lapse back into sadness and insecurity.

Pete also knew that with Brandon you could not sweep feelings and problems under the rug.
Part of Brandon’s strength came from confronting issues head on. Which is why, when they got
back home and settled down with a late-night brandy, Pete looked Brandon in the eye and said,
“Brandon, that little chat we had up at Grady’s this afternoon. We didn’t get into it too much at
the time, and | know how you like to talk things out, so do you want to talk about it now?”
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“Yes please, sir. Like | said, it was when the guys started kidding around about doing what the
twins had done — you know, dressing in leather, walking around preening, and standing legs
astride over their masters, that | tried to imagine myself doing the same thing for you ... but of
course | couldn’t ‘cos I'm in this frigging wheelchair.”

“But, kiddo, | always thought you had come to terms with that long ago. | mean you're so
independent and so cheerful, something | love about you.”

“Yeah, most of the time, sir. But underneath all that the truth still nags at me and sometimes,
out of nowhere, it rises up and socks me in the kisser. Face it, the real truth is that I'm not like
the other guys and never will be.”

“But Brandon, that's what makes you so special for the other boys. They love you for being so
brave and think of you as their hero.”

“But that’s just the point, sir! | don’t want to be special or brave or anyone’s hero. | just want to
be an ordinary, regular guy, no different from the other boys. | want to be like a normal boy for
you, sir, so we can do things together — all the things you want me to do.”

“Brandon,” Pete smiled, “I won’t insult you with the platitude that you already do all those things.
But if words don’t work, maybe deeds will. He went to a closet and pulled a package from the
top shelf.

“You remember that time when we went out to the desert as part of Zack’s motor-cycle gang —
me on a Harley riding next to you on that nifty motor-trike of yours? Darius lent you one of his
leather outfits and a spare helmet and you looked terrific. So after that | went right out and

bought you this. | was waiting for the right moment to give it to you ... and now’s the moment.”

Brandon took the package and ripped it open. His eyes opened wide as he saw a full leather
outfit ... chaps, vest, sleeveless leather shirt, the works. “And there’s these too.” Pete pulled off
the shelf black boots and a badass skull-cap helmet — “like those Hell's Angels wear.”

Brandon’s eyes brimmed with tears, he leaned forward and threw his arms round Pete’s neck.
“I love you so much, sir. It looks awesome.”

“And that’s not all. There’s a reason I’'m giving it to you now, kid. See, I'm off work for a few
days so | called Uncle Mike out in the desert. Right away he invited you and me to take a run
out there and stay with him. You seem to be a favorite of Mike’s after what you did for his
nephew Brian, and as | recall you were a big hit in the leather bar Mike owns.”

Brandon opened his mouth but Pete said, “You don’t have to decide now. | 6suore as hell going

‘cos | could use some desert sun and the company of the guys out there. But ... what with this
depression you’re in ... I'll quite understand if you don’t feel like coming, afraid you’d be out of
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place among all those guys — you know, like you said, too different from them all ... can’t do
what they do. So if you'd rather stay home, | understand. [I'll only be gone a few days, so ...”

“Sir,” Brandon said, blinking back tears behind his black rimmed glasses, “Please stop. | know

just what you’re doing — trying to jerk me out of my funk by throwing my own words back at me.
I never heard such bullshit. Hearing it coming out of your mouth makes me feel stupid ...”

“So you'll come?” Pete beamed.

“Sir, if you try to leave me home I'll get all dressed up in my new leather gear and follow you on
my bike. And you know it's got a ton of power and can overtake your Harley any day of the
week. So I'm afraid you’re stuck with me, sir, and so is Uncle Mike.”

Pete roared with laughter and said, “That’'s my boy. Besides, in the future when the twins cater
Mike’s party for all his leather buddies they’re gonna wear the leather outfits Zack gave them.
They'll ask you to help them and you have to look the part, right?”

“Right, sir.”

“OK, here’s what’s gonna happen now. We’re gonna shower together — and if you wanna suck
my dick in there that’s allowed — and them I’'m gonna take you to bed and make love to my boy.
In the morning we’ll get up early, you'll call Bob and ask his permission to take a few days off

work. And if he says yes, we’ll suit up in our leather and hit the road. How’s all that sound?”

“Sounds perfect, sir.” He blinked excitedly. “You know, whenever the other guys go to the
desert they always seem to have some kind of adventure. Think that’ll happen to us?’

“I'd bet money on it kiddo. OK, let’s hit the shower.”

# # #

Chapter 337-“ Br andWmat Makes A Her o?’

The hunky Forest Ranger, Pete, makes spectacular love to his boy Brandon. Then he gives him
a new leather outfit and they ride out to the desert to visit their old pal Mike. But a near tragedy

occurs that changes everythi n g . A paramedic tells Pete, Al woul
him could do the brave thinghedid. He deserves a reward. o The Range
hedédll get his reward alright. o

Brandon let Pete get ready for the shower first because one of his great pleasures was to watch
the muscular Forest Ranger get naked. Pete knew this turned his boy on so he put on
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something of a show. He was wearing boots, jeans and a dark green polo short with a small
green and gold Forest Service flash on the breast pocket.

Brandon loved Pete in this shirt, part of his casual uniform he often wore off duty. It stretched
over his muscular torso, from his broad shoulders, over the mounds of his pecs and ridges of

his abs, then tucked into his jeans at his slim waist. The short sleeves fitted snugly round his
hard biceps that flexed slightly as he picked up the tray with the brandy bottle and glasses.

He walked to the kitchen and back and smiled as he saw Brandon’s shining eyes blinking
behind his glasses, following his every move. He paused in the middle of the room and
stretched his arms up, making the sleeves slide back off his biceps. Brandon’s cock stiffened in
his shorts and he instinctively put his hand over the bulge.

Pete yawned as he stretched and said, “Quite a day we had, kiddo. Hell, that Grady sure knows
how to keep a party going ... his sense of fun never quits. You would never know he’s about to
become a major heartthrob movie star. That house and the tribe are his refuge from all of the
glitz and glamor, where he can relax and be just one of the guys.”

Brandon was mesmerized by the deep voice, the ruggedly handsome, square-cut features and
the pronounced Adam’s apple moving in his throat as he spoke. The boy was careful not to
stroke the bulge in his shorts as he knew we would cum in seconds.

He watched as Pete tugged the shirt free of his waistband, then reached behind his neck and
pulled the shirt up slowly, revealing his washboard abs, the slabs of his pecs his shoulders and
muscular arms. He yanked the shirt up over his face and tossed it aside, shook his head and
grinned down at the enthralled Brandon.

“Hey, unlace my boots would you, kid?” He rested one foot on Brandon’s knee and the boy
quickly went about unlacing the Ranger’s work-boot then pulled it off, and the sock. Then he
repeated the action with other boot and found himself with a close up look at the Ranger,
shirtless and barefoot in jeans, his face level with Pete’s bulging crotch. He raised his head and
looked up at the handsome face smiling down at him.

“Go for it, boy. Do the rest.”

Brandon didn’t need to be prompted twice. As if in a trance he unbuckled Pete’s wide brown
belt then undid his jeans one button at a time, his eyes riveted on the pale gray boxer briefs
revealed slowly underneath. The jeans dropped to the floor and Pete stepped out of them.

Brandon gazed at the boxer briefs hugging the Ranger’s tight waist, slim hips and the top of his
muscled thighs. The briefs were the kind that accentuate the bulge of the balls and cock and
that’s what Brandon focused on now. The long thick shape stretched up diagonally from the
balls almost to the waistband, where there was a small wet patch of pre-cum that oozed from
Pete’s cock.
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Brandon’s heart beat wildly and his cock ached as he stared at the bulging briefs. Without
thought or reticence the boy acted impulsively. He leaned forward and clamped his mouth over
the shape of the balls, breathing in their essence through the gray cotton fabric. Then he ran
his tongue up the briefs following the shape of the shaft to the top where he licked the damp
fabric and inhaled the scent and taste of pre-cum.

This was the male essence of his master, the muscular Ranger he would soon shower with,
whose cock he would suck and swallow his cum, then curl up in bed with him and feel this long
shaft, the one he was licking right now, slide into his ass. He was Pete’s boy ... he loved him
... he pressed his cheek against the bulge ... he loved him ... “aaah ... aaah” ... His own cock
erupted and he creamed his shorts.

He jerked his head back, blushed deeply and said, “I'm sorry, sir. | didn't mean to cum ... it's
just that ...”

Pete roared with laughter. “Boy, didn’t you ever hear Randy say that a boy never has to
apologize to a man for busting a load over him. It means you love me, kiddo. And it also
means you need a shower even more now. About time you took my shorts off.”

Trembling with excitement Brandon curled his fingers over the waistband of the boxers and
pulled them down, jerking his head back as the long cock sprang out and almost smacked him
in the face. He couldn’t resist poking out his tongue and licking the drops of pre-cum that oozed
from the head.

“Hey, don’t want you cumming again kid ... let’s hit the shower.” Pete turned and strode off to
the bathroom. Brandon watched the muscles ripple in his broad back, sloping down to the
cheeks of his tight butt that clenched as he walked. Brandon quickly pulled off his T-shirt,
wriggled out of his cum-soaked shorts, leaned down and pulled them off, along with his unlaced
sheakers. He took off his glasses and set them aside.

Buck naked he wheeled himself into the bathroom where Pete was already shrouded in steam
in the shower. Even the cloudy view of the tall, muscular figure made Brandon’s heart beat
faster. The shower door was still open so he wheeled up to it, grabbed the bars Pete had
installed, pulled himself in and sat on the stool against the shower wall.

It was one of those moments when Pete knew Brandon was at his most vulnerable as his
handicap was most visible. So he chuckled, “Man, am | glad you always sit in the shower.
That way you’re at just the right height and your face is in exactly the right place for this.” He
slapped his stiff cock gently against his cheeks.

Brandon laughed, knowing what Pete was doing, something he often did himself. Both he and
Pete knew that making fun of his handicap diminished it ... put it in its place, a thing not to take
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too seriously. Having done that he could turn himself to the matter at hand — or at eye level.
His master’s stiff dick.

“Hey,” Pete said smiling down at Brandon through the streaming water and steam, “you know
you look pretty damn good when you’re soaking wet. You still remember the lessons you got
from Eddie, kiddo?”

Of course, sir,” Brandon said smartly. “But you know what they say, there’s nothing like on-the-
job training.”

“So get on the job, boy. My dick’s fit to burst.”

Hm, fit to burst, Brandon thought, his mind running over Eddie’s cock sucking instructions that
he gave to all the boys. There was a special lesson on fit-to-burst cocks, which need extra
special delicate treatment to stop them cumming too soon. The whole trick to a great blowjob,
Eddie said, was to keep the man right on the edge or orgasm without actually letting him cum.

As Eddie’s best friend, Brandon had learned his lessons well and become an expert. As water
poured over the long hard cock he leaned forward, braced his hands on Pete’s muscular thighs
and studied the thick shaft like an artist studies a canvas before making his first brush strokes.

Then he opened his mouth extra wide and slid it over the soaking cock, making as little contact
as possible with his lips. He wanted to tease Pete with his hot breath rather than actual physical
touch. He stopped an instant before the head of the cock would have touched the back of his
throat, knowing that contact would make Pete cum.

“Oh shit,” Pete moaned, “don’t stop, boy. Suck it hard, swallow it down deep. I'm so close ...
make me cum, boy. That’s an order.”

An order that Brandon ignored. When it came to giving head, he knew best ... and Pete knew
that. So Brandon pulled his head back, all the way off, and flicked his tongue at the sticky
opening of the head, sampling the pre-cum dripping from it. “Man,” Pete groaned, “that feels so
hot, | wanna cum so bad. Suck that dick, boy ... make me cum in your mouth.”

“‘Please don’t say that again, sir,” Brandon said. “Leave everything to me. | know what I'm
doing. You'll cum when we're good a ready.”

Pete smiled down at his boy’s face streaming with water, concentrating on his cock. “Aye-aye
sir,” Pete grinned, “you’re in charge. And you look so cute when you're giving orders.”

After that the Ranger did as he was told and relaxed. It was true, the kid knew what he was

doing ... driving Pete crazy as he swallowed his cock carefully, gently applying pressure that
almost made him cum but not quite, then backing off a moment before tormenting him again.
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Brandon loved making love to his master’s cock like this, giving him wave after wave of pleasure
mixed with exquisite frustration. But he knew it couldn’t go on for much longer. He knew the
Ranger so intimately that he knew just how much cock-teasing he could take until his juices
erupted. Pete had reached that point and they both knew it. “OK, boy, so you’ve driven me
crazy like you knew you would. But I'm ready to explode here, so finish me off, kiddo. You
want me to beg?”

“No need, sir,” Brandon said, momentarily backing off from the cock. “I'm just like Randy,” he
said cheekily. “We can both make a man cum just when we want to. Only difference is, he
does it with his dick, | do it with my mouth ... like this ...”

He suddenly rammed his mouth down on the shuddering cock, taking it deep down his throat,
and felt the Ranger’s whole body jolt violently and heard him yell, “Aaaagh! Oh fuck ... fuck ...
that’s so fucking ... aaagh!”

The cock erupted deep inside the boy, pouring jizz down his throat that he swallowed with not a
hint of gagging or choking — proof, if proof were needed, that he was the best of the best. Pete
pulled out, held his cock pointing at his boy’s face and blasted the last of his juice all over it.

Overwhelmed by joy Brandon started to laugh. As he smiled down at him Pete had never loved
his boy as much as he did now — sitting on his special stool, his jubilant face gazing up at him
through the steam with cum washing down his cheeks under the spray from the shower.
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“Don’t move, sir.” Brandon groped around for the soap, lathered up a wash-cloth and gently
squeezed it over Pete’s cock and balls, his dripping pubic hair and his thighs. He loved cleaning
Pete in the shower, an act that aroused his fantasy of a slaveboy servicing the muscular body of
his master.

After they were both fully rinsed off Pete shut off the shower and pulled in two towels to dry
themselves. He grinned down at Brandon, ruffled his damp hair and said, “| know you don't like
to be helped in moving around, kiddo, but just this once I'm gonna break the rule.” He leaned
down, scooped Brandon up in his arms and carried him from the bathroom into the bedroom.

Brandon loved the sensation of being supported by the Ranger’s strong arms and he gazed up
into the rugged, determined face, the clenched jaw, the sparkling blue eyes and tousled hair
falling over his brow. He gasped as he felt himself being thrown gently on the bed. And there
he lay while the naked Ranger towered over him beside the bed, his muscles rippling as he
raised his arms and towel-dried his hair.

Throwing modesty aside Brandon didn’t even try to hide his erection, as he sometimes did
instinctively by cupping his hands over it. “Huh, another boner already,” Pete said with mock
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sternness. “Maybe | should give you the same treatment you just gave me.” Pete knelt by the
bed, curled his fist round the boy’s rod and stroked it slowly.

“You like that, boy? Makes you wanna cum again? You love your master, eh? You love him?”

Brandon’s body was alive again. “Oh yes, sir, more than ever. My cock feels so hot ... I'm
ready to shoot again, sir.”

“That so, uh?” Pete promptly removed his hand and Brandon winced with frustration as his
imminent orgasm was denied. “Taste of your own medicine, kiddo,” Pete chuckled. “That’s the
torture you just put my cock through. Hurts, don’t it?”

“Not when you do it, sir. Nothing hurts when you do anything — or say anything.”

“Good, ‘cos it’s time we had a little chat. Shove over and make room for me.” Pete got on the
bed and they lay naked on their sides facing each other. As he gazed into Pete’s shining blue
eyes Brandon thought that, even if they never fucked again, it would be enough just to lie with
this gorgeous man that he idolized and listen to him talk. (Not that never fucking again was
even a remote possibility. No way, Brandon smiled to himself.)

Pete propped himself up on his elbow and gazed intently at Brandon as he spoke. Listening
intently Brandon put on his black-rimmed glasses so he could see Pete better.

“OK, kid, what | want from this trip — among other things,” he chuckled — “is for you to get over
these gloomy thoughts you’ve been having about being different from the other guys because
you're in a wheelchair. | mean, Mike likes you a lot so when we get there he’s gonna be
complimenting you on how brave and independent you are, like your friends often do.

“See, here’s the deal, Brandon. | want you to think not so much of what they say as why they
say it. They do it because they love and admire you, kid — your ‘amigos’, the other boys and the
men. | guarantee that most of the time they forget you're even in a wheelchair — they just take it
for granted, it doesn’t register anymore. But sometimes when they see you rushing around,
serving dinner, running errands in your truck, a little bit of their heart goes out to you and they
love you even more.

“And if you mistake that for pity, you're wrong. See, | believe that love, compassion and
sympathy are all bound up together — they’re part of the same impulse in a good man. But what
it all comes down to is love — and you never wanna be scared of that, let me tell you. | know
you don't like to hear the words ‘brave’ or special’ or anyone calling you a hero, but just take it
where it comes from — from the guy’s heart. You get it?”

“l get it, sir,” Brandon said earnestly, and as Pete saw him blinking solemnly behind his glasses,

it was Pete’s heart that leapt with love and affection. The only difference with Pete was that
those sentiments surged straight from his heart to his cock that was already getting stiff again.
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“And talking of love ...” Pete grinned. He pushed himself up on his knees, straddling Brandon’s
waist. He reached forward and twisted the boy’s nipples gently in his fingertips, sending jots of
pleasure through him. “l guess it's OK if | love you, eh, kid?” Pete teased. ‘| guess it's OKIif |
love kissing you, love fucking you and getting my dick sucked by the hottest mouth in town.”

“Yes, sir,” Brandon stammered, almost lost for words as he gazed up at the handsome Ranger
kneeling over him.

“‘And | guess it's OK if | play with your tits like this and almost make you cum, and then ...” he
pulled his fingers off ... “and then do that so you don’t shoot that load of jizz making your balls
ache. Is that OK?”

“Yes, sir. I mean ... | mean | do want to cum real bad ... but you can ... if you want ...”

Pete threw his head back and laughed at Brandon’s confusion as he blinked rapidly behind his
glasses. “Don’t worry, kid. | was just waiting to get hard again after busting my load in your
mouth in that shower scene. Well, bingo ...” he grabbed his cock and showed it off ... “already
hard, stiff as a baseball bat. Only one thing to do with a rod that size. Know what that is?”

“Fuck me with it, sir?”

“Hmm, well, now ... you know that thought never occurred to me, but now that you mention it.
Could be. Is that what you want?”

“Yes please, sir. | want it real bad.”

“Yeah, but what | really had in mind was what | used to do in the old days. When | went to bed |
was always horny and used to jerk off before | went to sleep. | got real expert at it too. As they
say, | handled myself well. You want me to show you?”

“No, sir. | mean, yes, sir... no ... | mean ... I'd rather feel your cock in my ass, sir —if it's all the
same to you.”

“‘Well, | don’t think it would be quite the same. | mean a hot fist is a little different from a hot ass.
Let’'s see here.” Pete reached over to the bedside table and dipped his fingers in an open jar of
lube. He shuffled back on his knees from the boy’s waist so he was kneeling between his legs
and pressed his greasy fingers against Brandon’s hole, massaging it gently. “Is this the kind of
thing you had in mind, boy?”

“Oh ... oh ...” Brandon almost sobbed. Even though he knew Pete was mind-fucking him he

still wasn’t sure how far he would go — or not go. And not sure if he was going to get butt-fucked
was driving him crazy. “Sir, please fuck me, sir. | mean, | know you’re in charge, sir, but ...”
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“‘Damn right I am, boy. And if | wanna jack off that’'s what I'll do. My cock feels real good in my
fist right now. Like | said, | used to get off on rubbing one out before | went to bed. ‘Course,
back then | never had a handsome boy under me begging to get his ass fucked. That is what
you’re doing, eh, boy?”

“Yes, sir,” Brandon blurted with increasing desperation. “l can beg, sir. Please, please, I'm
begging you, sir. Please let me feel your cock in my ass.”

“Hm, | like that. A fine-looking kid like you looks real hot when he’s begging. OK, what the
hell. My dick is greased up and so is your butt. So let’s give it a try.”

Pete lifted Brandon’s legs and hooked them over his shoulders. He pressed the head of his
cock against Brandon’s hole until it popped over the sphincter and came to rest just inside.
“‘Hmm, that don’t feel half bad. Hell | could bust my wad right here. Unless you want it deeper.”

“Yes please, sir. As deep as you like, sir.”

Pete frowned. “What, you mean more like this?” His eyes flashed and he suddenly drove his
cock hard and fast down the boy’s chute until it slammed into the back of his ass.

Brandon’s eyes opened wide, his head thrashed from side to side and he howled as his cock
erupted in a shower of juice that spurted so high it splashed down on his glasses. Through a
screen of semen he stared up at the blurred image of his master and begged, “Please don’t
stop, sir. | couldn’t hold back — but please don’t stop. | can cum again, sir, | promise.”

Laughing playfully Pete said, “Well the first thing we gotta do is get rid of these.” He lifted the
glasses gently off his boy’s face, looked at them and licked one of the lenses. “Hmm, you taste
real good, kiddo.” He set the glasses on the night table. “OK, I'll fuck you some more but only if
you can cum again all over yourself ‘cos | like the taste of your jizz and | wanna lick it off your
body. Think you can do that for me?”

“Yes, sir, absolutely, definitely. | can do that.”
“Good. Solet'sdoit.”

And finally, at long last, having driven his boy wild with desire, Pete fucked him. Brandon
sighed deeply and warmth enveloped his whole body as he looked up at the smiling Ranger and
felt his shaft sliding in and out of his ass. “Thank you, sir. | love you so much, sir. | would do
anything for you sir.”

As Pete fucked steadily his expression turned serious and he said, “Well, there is one thing
you’ll have to do. See, my juice is precious and if | pour it into a boy’s ass that boy becomes
mine. | mean he has to commit to me — live with me forever, serve me, obey me, give his body,
his mouth, his ass to me whenever | want to use it.
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“Plus this boy has to be a special boy, real strong minded, with no doubts about himself. He
has to be an equal of other boys, and if he ever has feelings of insecurity he has to be brave

enough to get rid of them when | order him to. In other words, he has to cut the crap. That’s
real important to me. You think you could handle all that?”

There were tears in Brandon’s eyes as he said, “Yes, sir. | can be the boy you want. | can be
strong and brave and real special. | can definitely cut the crap.”

“‘Good. We've got adeal. So let’s fuck.”

As Pete intensified the rhythm of his cock pistoning in his boy’s ass they stared into each other’s
eyes with a new understanding, a love more powerful than ever. Of course the first part of the
deal — the part about committing to him as his boy — was just Pete playing with him, as they
already were, undeniably, master and boy. But the second part, about cutting the crap, was
serious, and bound them even closer together.

Right now the question was who could hold back the longest, though that would soon be
resolved as they were both aching to cum. Pete fucked even harder and smiled, “This is it,
kiddo, you ready?” Brandon nodded eagerly. “OK, here it comes, boy — your master’s jizz in
your ass. Let me see you shoot, boy. Now!”

He plunged his cock in the boy’s ass harder and deeper than ever, their eyes pierced each
other, their bodies jolted and they howled triumphantly as Pete poured his juice in his boy’s ass
and Brandon erupted all over his own body, as ordered by the master and promised by the boy.
Pete flashed Brandon a dazzling smile. “We did it, kiddo. | fucked your face and your ass, and |
fucked your mind too. And you took it all. Damn, | love making love to you, boy. You are the
best!” He leaned forward and licked Brandon’s jism off his body as he slowly withdrew his cock
from his ass. Then he flipped the boy over on his side and lay on his side behind him. From
behind Pete folded his arms round his boy and gently pushed his cock back in his ass.

“‘OK if we fall asleep like this, kiddo? | might need bust another load in your ass in the night.”
“Wouldn’t have it any other way, sir,” Brandon said with a big smile.

“OK, no more fooling around, kid. Go to sleep. We've got a long day ahead of us tomorrow.”
But even Pete couldn’t know just how long that day would be.
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Brandon was up early next morning making breakfast for them both. As he cooked he phoned
Bob, explained that Pete had suggested a trip and asked if it was possible to take time off work.
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On the grapevine Bob had heard of Brandon’s melancholy mood at the Grady House and had a
fair idea of what Pete was doing. So of course he agreed. “Jamie will be back soon and it'll be
a chance for him to teach Eddie more about the office. So go for it, kiddo, and have fun.”

Over breakfast Pete suggested that they load their bikes into the back of his truck and drive to
the desert. He knew that one of the best times to talk was on a two-hour drive like this and he
wanted to make sure that Brandon was not still harboring any of yesterday’s negative thoughts.
“We can go for long bike runs in the desert — no speed limits on those deserted roads. What do
you think?”

One of Brandon'’s favorite things was sitting shoulder to shoulder with Pete in his truck, talking
man to man, so he willingly agreed. But he still wanted to wear the new leather outfit Pete had
given him so after breakfast when they threw their gear together, Brandon expertly pulled on his
leather pants and boots while sitting in his wheelchair, put on the black leather vest and clipped
on a leather armband to complete the picture. “Ta-da,” he grinned proudly, holding his arms
sideways so Pete could get a good look.

“Very impressive. Hell I'd be scared gutless if | met that in a dark alley ... well, maybe not
scared as much as turned on.”

“We could fuck right there in the alley,” Brandon laughed. “One of my fantasies — two leather
guys meet in a dark alley and ...”

“Yeah, later kiddo,” Pete grinned. “Eddie and the boys want to see you off so why don’t you ride
your bike down to the house and we’ll load it on the truck there. Here, you need these too.”

Pete gave him mirror sunglasses and the skull helmet with no peak. Brandon wheeled himself
outside to his specially adapted motor-trike and clicked the button to lower the ramp at the back.
He rolled up the ramp and secured the bike with clips to the flat platform. He raised the ramp
behind him, grabbed the handlebars, revved the engine and was set to go.

Needless to say he made quite an entrance as he followed Pete’s truck to the gate of the tribe’s
compound. The other boys were waiting for him and Eddie said, “Awesome, dude. Man, that
looks so cool, real butch. What a stud. Can | suck your dick, sir?”

“Not now, boy,” Brandon growled with a sparkle in his eye. “Me and my man got business in
the desert.” Pete lowered the ramp of his truck and Brandon gunned his engine theatrically,
drove round the truck a few times kicking up dust, then rode up the ramp onto the flatbed where
Pete secured the trike next to his own bike.

Brandon backed his wheelchair off the platform and down the ramp of his trike, then down the

truck ramp to the ground. He wheeled round to the passenger door, opened it and pulled
himself in effortlessly with his strong arms. He reached out, folded his wheelchair, pulled it in
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and stowed it behind his seat. All of this he completed in one confident, seamless maneuver,
watched by the awestruck boys. Pete jumped into the driver's seat and started the engine.

Eddie ran up to Brandon’s window and shoved something through it. “Darius told me to give
you this. It’'s his second-best camera that | often use. He wants you to get as much footage as
you can while you’re at Mike’s. He says stuff happens in the desert and he wants it on film.”

Eddie wiped a tear from his eye and said, “I love the hell out of you, kiddo. You're a real special
friend.” As the truck moved off he shouted after it, “You’re my hero, dude!”

As they drove down the hill Pete chuckled. “There’s those words again ... ‘real special’ ... ‘my
hero’. Can’t get away from them, it seems.”

“Yes, sir, but after what you said last night | don’t mind, cause | know where they’re coming
from. And | know the tears in Eddie’s eyes were not tears of sympathy.”

“Tears of love, maybe?”

Brandon smiled broadly. “Yes, sir. Definitely tears of love. And who knows, all that hero stuff
will probably fade away in time. After all, being in a wheelchair doesn’t mean you’re a hero — it
means you’re in a wheelchair. So the guys will forget they ever called me that.”

But Brandon was wrong about that.
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The two-hour drive east was everything Pete had hoped for. They had already pretty much
exhausted the topic of Brandon’s insecurities, and the words special, brave and hero didn’t
come up once as they chatted comfortably most of the way on a variety of topics. Even when
there was silence it was the kind of companionable silence shared by good friends for whom
words are not needed. Their mere shoulder-to-shoulder presence was contentment enough.

Pete had taken the more scenic route along the 60 Freeway and when they began to feel the
warm, dry air of the desert they relaxed even more. Pete smiled at his boy — “Nearly there
kiddo,” — as he swung onto the Highway 111 turnoff to Palm Springs. ‘I told Mike what time
we’d get there and he said he’d be waiting for us.”

He sure was, standing outside his gate as they drew up.

Mike was a good-looking older man of late middle-age who kept himself in great physical shape.
As he said often of himself, “I've been around the block a few times — more times than | care to
count.” The result was a wise, self-confident man who was a pillar of the desert community,
especially as he owned the foremost leather bar in the gritty town of Cathedral City adjacent to
Palm Springs.
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He was universally respected and admired by the guys out there, and many of the younger ones
looked on him as a father figure. He could be a tough non-nonsense kind of guy, used to
throwing rowdy drunks out of his bar.

He had put many a pushy, rebellious man in his place, including even Randy at first. On an
earlier visit to the desert Randy had mistreated Bob and slugged Mike, which had resulted in a
blistering tongue lashing from Mike — one of the only men ever to call Randy “boy”. He had
black-listed the chastened gypsy from his house and Randy had worked hard to eventually
regain his favor.

Mike was universally known by the tribe as Uncle Mike. His nephew Brian who, like Brandon,
used a wheelchair, had been living a wretchedly lonely life of despair in a moldering trailer park
way out in the desert. But Brandon had gone out to visit him and, leading by example, had
overcome his pessimism and eventually persuaded him to come and live in L.A.

Uncle Mike was eternally grateful to Brandon whom he regarded with great affection. He went
as far as saying that Brandon had, in effect, “saved my nephew’s life.”

As the truck pulled up Pete jumped out, strode up to a beaming Mike, and they shook hands
and pulled each other into a man-hug. Mike knew better than to open the passenger door for
the fiercely independent Brandon. The door flew open, out came the wheelchair, it was
unfolded and Brandon lowered himself into it. He wheeled up to Mike, opened his arms wide
and smiled, “Hi, Uncle Mike. Thanks for inviting us.”

“The pleasure’s all mine, kid,” Mike chuckled and bent down to give him a tight hug. “Hell, boy,
that leather outfit looks so goddam hot on you. Wait ‘til my bar crowd gets a load of that.”

“It was a present from Pete, sir,” Brandon smiled proudly. “And we brought our bikes, as you
can see.”

“Yeah, and you’ll raise some hell roaring around these old deserted roads out here. We'll
unload them later, but right now you guys could probably murder a beer and | wanna hear all
about my nephew Brian.

Half an hour later the three of them were drinking beer in a shady spot of the expansive garden.
Brandon had changed into shorts and was sitting in a wicker chair beside his wheelchair. Mike
was firing questions at them about the guys in the tribe he had visited in L.A. not too long ago.

“And how’s Randy? Behaving himself? Nah, | doubt it ... boy like that is always asking for

trouble. Fucking sexy though. And Bob, still the same super-hunk?” He went through the list,
with Brandon and Pete answering his quick-fire questions.
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“And what about that handsome stud Grady? Still with Mario, | hope. Hell, | see his picture
everywhere ... great advance word-of-mouth on his Tarzan movie, can’t wait for it to come out.”

He grinned roguishly. “You know, one of my customers at the bar brought in one of the movie’s
publicity posters and put it up in the restroom — you know, the one of Grady swinging from the
trees in his loincloth. Trouble is there’s now a long line for the men’s room ‘cos each guy who
goes in there jacks off looking at it.”

Pete and Brandon laughed as they visualized the scene, but Mike suddenly looked at his watch
and said, “Hell, is that the time? | gotta go to the market and get supplies for us, then | gotta get
in my morning swim before | go and open the bar. But I'm dying to hear about Brian too.”

“Tell you what,” said Pete jumping to his feet. “Why don'’t | go to the supermarket and get all the
supplies while you pump Brandon for news of Brian, then take your swim. You got a list?”

“It's right here, a long list,” Mike said, “but you don’t have to do that, Pete. You just got here.”

“l insist,” Pete smiled. “As | recall the market is quite a distance so it'll take me a while. Think
you can take care of Uncle Mike while I'm gone, kiddo?”

“You bet, sir. We'll be fine.”
As Pete left, Mike said, “That’s a great guy you got there, Brandon. He treating you well?
“The best, sir. He’s so good to me and | love him like crazy. And he loves me too.”

“Of course he does, boy. He's a lucky man to have you. OK, now how’s that shy nephew of
mine doing?”

“Not so shy, sir,” Brandon laughed. “He’s got a job any kid in the world would envy — taking
care of Grady and Mario. And | do mean ‘taking care!” Like, one time Grady wanted help with
a difficult scene where Tarzan, in England, forces himself on a servant girl. He asked Brian to
run lines with him and before you knew it Brian had become the ... well, the servant boy, getting
fucked by Tarzan ... and | mean actually getting fucked by Grady. Grady said when Brian sees
that scene in the movie he’ll know that Tarzan is thinking of him!”

Mike roared with laughter and pumped Brandon for a lot more stories like that. But eventually
he looked at his watch again and said, “I gotta jump in the pool, Brandon. It's a ritual, | always
swim twenty laps every morning to stay in shape.” He stood up, pulled off his T-shirt, dropped
his jeans and was wearing swim trunks underneath. He held his arms out and said, “See, not
bad for an old timer like me, eh?”
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Not bad indeed. Brandon admired his muscular physique which was in better shape than most
guys he had known that were twenty years younger. “Bit thick round the middle,” Mike said
ruefully, “but at my age — that’s life. The beer don’t help neither. You wanna get in the pool?”

“Nah, I'll just kick back here, sir. I'll swim with Pete when he gets back. I'll just watch and
admire,” he said cheekily.

“Right, kiddo. I'll treat you to one of my special dives.”

Brandon watched Mike jog over to the pool. He stood at the edge, looked back over his
shoulder, gave Brandon a thumbs up, then turned back and raised his arms for the dive. But
as he turned he seemed to slip on the wet concrete, tilted sideways and tumbled into the pool
with a big splash.

Brandon chuckled to himself. “Hm, some special dive, Uncle Mike. Wonder what a regular one
looks like.”

He took a swig of beer, scrunched down in his wheelchair and closed his eyes, feeling happier
than ever waiting for Pete to come back. In fact he was almost drifting off to sleep when he
realized something. Swimming laps? Mike was supposed to be swimming laps but there was
no sound. He opened his eyes, listened ... no sound, no splashes.

Something was wrong.
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Quickly Brandon hauled himself out of the chair, into his wheelchair and wheeled fast to the
pool. His heart jumped as he saw Mike floating motionless, face down, at the deep end of the
pool. A trickle of blood was oozing from his head into the water. Brandon realized he must
have hit his head when he slipped and fell in the water.

For a moment panic seized him, but he suppressed it instantly. His life in a wheelchair had
taught him to react calmly when problems arose, which he did now. Adrenaline kicked in and
from that moment his reactions were ice-cool and methodical.

First, get Mike out of the pool. Normally a boy would jump in and pull him to the steps at the
end of the pool, but if Brandon got in he would be no use. He looked around calmly and saw,
over by the pool heater, a leaf skimmer — a net at the end of a long pole. He wheeled over to
grab it, took it to the edge of the pool and locked his wheels in place. He leaned forward,
lowered the net under the water between Mike’s legs and pulled him gently to the side.

He unlocked his wheels and held the pole in one hand while he propelled his chair with the

other. In that way he found it easy to guide the body with the pole, through the water at the
pool’'s edge to the wide, shallow steps at the end.
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Using the pole he was able to get him partway up the steps where, if he leaned down far
enough, he could just grab his arm and half-float, half-drag him the rest of the way. It took a lot
of strength but Brandon had great upper-body strength from wheeling his chair all his life. And
at last he had managed to pull Mike onto the grass.

Now for phase two. With the rod he levered Mike onto his back, then he slid out of his
wheelchair onto the ground. Using his elbows on the ground he hauled himself into a position
where he was lying beside Mike looking down at his motionless face.

He said a silent prayer to the cop Mark and the fireman Jason who had both insisted that all the
boys learn mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and CPR. Brandon’s analytical mind flew back to
those lessons on what Mark and Jason called rescue breathing but the boys called the kiss of
life as it sounded sexier. So now he pressed Mike’s forehead back, opened his mouth and
gently pushed his fingers in to search for obstructions.

All clear, ready to begin. He took a deep breath, pinched Mike’s nose gently and clamped his
mouth over Mike’s, He exhaled steadily for several seconds, then turned his head to the side to
listen for air and watch to see if his chest fell on its own. Nothing. For a second he looked
around desperately with a stab of panic — if only Pete were here!

No, he thought, pull yourself together, concentrate, try again. He repeated the maneuver, turned
his head again ... and saw the chest fall. It was working! With renewed optimism he clamped
their mouths together again, exhaled deeply ... and again the chest fell. Mike was exhaling.

Brandon continued working for what seemed like endless minutes. It was hard work, but crucial
and he was starting to feel exhaustion creeping up ... when suddenly Mike coughed. Brandon
turned Mike’s head to the side as water came coughing from his throat in spurts. “Take it easy,
Uncle Mike,” Brandon said. “You’re gonna be fine.”

“He pulled his cell phone from his pocket and dialed 911. He calmly explained what had
happened and was promised help in a few minutes. Suddenly Mike vomited and when he had
brought it all up Brandon put his fingers in his mouth again to make sure there was no
obstruction.

Mike was looking up at him in a daze and Brandon said gently. “It's OK, sir. You had a fall
and hit your head but | got you out and everything’s gonna be fine. Help’s on its way.”

Mike frowned, then grinned faintly. “You mean | didn’t drown?”
“Not unless I'm speaking to your ghost, sir.”

“You pulled me out? You gave me the kiss of life?”
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“Yeah, the boys call it that too, sir.” Just then they heard the Paramedics’ siren, a scrunch of
wheels outside, flashing lights and the medics rushed in. Brandon backed off to let them work,
and told his story clearly and precisely to another of the medics who crouched beside him.

The guy frowned. “But how did you...? | mean, you being in a wheelchair ...”

Brandon smiled at the medic. “People don’t realize, sir, that a guy in a wheelchair can do
anything a regular guy can if he puts his mind to it.”

“Even save a life,” the medic grinned. “Cos that’s what you just did, kid.”

Just then there was a commotion at the gate and a frantic Pete rushed in. The paramedic went
to restrain him so he didn’t get in the way. Quickly the medic explained what had happened.

“But everything’s fine now, sir. We'll take the gentleman to hospital for observation as he might
have a slight concussion, probably overnight is all. As for the boy, all he needs is a pair of
strong arms to help him back into his wheelchair, and then a hot drink. A medal wouldn’t hurt
either. He saved the guy’s life. | would never have believed a kid in a wheelchair could do
what he did, but he must be one exceptional young man. You should be mighty proud of him.”
He deserves a reward.”

“O he'll get a reward alright,” Pete grinned, and walked over to Brandon who was still lying on
the ground. “Hello sir,” he smiled weakly. “I'm glad you’re home. Sir, | don’t usually ask you
this, but I'm a bit tired right now so could you help me into my chair?”

Pete lifted Brandon up in is arms and placed him gently in his chair. “Let’s get you into the
house young man.”

The paramedics had completed their initial check of Mike and were ready to wheel him out on a
gurney. Pete walked alongside them, pushing Brandon’s chair. Mike was still weak but he
looked up at Pete and managed a smile. “Pete, that boy of yours just saved my life. That is
one brave and special young man. Take good care of him, big guy. He’s a hero.”

Brandon looked up as Pete smiled down at him. “There’s that word again, kiddo. But this time
it's for real.”
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Indoors Pete said, “I'm gonna get you to bed, kid. After what you’ve been through you should
get some rest. He lifted him onto the guestroom bed and gently took off his shorts. He was
worried by the look in the boy’s eyes, a wild, haunted look, and he realized that the adrenaline
that had no doubt kept him going was draining away now that the need for action was over.
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But Brandon wanted to talk, with an edge of hysteria to his voice. “Sir, | should have realized

Mike had hit his head when | didn’t hear him swimming. When | saw him floating in the water |
thought it was my fault ... but | got him out, sir, with the leaf skimmer ... | thought | couldn’t get
him up the steps but | pulled real hard ... | remembered what Mark taught us and tried the kiss
of life but it didn’t work at first and | thought he would die and it would be my fault. Sir, ... 1...”

Brandon broke into wrenching sobs as the barely avoided tragedy crashed in on him and he
imagined what the outcome could have been. Pete lay on the bed with him and cradled him in
his arms, letting him cry it out of him. He pressed the boy’s head to his chest and stroked his
hair until finally the heaving body became still and the crying stopped.

“I'm sorry, sir, | don’t know why | did that, but I'm OK now.” Brandon looked up and forced a
weak smile through his tears. “You won't tell the guys | blubbed like that, will you sir?”

“It's our secret, kid.” Pete bent down, licked the tears from his cheeks, kissed his eyes and said
softly, “Would you like to sleep now, kiddo?”

Brandon’s eyes opened wide. “No thank you, sir. | ... | need to feel ... to feel safe, sir. If you
don’t mind, would you make love to me sir?”

“Mind!” Pete smiled. “Making love to you would not only be a pleasure, it would be an honor.”
This time there was no playacting, no kidding around. Pete stripped naked, spat in his palm
and stroked his dick, then knelt between Brandon’s legs and hooked them over his shoulders.
“Brandon, | love you to bits and | am so proud of you. This should make you feel better.”

Gently he slid his cock inside his boy and slowly eased it farther and farther inside until it came
to rest, filling his ass. Brandon sighed deeply. “Now | feel safe, sir. | always do with you.” He
winced suddenly. “You won'’t ever leave me, will you, sir?”

Pete chuckled, “What kind of a question is that? We’re a team you and me, joined at the hip ...
and right now joined in your ass. Of course I'll never leave you, kiddo. Here, gimme a kiss.”

He leaned forward and their mouths joined in a long passionate kiss while Pete gently fucked
his boy’s ass. They made love like this, sharing their breath and their passion, for so long it
seemed that time had stopped still in this silent room, but finally Pete pulled his head back and
they stared into each other’s sparkling eyes. “Would you like me to cum in your ass, kid?”

“Yes please, sir. | would love that.” So that's what Pete did, pouring his warm juice inside his
boy like a soothing balm as Brandon’s cock shuddered and shot a long stream of cum up so

high it splashed on Pete’s bare chest.

Then they laughed, with joy and relief as all the memaories of fear and danger faded away. Pete
pulled his cock out and fell forward on his boy. He held him tight and whispered in his ear, “|
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know you don’t wanna hear this, kid, but | gotta say it. Like it or not, you’re my hero, Brandon.
My beautiful, sexy hero.”
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They were lying dozing when the bedside phone rang. “Hm,” Pete said, “someone for Mike.”
But it was Mike himself, calling from his hospital room. “Hey, stud, you taking good care of that
boy of yours.”

Pete grinned, “I just fucked him if that's what you mean. But how are you, buddy?”

“Ah, I'm fine,” Mike said dismissively. “They’re all fussing around me here like a bunch of old
hens, keeping me ‘under observation’ though god knows what for. They won’t let me go home
‘til tomorrow, so will you two be OK there?”

“Mike, we'll be just fine. Just take care of yourself.”

“l can’t get over what that kid did for me. Er, | hope you don’t mind but | called Bob and filled
him in on what happened before the tribe heard it from anyone else ... you know how their
grapevine is.” There was a silence as he hesitated.

“Er, there’s another thing, and you're not gonna like this. | called my buddy at the bar and told
him to hold the fort there tonight and, well, here’s the thing. He knows Brandon from before, of
course, and | guess he found the story so riveting that he ... he called his buddy at the Desert
Sun, our newspaper out here, and told him all about it. They lapped it up, it seems, so it’s likely
they’re gonna write it up in the paper. It's probably already in the on-line version. | know how
Brandon likes to low-key everything so ... I'm real sorry, man.”

“Ah, don’t sweat it, man, we’ll handle it. Hell, if my boy can handle a body floating face down in
a pool he can handle anything.” They talked, and laughed, a bit more before Pete hung up and
Brandon asked, “Handle what, sir?”

“Ah, nothing. I'll tell you later.”

But he didn’t have to. Just then Brandon’s cell phone rang and he fished it out of his shorts
pocket by the bed and put it on speaker so Pete could hear. It was Eddie, in full flood — one of
those stream-of-consciousness monologues where he doesn’t pause for breath.

“‘Dude! What the fuck you been doing, dude? Mike called Bob and he told the twins who
mentioned it to Darius and it was off to the races ... it's all over the place. Man you are totally
awesome, what a guy! ... and guess what! ... that newspaper out there is gonna run a story and
you're gonna be a hero, dude ... well you always were my hero but now it's prob’ly gonna go
viral and, well, you know how that goes.
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“But here’s the best part ... | told Hassan | gotta come out there ‘cos you’ve gotta have your
best friend with you at a time like this .. to handle the press and stuff ... so he’s gonna bring me
... | am his boy after all ... actually my hunky Marine was real keen on the idea ... | think he has
the hots for Pete and wants to take him to that little house he has out there in the desert and
fuck him ... or vice-versa ... whatever ... and maybe some of the other guys will come out too
‘cos they don’t wanna miss the fun ... and ...”

“Dude, cool it, will ya? It's great that you’re coming ‘cos I'll need a pal to hide out with, a guy |
can trust not to spill the beans ... well, maybe not, knowing what a bean-spiller you are. Listen
call me when you know when you’re coming, OK? Right now | gotta sleep. Love you, dude.”
“Oh, sir,” Brandon groaned as he shut off the phone. “Now the shit’s really gonna hit the fan.”
“Well,” Pete grinned, “that’s the price of fame, boy. It won't be so bad. Just do what Grady
does. He’s got all that fame stuff going on and he doesn’t take it seriously, has fun with it. And
it'll be great to have the other guys here.”

Brandon frowned uncertainly. “Eddie said Hassan’s got the hots for you and wants to take you
to that little hideaway he’s got out here in the desert. He’s got that dungeon thingy in the
basement where he took Mark that time and Mark chained the Marine up and worked him over.”

“Hm, sounds kinda hot. But | wouldn’t do anything if you didn’t want me to.”

Brandon blinked hard and thought about it. “Well, sir, | guess I'd be OK with it — provided | got
to watch.”

Pete threw is head back and laughed. “That’s my boy. That's my hero.”

# # #

Chapter 338 —“Br andon’ s —Rangeaw. Marine”

Ranger Pete gives his boy Brandon a herodés reward

Marine Hassan and his boy Eddie. AfiLook at that, d
wet dream. 0 The proud, handsome iachairs,iisstrippedhi s musc
naked, fucked, broken and humiliated, at the mercy of the leatherman and hisboy. A Don 6t get
any better than that, dude. 0

Pete and Brandon spent the rest of the day in the garden — a lazy day where they talked a lot
and just hung out together. Pete read a book in the shade while Brandon puttered around doing
gardening odd-jobs.
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A wave of affection swept over Pete as he watched his boy dead-heading roses and trimming
hedges from his wheelchair, with a look of total serenity. It was hard to believe that a few hours
before he had been facing a critical challenge and saving a man’s life. His resilience was
obviously born of facing challenges all his life, Pete thought. The truth was that Brandon was in
a state of blissful happiness spending the day with Pete, just the two of them in this quiet,
bucolic setting.

The house phone rang often, with concerned friends of Mike asking for news. Pete fielded the
calls politely, reassuring callers that Mike was doing fine, and deflecting questions about
Brandon, aware of Brandon’s preference for privacy.

They cooked dinner together, with Brandon in charge, giving Pete orders and confidently
maneuvering around the kitchen. Mike had long ago made it wheelchair friendly, with shallow
ramps in front of the counters and stove, for his nephew Brian, to encourage him during his
visits to him in his wheelchair. After dinner Pete and his boy had an early night, made love and
then slept with Brandon folded in the Ranger’s arms.

In the morning, while Brandon cooked breakfast, Pete called the hospital and got a grouchy
Mike. “I'm being a real pain in the ass here so they’ll get rid of me as soon as possible.

Battery of damn tests, nurses fussing around, lousy food. Anyway, they're gonna release me at
noon, so | was wondering if ...”

“Of course we'll pick you up, Mike. Be nice to the staff, now. Don’t slug anyone. That’s
Randy’s territory, you know, not yours.”

Mike was sitting on the edge of his bed when Pete walked into his hospital room, followed by
Brandon. “Thanks for coming, Pete, now get me the hell out of here. If | wasn’t dead when they
wheeled me in | might be when they wheel me out — smothered to death.”

Brandon rolled himself in and Mike’s grouchy demeanor changed entirely. He looked at the
smiling boy and his eyes teared up. “Come here, kiddo.” Mike leaned forward and kissed
Brandon on the lips. “Shit damn,” he said, grinning at Pete. “This gorgeous kid had his mouth
clamped over mine in the kiss of life and | didn’'t even know it. Not until after | threw up — a fine
way say thanks for saving my life.”

A nurse hovering nearby said, “Is this the boy who pulled you out of the pool and gave you
mouth-to-mouth? But ... but how could he? He’sina...” She bit her tongue. “Sorry, young
man, | should know better, but it's not every day you hear about such a thing. | read about it
this morning in the Desert Sun. You’re quite the celebrity around here.”

Brandon looked up desperately at Pete who said, “OK, guys, let’s roll.” It was standard
procedure for released patients to be wheeled out of the hospital and, as a nurse pushed Mike,
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he turned to Brandon beside him and grinned. “So this is what it feels like. But | need
someone to push me ... you take care of yourself ... and others ... saving lives and stuff.”

They were a merry trio as they drove to Mike’s house in Pete’s truck — and then Brandon’s
phone rang. He looked at the screen and smiled. “Eddie. | knew he wouldn’t lose any time.”
He put it on speaker so they could all hear the onslaught.

“‘Dude, we're on our way! Hassan had some leave coming so we’ve got a few days ... do you
think Mike can find room for us? ... if not Hassan has that little place way out in the desert,
except | think he was kind’ve keeping that for him and Pete, if you know what | mean.”

They could all imagine Hassan smiling quietly beside him in his usual strong silent way.
Brandon said, “Eddie, you’re on speaker phone and I'm with Pete and Mike.”

“Oh good,” Eddie said unabashed, “three birds with one stone.”

“And as the oldest bird around,” Mike grinned, “I can tell you there’ll always be a room for you
and that musclehunk Marine of yours. You'll be good company for our hero here. Seems the
newspaper wants to send someone to interview him later.”

“Ah, well you’ve come to the right man ... see | know all about handling the press ... I've
watched how Mario does it for Grady ... anyone wants to speak to Grady they have to go
through Mario ... he’s like his PR manager, press-agent, whatever ... and | can do that for you,
dude ... you're gonna be famous, but don’t worry, kid, | know how to deal with the paparazzi ...”

“Eddie,” Pete interrupted, “just get your asses out here and we’ll sort all that out when you get
here. Er, tell Hassan I’'m looking forward to seeing him ... and his house.”

Brandon shut off the phone and Pete laughed, “That boy has delusions of grandeur. You'd think
he was handling a rock-star or something.”

“Well Brandon is a rock-star,” Mike said. “He's a rock-star to me. And what was all that about
Hassan and his house in the desert? Something | should know about?”
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When they got Mike back to his house the phone rang non-stop. Most of the calls were from
what seemed like every single member of the large leather fraternity in Palm Springs enquiring
about Mike’s health. But one or two were from reporters wanting to set up interviews and photo-
ops with Brandon. While Brandon treated what he had done as all in a day’s work, for others it
was a perfect human-interest story — ‘brave boy in a wheelchair saves man from drowning’.
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Mike fielded all the calls, comfortably ensconced in an armchair in a shady part of the garden at
Pete’s insistence. But Pete could see that Brandon was rattled by all the attention and wanted
to get him away for a few hours, so he asked Mike if he would be OK on his own for a while.

“‘Pete, old buddy,” Mike said. “Yesterday it was touch and go — dead or alive — but thanks to
your boy | am very much alive and quite able to care for myself. Get Brandon out of here for a
while. What about that bike run you talked about yesterday?”

“You read my mind, Mike,” Pete grinned, and turned to Brandon. “OK, kiddo, time to get suited
up and high-tail it out of here.”

It didn’t take long before Brandon rolled out of the house and Mike said, “Holy shit, boy, you look
fucking hot in that outfit.” Brandon was wearing the same leather gear he had worn coming out
here the day before — boots, leather pants and a sleeveless, black leather muscle-T shirt. He
grinned at Mike, put on his skull helmet and mirror glasses to complete the effect.

Pete came out behind him looking stunning in leather chaps over his jeans, and a leather vest
flapping open over his muscular chest. “Come on, kid, let’s unload the bikes off the truck.”

“This | gotta see,” said Mike following them out to the truck, where Pete lowered the tailgate that
served as a ramp. Brandon swung into action. He wheeled himself up the ramp and up onto
the flat platform of his adapted three-wheeler. He clamped the wheels to the floor and raised
the trike’s ramp up behind him. Confidently he gunned the engine, then reversed down off the
truck and playfully circled Mike, kicking up dust.

Mike coughed, “Hey, watch it kid or the headline’s gonna be, ‘Boy saves man from drowning

then chokes him to death’.
Just then, to add to the noise and confusion, they heard a vehicle approaching and Hassan’s
jeep pulled up. Eddie tumbled out before it even stopped and ran up to Brandon. “Dude —
damn you look hot — just like an action hero. But the pressure got too much for you, uh, the
press and all? But you can’t run away from it, dude. You’re a celebrity — they’re your public.”

“Eddie,” Brandon said firmly. “Let’'s get something straight. I'm not an action hero and | didn’t
save the planet. | was just a boy in the right place at the right time, doing what was needed.”

Eddie grinned up at the men and waved his arm at Brandon. “How about this guy, eh? All that
and modesty too. You can’t beat it.”

Mike brought things down to earth by clearing his throat and saying, “Er, hi, Eddie.”

“Oh, sorry. Hi Uncle Mike, how you doing?”
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“Doing just fine, kid. | mean, not dead or anything. Hell you don’t change do you. Always the
same when you lived out here ... talking nonstop except when your mouth was full of dick.”

Pete had gone round the jeep to welcome Hassan. They shook hands and looked each other
up and down. “Fucking hot, man,” said Hassan, always a man of few words, eying Pete’s
leather outfit.

“Back at ya,” grinned Pete, gazing at the muscular Marine in military fatigue pants, a frayed
denim vest open over an old khaki tank top. Both men had instant boners in their pants.

Mike, as he was always quick to say, had been around the block more than a few times and he
could size up a situation between men instantly. As a bartender he had subtly brought couples
together when he saw that spark. And now he saw a spark between Pete and Hassan that was
bright enough to set the house afire.

“Hey soldier,” he said, shaking Hassan’s hand vigorously, “great to see you still looking as hot
as ever. We love the military round here — especially muscle-stud Marines. Listen, Pete and
Brandon are about to take off on a bike run out in the wilds of the desert. So why don’t you and
Eddie come in, freshen up, then take off and hook up with them?

“I have a pretty powerful bike of my own —a BMW not a Harley like Pete’s, but | reckon a BMW

can beat a Harley any day of the week. Why don’t you prove me right? 1I'd be happy to lend it

to you for you and your boy and I've got a couple of spare helmets lying around. Hey, owning a
leather bar | end up with all kinds of biking and leather gear. So what d’ya think, big guy?”

Actually all four of them could have hugged Mike for the suggestion as they themselves had
harbored the same idea in one variation or another. Mike’s plan covered all the angles and he
had once again mastered the art of bringing men together. He knew Pete and Brandon wanted
some time alone on the road together but after that he was equally aware of the chemistry
brewing between the Ranger and the soldier.

Mike gave Brandon a surreptitious wink, knowing that the boy knew exactly what was going on.
The strong, silent soldier expressed his enthusiasm under his usual stoic demeanor. “Yeah,
thanks Mike,” he said with a hint of a grin. “Sounds like a plan. How’s it grab you, Eddie?”

“Grabs me by the balls and fucks me up the butt, sir,” Eddie said with an irreverent grin.
“Sounds awesome!” Eddie could already see himself on the back of a motor bike with his arms
tight round the Marine’s muscular body. And the four of them out in the desert? “l got a boner
already, guys,” he said out loud.

I's a date then, soldier,” Pete said in a tone that mixed pleasure with a hint of challenge — which
made Hassan’s cock pulse even harder. “Should be easy to find us — just a couple of long
deserted roads to nowhere. We could even check out that little hideaway of yours out there.
Stop off for a beer break.”
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And so it was settled. Brandon revved his engine hard, impatient to be off. Pete put on his
helmet, straddled his Harley, and Mike, Hassan and Eddie watched as they took off in a cloud of
dust, with Brandon proudly riding his three-wheeler beside Pete — a leatherman and his boy on
a bike run in the desert.
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Out on the deserted road with nothing but sand as far as the eye could see in this vast expanse
Brandon felt a magical sense of isolation and supreme happiness, with Pete riding steadily
beside him. He fantasized that they were the only couple in the world, a boy and a man in love.

He had happily shrugged off yesterday’s drama and the aftermath still unfolding. It was
something he took in stride. His whole life had been a series of challenges and minor triumphs
— it went with the territory. OK, so this one was by way of being a major triumph, saving a man’s
life, but in his mind he hadn’t done anything anyone else wouldn’t have done. It was over.

Oh yeah, they wanted to take his picture. Well, why not? Eddie was getting off on the whole
thing and he loved to please his best buddy. So why not? But all he really wanted now was be
with Pete. All he ever wanted was to be with Pete. Anything else was small potatoes. He
looked over at his master and smiled.

Pete had some inkling of what was going on in his boy’s mind ... he could tell from the joy in his
smile. As he looked at him now, riding his bike so proudly, he realized that he had never loved
anyone as much as he loved this boy, and never would. He gave him a thumbs up, opened the
bike’s throttle and surged forward on the road.

Brandon grinned — another challenge — and gunned his own engine so he sped forward
alongside Pete and kept pace with him in a friendly race. He laughed with the joy of this
ultimate companionship, sharing the same speed, the same warm wind blowing against their
faces, a wind that caught his rippling laughter and swept it behind them where it was lost in the
empty wastes of the desert.

They rode a long time like this, going nowhere on the road to nowhere, feeling as close as if
they were in each other’s arms. Brandon took his cue from Pete, accelerating into fast sprints,
then slowing down and coasting together. The straight road finally curved round what had once
been some kind of settlement, perhaps a ranger station, but was now a bleak, haunted space,
and they found themselves headed back in the direction they had come.

And it was then that they saw a speck in the distance, a speck that grew quickly larger with their
combined closing speeds. It was two men on a bike — Hassan with his denim vest flying out
behind him, his khaki tank flattened against his body showing the outlines of his chest and abs
underneath. And holding onto him as if his life depended on it — which it did — was Eddie, his
arms clamped tight around the Marine’s waist and a look of pure ecstasy on his face.
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They throttled back as they came close and stopped in the middle of the road, an unlikely group
of three bikes and four men in the middle of nowhere. “Hey, guys,” Hassan shouted. “My own
place is not far from here. Wanna stop by and kick back there for a while?”

“You read my mind, soldier,” Pete grinned. “Lead on.” Eddie flashed a meaningful grin at
Brandon. Both boys had noticed the eagerness with which the men had embraced the idea and
the hurry they seemed in to get to the Marine’s desert hideaway.

So it wasn’t long before, with Hassan in the lead, they drove through a small, sleepy village, just
a few houses clustered round a convenience store with a couple of gas pumps. And a mile
further on there was a small, remote house set back off the road. The convoy of three bikes
pulled off the road and churned over the sandy track to Hassan’s house.
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They parked round the back of the house and dismounted, with Brandon as adept as any of
them, wheeling back off his trike’s platform and down the ramp to the ground. Hassan unlocked
the kitchen door and, when they all went in, Pete and Brandon were surprised at how tidy
everything looked.

Hassan explained, “| made a deal with Mike some time ago that his buddies could use this place
— especially the basement — whenever they like, and in return they would keep the utilities on
and the fridge stocked for whenever | dropped in. That's why the electricity is on, there’s food
in the fridge ... and the beer is cold. So what are we waiting for?”

A few minutes later the two men and their boys were lounging in the shade of the small back
patio, each with an ice-cold beer. The boys sat close together, content to take a back seat and
listen to the Ranger and the Marine, who seemed to be talking round and round a subject,
fencing almost, without ever getting to the point.

“Course,” Hassan said with forced nonchalance,” you’ve been here before when you and Zack
came out to the desert on a bike run with Brandon and Darius. Shit, the way news gets around
in this crowd everyone got to hear every last detail of what you all got up to.”

“Yeah,” Pete recollected with a smile. “That was some trip.”

“You and, er ... you and Zack even spent time down in my basement, that right?”

“Oh yeah,” Pete grinned, “we sure did. You know, they don’t come any tougher than Zack — a
real macho top man, the tough construction boss at work, and the muscular leather master at

home. But Brandon had told me of one time when Zack was a bit drunk and had put on a show
for Brandon of a hot black leather master in bondage getting off on himself in the mirror.
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“So when we came out here, and we were sitting in this very spot drinking beer, Zack explained
it to me. He had a theory that even a tough, macho top-man sometimes feels a deep
masochistic urge inside him to get the same treatment he dishes out to others, an urge to feel
what other guys feel when he works them over. It's partly narcissism, Zack said, getting off
looking at himself in a mirror, watching his body writhe in bondage, his face grimacing in pain.”

“So anyway, as you probably heard, we went down to your dungeon, | tied Zack up and worked
him over real good — whipped him, fucked him — the works. And boy did he get off on that!
Shot bucketsful before he finally gave in and begged for release.”

“Yeah, | did hear about that,” Hassan murmured in his deep accented voice. He was breathing
heavily, running his hand unconsciously over his tank, over his hard nipples underneath. “And |
guess you, er, you were both in leather at the time, just like you are now — two leather masters
facing off, one submitting to the other.”

There was a long silence as their eyes met in a penetrating gaze. And at last Hassan said what
had been on both their minds. “You, er ... you wanna check out the basement now, Ranger?”

“Sure,” Pete said simply and they both stood up. With a fiercely eager look in his eye Hassan
went into the house, followed by a far more relaxed Pete who, before he left the patio, turned
and winked at Brandon. “Enjoy your reward, kiddo.”

Brandon frowned at Eddie. “What d’you think he meant by that, dude? I’'m confused.”

Eddie gave his know-it-all grin. “That’s because you ain’t been around as long as | have dude.
When | worked for Mike in his bar | used to see it all. And Zack’s right. Inside a lot of those
butch leathermen there was a bottom-man screaming to get out.”

“And are you saying ... even a Marine captain like Hassan?”

“Now you’re getting it,” Eddie chuckled. “Dude, you are not as dumb as you look.” Brandon
punched him in the shoulder and Eddie said, “No, seriously dude, you know the story about
Hassan and Mark way back when they were on opposite sides in the Arab war and Mark was
captured, chained up and interrogated by Hassan.

“But Hassan fell in love with the gorgeous blond soldier and years later when he came to the
U.S. to find him, first thing he did was ask Mark to meet him way out here in this very place.

And when Mark walked in, where did he find the Marine? Chained up in the dungeon waiting for
the prisoner he had fallen in love with to take revenge.”

Riveting as the story was Brandon had to smile, as he loved Eddie doing his wise-guy act like
this, his eyes sparkling, his palms upraised as they were now.
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“Dude, | know that musclehunk Marine better than anyone ... | mean, me being his boy and all
... and | know he sometimes wants a guy who'’s his equal to do what Mark did to him, and what
Pete did to Zack right downstairs in this very place! That dungeon brings back memories, dude
... memories he wants to re-live.”

Eddie sat back smugly, well pleased with his dramatic performance and the effect it was having
on his buddy. But still Brandon frowned. “Well since you know so much, dude, tell me what

Pete meant just now when he said, “Enjoy your reward.”

Eddie sighed, “Do | have to explain everything, boy? You said you mentioned that story to Pete
earlier about Hassan getting worked over by Mark. So what was his reaction?”

“‘Well, Pete said it sounded kind hot but he wouldn’t do anything like that if | didn’t want him to.
So | kidded around and said I'd be OK with it provided | got to watch.”

“‘And...?”

He just laughed and said, “That’s my boy.”

“Well there’s your answer, dude. He wants to give you a reward for saving Mike’s life so this is
part of it ... letting you watch!” He shrugged, “And of course that has to include me too, me

being your best buddy and Hassan’s boy and all that.”

“Oh, | dunno, Eddie. Think of you bumping me down the stairs in my wheelchair ... talk about a
distraction.”

“Kiddo,” Eddie said airily, “what would you do without me? | know this place like the back of my
hand, and if we go down that slope there behind the house there’s door to a storage room that
leads through to another door — to the basement. We use that and they won’t even know we’ve

come in.”

Then he banged his palm on his forehead in frustration. “Shit, we should have brought Darius’s
camera from Mike’s house, the one | gave you when you left L. A.”

“You mean this one?” Brandon said innocently, leaning down and pulling the camera from his
wheelchair’s saddle bag.

“‘Dude, you’re my hero. But you already knew that ... especially now you’re this big celebrity
hero and all. Here, give me the camera. I'm Darius’s assistant so I'm an expert cameraman.”

“Mm — an expert everything else too,” Brandon smiled.

“Yeah, | guess | am,” Eddie preened. “See that’'s why you're gonna need me to deal with the
press when they ...”
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“Eddie, can we just go? And try not to talk when we get to the room.”

“Oh, gotcha dude.” In his characteristic move, a wide-eyed Eddie dragged his fingertips across
his lips and twisted them like a key at the end. They grinned at each other, two best buddies
embarking on another adventure.
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Eddie didn’t even think about helping the always independent Brandon down the short hill, even
though the track was steep and sandy, but he did hold open the door to the storeroom to let him
pass. Inside they paused to get accustomed to the gloom after the glare of the sun and slowly
became aware of the jumbled room with a path through the clutter to the door on the far side.

There was an eerie, almost ominous silence here and when they got to the basement door they
listened hard. Still silence. What was going on in there? Were the guys even there? Eddie
twisted the doorknob and edged the door open carefully, wincing at every squeak of the rusty
hinges. They managed to make very little noise as they went in and settled against the wall in
the shadows.

“Holy shit,” Eddie hissed as their eyes focused across the room where overhead spots lit a
scene that made their cocks jump in their pants. It was like a still-life, with no movement, no
sound. Pete was sitting in a rough wooden chair, shirtless in motorcycle boots and black
leather chaps over his jeans, and holding across his lap a cat o’ nine tails, a whip with a dozen
long stands of rawhide.

His gaze was fixed on Hassan who was in almost exactly the same positon he had been in
when Mark had worked on his body all that long time ago. The Marine was in his fatigue pants
and combat boots, with only the old sweat-stained tank over his muscular torso. His wrists
were shackled, his arms stretched up in a V by chains attached to one of the ceiling rafters.

Eddie sat in on a bench against the wall beside Brandon in the dark shadows and Brandon
instantly rested his hand on Eddie’s in a gesture of support, thinking how the scene of his
master in chains might upset the boy. But he was wrong. “Awesome, dude,” Eddie breathed
softly. “So fucking hot. Don’t worry about Hassan, dude. He’s getting off on this big-time.
Just what he needed.”

Whether or not the men were aware of the boys’ presence they gave no indication, with eyes
only for each other, their gaze fixed with a mix of lustful admiration and feigned animosity, the
chained, muscular Marine captain at the mercy of the leather master.

The boys’ fantasies kicked into high gear, mesmerized by the vision of the exotic Arab/Asian

with his slanting brown eyes, square cut features and jet black hair, facing off against the all-
American Ranger with his chiseled good looks, his muscles rippling as he began to tap the whip
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in his palm. Eddie would have liked to walk around with his camera, getting the dramatic shots
Darius excelled in, but he knew he had to stay still and silent in the shadows with Brandon, his
camera raised to his eye, trained on the action.

And almost as if he had just called ‘action’ the scene began as Pete rose to his feet and walked
slowly round his captive, tapping the whip in his palm. All the walls were mirrored which gave
the men and the boys multiple views of the rugged Marine and his captor.

Pete spoke at last. “Hmm, you think you look pretty hot in chains, don’t you soldier. Is this how
my buddy Mark looked when chained him up and tortured him in that interrogation cell? But he
paid you back good for that, didn’t he, right here in this room — just like I'm gonna do. See
Mark’s a good buddy of mine and | don’t like to think of him getting hurt by a big tough soldier
like you. What did he do to you in revenge, stud? Something like this?”

He raised the whip and brought it down across Hassan’s back, leaving a black rawhide mark on
the thin tank. Pete had learned from Zack how to judge a man’s pleasure/pain threshold and
both he and Hassan knew he would take him only to the point where fantasy merged into painful
reality. It was that raw sense of reality that brought a fantasy alive.

Always the stoic Marine, trained to withstand pain, Hassan made no sound, just clenched his
jaw and looked defiantly at the Ranger, with a slight hint of a mocking smile. Pete was in no
hurry and preferred verbal rather than physical torment. He hung the whip round Hassan’s
neck and stood behind him looking over his shoulder. Together they stared at the mirror image
of the tall, rugged Marine captain, his body stretched in chains, whip round his neck.

Pressing his bare chest against the soldier’s back, and the bulge in his jeans against his ass,
Pete reached round and stroked his hands over the sweat-damp khaki tank top. “Shit, that
chest is fucking awesome, man. | can feel those muscles rippling under your shirt. Look at that
stud in the mirror ... turns you on, eh? | can tell ‘cos your fucking tits are hard as rocks.” He
squeezed them through the tank and watched Hassan’s head roll backwards as he groaned a
guttural, “Yeah...”

“Man, | wanna really work those tits.” Pete tugged at the thin fabric and ripped holes over
Hassan’s nipples, then twisted them in his fingertips, using his nails, harder and harder until the

pain peaked, Hassan writhed in his shackles and yelled “Aaagh ... aaagh ... fuck you!”

Pete stopped and grinned derisively, “Not made of steel after all eh, soldier? Even a proud
Marine like you has his breaking point.”

Hassan glared at him in the mirror. “Go fuck yourself, Ranger.”
“So that’s how you wanna play it, asshole. Only it's you I'm gonna fuck, Captain. All in good

time. First let’s get a real look at that body.” Still reaching round from behind Pete grabbed the
neck of the tank and ripped it open. The shredded fabric hung loosely from Hassan’s shoulders
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exposing the slabs of his pecs, the ridges of his eight-pack abs and his slim waist cinched by
the webbed belt of his military fatigues.

“Oh man, that fucking chest is just asking for it,” Pete said, walking round to face the chained
soldier. He pulled the whip from round the Marine’s neck and lashed the rawhide strips lightly
against the bare chest in short, sharp blows. Hassan gritted his teeth and winced at every
blow. But still he remained defiant and growled, “That all you got, asshole?”

“Fuck you, man,” Pete snarled and increased the force and speed of the whip across the chest
and abs. The Marine flexed his muscles hard to withstand the lash and his grimaces grew more
agonized with each blow until finally he broke and yelled, “Aaagh, no more. No more. | give up.”

Pete stopped and the soldier hung his head in submission. Pete put the whip handle under his
chin, pushed his face up and gazed into the slanted brown eyes. “See, Captain, | knew even
you had your limits. | knew | could break you. But I think you got real turned on, eh? Let’s
take a look here.”

He unzipped the soldier's pants and pulled out his cock ... massive and hard as steel. “Oh
yeah, the big tough Marine gets off being chained and whipped. Look at that fucking cock
rearing up like a pole. Let’s see how it likes this ...”

He aimed the whip at the cock, curling the leather thongs round the thick shaft, yanking it off
then striking a few more times. “Hell, will you look at that ... pre-cum dripping from your dick. |
could probably make you bust your load just by whipping your dick, soldier, but you don’t get off
so easy. You know what | gotta do to you, Captain. So let’s cut to the chase here.”

Pete unbuckled Hassan’s belt, yanked his pants wide open and let them and his shorts fall
round his combat boots. He stood back and stared at the near naked Marine with just the
shreds of his tank top hanging over his bare chest, his muscles rippling as his upstretched arms
tugged at the chains binding him.

He walked behind him and stared at the globes of his ass, hard as steel, and said, “Yeah, that’s
what you really want, stud. And by god you're gonna get it. He lashed the ass a few times, just
hard enough to leave faint red stripes across the white flesh. Then he tore the remains of his
tank from his shoulders and it fell draped round his waist.

Pete hung the whip round Hassan’s neck again, then went back to the chair, sat down and
pulled his cock out of his jeans. It was already rock hard so he stroked it gently to avoid
cumming at the homoerotic sight that met his gaze.

The macho Marine captain had been stripped naked except for the rags of his T-shirt round his

waist and his fatigue pants round his ankles, pooled over his boots. His dark, square cut
features grimaced, sweat running down his face and over his magnificent body, stretched by
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chains like a prisoner on the rack. His muscles flexed under the lights and, as he stared at
himself in the mirror, his cock rose up from his mass of black pubic hair and dripped pre-cum.

“Yeah,” Pete said as he stroked his own cock. “Look at that soldier — chained and whipped into
submission, waiting to take the Ranger’s dick up his ass. Fucking pornographic. That turn you
on, Captain?”

“Hell yeah,” Hassan groaned.
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He wasn’t the only one. The boys had watched breathlessly as the Ranger slowly demolished
the handsome Marine. Brandon kept glancing anxiously at Eddie, but the Marine’s boy was
enthralled by the spectacle, knowing it was what his master craved. Stroking his cock with one
hand Eddie managed to keep the camera steady with the other, knowing he was filming what
Darius would call “one for the archives”.

“You OK, dude?” Eddie hissed out of the side of his mouth, and a wide-eyed Brandon nodded
eagerly. He had pulled his cock out of his leather pants and was stroking it slowly. “Don’t cum
yet, dude,” Eddie cautioned. “Final act coming up.”

Pete had stood up, his curled fist moving up and down his cock. “Soldier, you are so fucking
hot | can shoot my load just looking at you. He stroked harder and Hassan shifted his gaze
from the mirror to the musclehunk leatherman, shirtless in leather chaps, his cock rigid out of his
jeans at the crotch-gap of the chaps. Hassan moaned hoarsely, “No, man, don’t ... not like that.”

“Why not captain?” Pete tormented him. “What should | do?”

Hassan gazed at Pete, then at the near-naked chained soldier in the mirror who pleaded, “Fuck
me, man. Fuck my ass.”

Pete grinned, “Shit damn, | always heard your Marines liked to take it up the butt from your
buddies. Soit’s true. OK, soldier, if you think you can take a rod this big, let’s go for it.”

He reached for one of the many lube jars littered round the room and greased up his cock. He
walked behind the chained Marine, pressed the head of his cock between his ass cheeks,
reached round him and tweaked his already sore nipples. “So tell me again, soldier. What is it
you want from the leather master?”

“Fuck me. | wanna feel your dick in my ass.”

“Nah, you can do better than that, Captain. Try again.”

‘I need to get fucked in the ass. Please ... sir. Please push your rod in my ass.”
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“That’s better. | do like to hear a big tough soldier beg to get butt-fucked. Like this ...”

“Aaagh!” The ranger’s cock drove savagely deep into the Marine’s ass, pulled out and
slammed in again, and again, until it became a piston pounding in and out. Pete knew Hassan
wanted it rough ... and knew he could take it.

He wrapped his arms round Hassan’s chest and panted, “Feel that soldier? Feel that big
Ranger dick pile-driving your ass while | rip your tits off. Come on soldier, let's see that
gorgeous body struggle, stretched in chains. Oh yeah, that is fucking beautiful, man. Such a
fucking stud.”

The Marine stared wildly at the pornographic image in the mirror and the fantasy consumed him.
In his delirium all he could see was a muscular Arab soldier writhing naked in chains, body
stretched and helpless as his ass was pounded by the powerful leather master. He saw the
chiseled features twisted in pain, the head thrashing from side to side, the black hair flying.

He saw the mouth open and heard the deep voice howl, “Yeah, fuck me, man. Fuck that
soldier, make him sweat, make him hurt, make him beg ... make him bust that load. Aaagh! |
can’t take any more, sir ... | gotta cum ... | give up, man, | submit ... I'm gonna cum ... yeah,
fuck me ... fuck me ... | submit, sir ... aaagh!”

His muscles flexed, his body tensed and tears poured from his eyes as his cock shuddered ...
and exploded in a long stream of juice that hit the mirror and flowed down the glass. “Un-
fucking-believable, man,” Pete yelled. “Here it comes, Captain, here’s my fucking jizz in your
ass ... yeah ... yeah ... fuuuck!” Hassan howled and shot again as he felt the Ranger’s hot
juice filling his ass until it cozed out and flowed down his legs.

Pete stayed in deep, then suddenly yanked his dick out, making Hassan scream. He walked

round to face him, and they stared wildly at each other, eyes blazing. Pete grabbed Hassan’s
head, pulled it toward him and crushed their mouths together in a ravenous man-on-man kiss
that lasted long passionate minutes.

Pete finally pulled back and stared at the soldier in awe. “Unbelievable, man,” he said again ...
un-fucking-believable. But | want you drained, soldier ... | wanna see that body totally drained
dry of every last drop of jizz in your balls.” He jerked his head away and yelled across the room,
“Hey, you two. Get your asses over here.”

Surprised, but rising instantly to the occasion, Eddie lowered his camera, grabbed Brandon’s
arm and said, “This is it dude. We’re on.” He got up and stumbled across the room, followed
close behind by Brandon, wheeling himself in a daze. Pete said, “Here they are, Captain — the
two best cocksuckers on town, guaranteed to make any man bust his load ... even you, soldier.
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“You, boy, you're first.” He looked down at Brandon with that special smile reserved only for
him. “Another reward, kid. Don’t let me down.”

“Thank you, sir,” Brandon stammered. He wheeled himself in front of the chained soldier,
leaned forward and sucked his still dripping cock in his mouth. This was one of the biggest
cocksucking challenges he had faced, making a muscle-god Marine cum in his mouth minutes
after he had just shot a massive load. He summoned up all the skills, every trick he had learned
from Eddie and had used on his master Pete.

Hassan looked desperately at Pete and moaned, “l can’t man ... no more ... I'm done, drained.”

“I'll tell you when you’re done, stud. My boy wants to suck a Marine’s cock and | always give
him what he wants.” The Ranger folded his arms across his chested and taunted his captive.

“Look at the mirror. Look at that fucking beautiful man, shirt hanging in shreds, pants down
round his boots, his spectacular body stretched in chains, at the mercy of the leatherman and
his boy. A proud Marine captain, captured and chained, stripped naked, whipped, and butt-
fucked by a leather master, forced to shoot a massive load of jizz and ordered to cum again in
his boy’s mouth. The macho stud soldier has been broken and humiliated, forced to get his
cock sucked by the leatherman’s boy. It's a pornographic wet dream, man.”

As Brandon went to work, so did Eddie and his camera. Free now from the need to hide in the
shadows he circled with his camera, using all the techniques Darius had taught him — close-ups,
zoom shots, everything to highlight the drama of the scene. And he knew his best buddy could
deliver. Hell, he had taught him everything he knew.

He was right. Urged on by the sight of the rugged leatherman staring defiantly at him, arms
folded across his chest, Hassan was being driven wild by the sensation in his cock as it was
worked on by the handsome young leather boy. His balls started to ache again, sperm filled his
rigid cock and, “No, I can’t ... | can’t ... | ... aaagh!” The soldier came in the boy’s mouth.

Flush with success Brandon swallowed the first spurt of cum, then pulled off and let the rest
splash on his face as proof that the orgasm was totally real.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, cum running down his chin as he gazed up at Hassan. Then he felt a
camera being thrust in his hands and he wheeled away, yielding his place to the determined
Eddie, his eyes sparkling as he faced the ultimate challenge.

He dropped to his knees before his master, lowered his face and kissed his boots in an act of
worship. Then he gazed up and said, “I love you sir. | know | can do it, sir.” He licked his lips,

took a couple of deep breaths and lowered his mouth over the Marine’s half-hard cock.

The exhausted Marine stared pleadingly at Pete and groaned, “No, man ... impossible ... | can’t
... hot again.”
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“What?” Pete smiled. “You don’t have much faith in your own boy then. The kid boasts he can
make any man cum any time, especially his master. You gonna let your own boy down?”

“Fuck you, man,” Hassan growled, but this time with a trace of a smile in his eyes.

Eddie was already at work. This was his biggest challenge yet but he was not deterred. Of all
the cocks he had ever sucked in his bar-back days in Mike’s bar he had never failed and he
wouldn’t now. He was so confident that he even glanced up at the camera while he sucked
and, eyes gleaming, gave Brandon a thumbs up.

That impish gesture diminished the dramatic intensity of the moment ... but it was Eddie being
Eddie. And as Hassan saw it he smiled ... and relaxed. And that’s all it took, that and about a
minute of expert manipulation by Eddie’s talented mouth. Hassan looked down at his boy, the
mischievous, garrulous kid he loved like crazy and suddenly flashed on words spoken earlier by
Mike. ‘Only time that kid stops talking is when he’s got a dick stuffed in his mouth’.

Improbably Hassan began to laugh. His body shook, his cock shuddered and, against all the
odds, he shot one last blast of semen down his boy’s throat. Eddie swallowed hard and then,

as Brandon had done, pulled his mouth off the cock and took the last spurts of cum in his face.

Triumphantly he turned to Brandon, and this time gave two thumbs up to the camera. Brandon
pushed in for a final close-up of the beaming rascal face dripping with his master’s cum.

And that was the end of the movie.

*kk*k *k*k *k*k *k%k *%

Pete quickly unshackled Hassan’s wrist and the exhausted Marine fell into his arms — a man-
hug between two rugged alpha males who had explored the boundaries of man-on-man lust.

Brandon tugged at Eddie’s elbow and nodded toward the door. Time to let the men recover and
decompress after their heavy sexual exertions. The boys went unnoticed to the door they had
used before, made their way silently though the storeroom, up the sandy path and into the
kitchen. And there Eddie broke the silence with an explosion of superlatives to describe the
incredible scene they had just witnessed. “Thank god we got the movie, dude, ‘cos | could
never find the words to explain all this stuff to the guys at home.”

“You seem to be finding plenty of them right now, buddy,” Brandon grinned as the two boys
tidied the kitchen, ready for Hassan and Pete to give them the signal to hit the road. The men
had just come up from the basement and joined them when Brandon’s cell-phone rang and he
looked at the screen. “It's Mike,” he said, switching the phone to speaker.

5041



“Hey, where are you guys? That must be some trip you took.” (“I'll say,” Eddie laughed.) “Are
you on your way back ‘cos a couple of newspaper guys are coming to interview the local hero
and take his picture? Don’t leave me alone with them to vamp until the celebrity arrives, OK?”

“OK, Uncle Mike,” Brandon grinned. “Sorry for the delay but we got ... er ... a bit tied up. But
we’re on our way.”

It was a jubilant group of bikers that roared along the desert road — Brandon in the lead,
followed by the triumphant Ranger Pete, and then the BMW bike ridden by the now shirtless
Marine hugged tightly from behind by his boy, who had a whole new reason to worship his idol.

Mike greeted them effusively at the house. “Here you are at last, | was starting to worry.” He
grinned roguishly. “So which of you got all tied up? ... nah, don’t tell me ... those stripes across
the soldier’s chest are a dead giveaway. | can pretty much guess what went down. Hell, a
Marine and a Ranger who couldn’t take their eyes off each other, two horny boys with a camera,
and a desert dungeon with whips and chains. The story more or less writes itself.”

“Just wait ‘til you see the video, Uncle Mike,” Eddie gushed, “it’ll blow your mind.”

“Yeah, well talking of cameras, the first thing you gotta do, young Eddie, is get your buddy here
ready for his close-up. The photographers will be here soon.”

Eddie swung into action. “OK, dude, first thing is to get you out of that leather outfit and into
something your public would expect a boy hero to wear.” He looked at Brandon and stroked his
chin. “Hmm, | think old shorts, loose T-shirt and unlaced sneakers.”

Actually he was right about the look, even though he was playing his press-agent role to the hilt.
When the reporter and photographer arrived Brandon looked like a dream subject. Even his
blank expression they mistook for shy bewilderment, when it was merely his long-suffering
desire to get all this over with.

With Eddie hovering in the background, ‘protecting his client’, the session went well. Brandon
coolly described the rescue from the pool (without the melodrama Eddie had recommended)
and Mike expressed his heartfelt gratitude to “this brave boy”. They took several shots of
Brandon alone — smile, no smile — then with Mike standing behind him beaming.

Then Brandon said, “I'd like one with my best pal Eddie, ‘coz he taught me practically everything
I know.” (He neglected to add “... about sucking cock”, an omission that made Hassan and Pete
sputter with laughter in the background.) So Eddie took his place crouching beside Brandon,
his arm around him, eyes sparkling with pride and joy.

And that was a picture the two best friends would keep and treasure for the rest of their lives.
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“Oh, I forgot to tell you guys, we're gonna have company,” Mike said as they sat in the garden
eating and drinking after the press had left. They had just heard the crunch of tires outside the
gate, and when it opened in came the blond fireman Jason with his boy Ben, followed by young
Brian in his wheelchair. There were whoops of delight from the boys who swung into an
exaggerated greeting as if they had just been reunited with long-lost friends.

Mike smiled, “I've heard all about you ‘three amigos’ and thought you should all be together,
along with my nephew Brian, who I've gotta say is looking real great, kiddo — a changed man.
Plus | can never miss a chance of drooling over the most gorgeous fireman on the planet. I'll
jerk off looking at you later, Jason. But first, sit your butts down and eat and drink.”

The conversation was raucous at first with the boys all talking over each other, but when they
settled down they peppered Brian with questions about the Grady House. Brian was the
houseboy there and they all wanted to hear the latest on Grady, the heartthrob movie Tarzan.

But Brian was subdued and seemed reluctant to answer questions. But finally he said, “You
know guys, there’s a rule that what happens in the Grady House stays in the house, and we’re
big on confidentiality. But ... we are kinda family here and, and ...”

He seemed to fold up and his eyes filled with tears. “Thing is, I’'m not sure how much longer
there’s gonna be a Grady House, ‘cos Grady and Mario have had a massive fight and they're
gonna split up for good. They’ve quarreled before ... | mean, who hasn’t? ... even split up once
for a few days ... but this time it's real bad and Danny, my boss who runs the house, is kinda
devastated about it. He suggested | take a few days off out of it, so | came out here.”

Mike squeezed his hand comfortingly as the tears flowed. “See, guys, | don’t know what'’s
gonna happen and ... and I'm real scared. | mean, | love those guys, they’re my life, and when
they split up and there’s no more Grady House ... | mean, what’s gonna happen to me?”
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Chapter 339 — “Grady & Mario Break Up”

Grady, the heart-throb new movie Tarzan, and his Italian lover Mario, have a bitter separation.
Both have had repeated sex with other men, causing a rift that is beyond repair. Bob tongue-
lashes Grady; Randy rebukes Grady physically i a brutal gym-workout and a savage fuck. But
Mari o hurts so deeply he decides to go home
tight to hold back the tears. o

Uncle Mike put his arm round his nephew and said, “Hey, hey, kiddo, things can’t be as bad as
that. Couples have arguments all the time then patch things up, especially if they love each
other as much as Mario and Grady do.”

“But they don’t anymore, sir,” Brian said tearfully. “This time they’re splitting up for good.”

Pete said, “Brian, | agree with your Uncle Mike. We all know the stress Grady is under with that
whole movie on his shoulders, with all the press and paparazzi. Last time they fell out was
because Mario felt left out, kind of invisible while Grady became this big celebrity. But they got
back together pretty quick because they’re crazy about each other. This time won’t be any
different, you'll see. | mean, what can have happened that’s so bad they can’t resolve it?

“What happened!” Brian said wide-eyed. “They both had sex with other guys, that's what!”

“No!” gasped the other boys in unison. “That’s not possible,” Brandon said ... “Well, maybe
with Jamie or Lloyd or Adam or one of the other guys, but there’s nothing unusual in that.”

“No,” Brian sobbed, “it wasn’t that. It was guys outside the tribe — guys we hardly even know.”

By this time tears were flowing down Brian’s face and Mike took charge. “Hey Brandon, could
you go and get a couple more bottles of wine from the kitchen, a white and a red, and bring
some of those sandwiches you'll find in the fridge? Looks like we’re in for the long haul here.”

As Brandon wheeled away Mike said, “Look, Brian, if you're up for it | think it would be good for
you to tell us the whole story rather have the details come out in dribs and drabs. It’s not good
for you to bottle all this up. You’re with family here — and that’s what families are for.”

Brandon soon came back carrying the wine and sandwiches on his tray table. He poured a
glass of wine for Brian, who gulped it down and swallowed a couple of sandwiches — the first
food he had eaten all day, too upset to eat. They let him eat now, he took another sip of wine,
then looked at his uncle with a wan smile. “Thank you, sir. | feel better now.”

“Good. OK kiddo, in your own time, tell us exactly what happened.”
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Brian took a deep breath, cleared his throat and began his tale, with the four men and three
boys hanging on his every word. “See, it all happened over the last few weeks though me and
Danny only just found out about it. We got the story just two days ago from them separately,
partly from Grady, part from Mario. They’re not talking to each other and only told us, and
Danny said we should keep it secret ...”

“Yeah, what happens in the Grady House stays in the Grady House,” Mike shrugged. “You say
all this had been building over a couple of weeks? How come?”

“Well, what Grady calls principal photography is winding down on the movie and now all the
public relations stuff moves into high gear. That means a lot of quick trips all over the country,
abroad too, to make personal appearances for the movie.

“The studio gave Grady a personal assistant to travel with — seems celebrities always need an
assistant to stay close and take care of them. Well the guy Grady chose — | think his name is
Connor — is the same age as Grady, same sense of humor. They knew each other already, saw
each other on the set all the time and liked each other a lot.

“Good looking?” asked Jason.

“It seems so, sir. Grady said he has dark Irish looks — real masculine, the kind Grady goes for
... well, you know what | mean. Anyway, with all the pressures of traveling, the press, back-to-
back events, Grady said he was exhausted and Connor took good care of him. Wherever they
went they had adjoining hotel rooms but spent a lot of time together and ... well, it seems one
thing led to another and they ended up sharing a bed ... most nights.”

“You mean they fucked?” Eddie said, wide eyes gleaming.
“Yeah, and Mario knew nothing about it until ...” Brian choked up and took a sip of wine. “One
night around 3am Mario was restless in his empty bed, missing Grady a whole lot, he told us,
and thought he would surprise Grady by phoning him. Thought they might have phone sex, or
something. But it was Connor who answered the phone. He said Grady was asleep, even
checked with Grady lying beside him but Grady grunted no.”

“Wow,” Eddie said, deep in the drama. “So the cat was out of the bag big time.”
“Yeah,” Brian said. “Next day Mario called Grady, who could never lie to him, and the whole
story came out. Well, of course, Mario was totally shattered ... and furious — you know that

Latin temper ltalians have.”

“So what did he do?” Brandon asked.
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“He was so dazed he kinda went on automatic, doing chores as usual. He took one of their
cars in for servicing to the mechanic we always use — Rick his name is, real hot, black hair,
handsome face, a bit like Mario.

“I think Rick’s always had the hots for Mario and this time on the spur of the moment Mario took
him into the back room of the garage and fucked him. He told us the revenge felt so good he’s
seen Rick several times since. And then,” ... Brian teared up ... “Mario said Rick’s a better fuck
than Grady, but | don’t think he meant it.”

Tears started to flow again and Mike said, “You can stop if you want to, Brian. It upsets you, of
course, we understand that. But can you just tell us how things stand now?”

“‘Well, when Grady got back from his trip with Connor, we heard Grady and Mario having a
flaming row where Mario boasted about fucking Rick ... ‘what’s good for the goose is good for
the gander,” he yelled ... and stormed out of the house. Grady shouted, ‘and don’t come back!’,
and they haven’t spoken since. Mario’s gone to stay with his old pal Jamie, and Grady told us
he’s gonna sell the house. And | don’t know what’s gonna happen to Danny and me.”

“Well you don’t have to worry about that last part, Brian,” Pete said. “Whatever happens there
will always be jobs for you at the tribe’s house and plenty of places you can stay.”

Even Hassan, who never did ‘warm and fuzzy’ offered his support. “You can always stay with
Eddie and me and help Tommy at Steve’s house ... but that’s getting ahead of ourselves.
Maybe it won’t turn out so bad after all.”

That last bleak utterance of hope left them all gloomily sipping their wine with blank stares.

Mike jumped up and said, “Thing to do now is take it one step at a time. | gotta go and make
my reappearance at the bar, ‘cos my bar-tender is coping with the beer bust all on his own.

And | suggest you all come with me. | know Brandon and me will get a big reception — the hero
and the guy he brought back from the dead — and with you guys there too there won’t be a limp
dick in the place.

“Now I'm not suggesting that we sweep this news under the carpet, but my advice is that we
take a deep breath, try to relax and have fun at the bar. You'll all spend the night here and then
go back to L.A. tomorrow to give whatever help you can.

“Sounds like a plan,” Jason said, and the other men agreed. The boys, of course, circled the
wagons around Brian and he realized that, unlike his former lonely life out here in the desert
trailer park, he now had a family of loving friends he could turn to. And that would never
change, no matter what setbacks life brought.
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And so they got dressed for the bar in various leather-Levi outfits, and when they all walked into
the bar a great cheer went up for Mike and Brandon, who were the center of attention for the
first half hour. Then the focus turned to the leatherman Pete, the muscled soldier Hassan, and
the shirtless fireman Jason, all looking as if they had stepped straight out of a porn video.

The boys were already well-known in the bar so it was a pretty raucous crowd, and for a couple
of hours the drama playing out at home was pushed to the back burner, as Mike had hoped,
although the boys were still overly attentive to Brian. The men too were sensitive to the boys’
concerns and Jason, who felt responsible for Brian having brought him here, eventually said to
the other men, “Time to call it quits, | think, guys.”

They had dinner at Mike’s house, joined by Mike himself after the beer bust was over, and went
to bed early, with some of the couples sleeping in the garden as it was a warm desert night.
There was, of course, some love-making but everyone’s thoughts were still a hundred miles
away on the Grady House.

In the morning they made an early start back. There were effusive hugs between Mike and his
rescuer Brandon, and his nephew Brian. Mike had a quiet word with the men, wishing them
luck when they got back and urging them to keep him posted on events. Then the convoy set
off — Pete driving Brandon and Brian, with the bikes stowed in the back; Hassan in his jeep with
Eddie; and Jason in his SUV with his gypsy boy Ben.

Conversation was muted in all three vehicles as everyone was apprehensive about what they
would find when they got home.
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In the Grady House, meanwhile, after Brian left it had been a quiet, cheerless night with just a
gloomy Grady and his houseboy Danny. It was tough on Danny, trying to maintain a normal
domestic routine in such abnormal circumstances. The absence of Mario left a huge hole in the
middle of the house, which had always been defined by the love and laughter of the two lovers.
Danny cooked dinner for them both but the brooding Grady ate little. Danny, very ill at ease,
spoke seldom, just letting Grady vent.

“I just don’t get it — Rick, the mechanic! | always knew he was hot for Mario, but me and Mario
joked about it. | never thought in a million years that Mario would betray me by actually ...” he
spat the words with disgust ... “actually fucking him. You've seen Rick, Danny ... do you think
he’s hot?”

Danny shrugged non-committally. “Yeah, | guess ...”

“Do you think he’s hotter than me? | mean, hot enough for Mario to choose him over me? Do
you think he’s in love with Rick? What did he tell you?”
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“Sir | ... 1 didn’t speak much to Mario before he left to stay with Jamie and Mark, so | couldn’t
possibly know if ...”

Grady slammed his fist on the table. “Fuck ... fuck ... stupid asshole, banging Rick ... makes
me so fucking mad. | don’t wanna see him again ... ever. He can just clear out and ...” Grady
was getting crazed and it scared Danny. “I'm not going to work tomorrow ... I'll call in sick.”

But sir,” Danny said in alarm, “you can’t, the whole production depends on you.”

“Yeah? Well they can go fuck themselves too, the whole lot of them.” Then more calmly, “It's
only one small scene anyway, they can shoot around me. | want you to sleep with me tonight,
Danny. I'll show the mother-fucker | don’t need him. I’'m a fucking movie star. | got a whole
bunch of guys wanna share my bed.”

Danny had slept with Grady and Mario before but it was always light-hearted love-making, lots
of fun. This was more like an order. Grady didn’t really want him — just a hot body to take
Mario’s place.

And that was made real clear in the morning. It had been a restless night ... Grady tossing and
turning, reaching out to Danny, then pulling away because it wasn’t Mario. And it was fairly late
the next morning and Danny was still asleep when he was woken by Grady shaking him. “Hey,
kid, | got a massive hard-on and you gotta take care of it. Get on your back.”

Danny knew that every morning when Grady woke he made love to Mario and Mario fucked
him. It was their morning ritual. But this time Grady would get his rocks off with Danny. Still
only half awake Danny turned on his back and felt his legs being pushed back as he looked up
at Grady looming over him. He was frightened by the look in Grady’s eyes. He had never seen
him like this, this angry — crazy angry — and he screamed as he felt Grady’s dick slam inside his
ass in a painful dry fuck.”

“No, sir, please | can’t ...”

“No! You saying no to me? You forgotten who | am?” He sneered, “But you wouldn’t say no to
Rick, your new lover, that asshole.” In a panic Danny realized Grady was talking to Mario,
taking his revenge. “When | get a morning hard-on it's your job to get me off, you son-of-a-
bitch. So here goes, traitor.”

The fuck was fast and brutal. As the naked Grady pounded his ass Danny was in a daze of
panic and pain ... and, unbelievably, lust. In his delirium he flashed on the scene in the movie
where Tarzan forced himself on the servant girl, the scene Grady had rehearsed with Brian in
this very bed. Now Danny was the servant boy getting force-fucked by Tarzan, this stunningly
gorgeous man, eyes blazing down at him, muscles rippling in his magnificent body, his long
hard rod driving in his ass like a piston.
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Danny gritted his teeth and took deep breaths though his nose, staring up at the wild, beautiful
eyes, as Grady leaned forward and pinned his wrists to the bed. He was forced to endure the
ramrod drilling his ass and listen to the rage-filled voice.

“Is this how you fuck that grease-monkey, eh, your new lover? You hold him down like this and
pound his ass? Is he hotter than me? Is he so hot you tell him you love him? So hot he
makes you cum in his ass. Does he squeeze his ass round your dick and tell you he loves you?
Do you feel the jizz racing up your dick? Do you watch his muscles flex, watch him shoot his
load all over his gorgeous body ... does that make you bust your load like this ... aaagh, fuck
you ... fuck you, man ... aaagh!”

Danny felt Grady’s cock explode in his ass and, despite the pain and fear, his own cock blasted
semen over his writhing body. Grady was completely demented as he stared wildly down at
him ... he was in another world, a world of pain, grief and resentment. He pulled out sharply,
making Danny scream again, and yelled, “Now get out ... get out and don’t come back. Who
needs you? Plenty more where you came from!”

Danny stumbled blindly from the room with only one thought — he had to get away. Naked, he
stumbled downstairs, across the garden, opened the gate .... and fell into Bob’s arms.
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As Bob held him tight Danny sobbed, “I gotta get away, sir. Take me away, please.”

“Sshh, sshh,” Bob said soothingly, stroking the boy’s head. When Danny stopped shivering
Bob held him at arm’s length and smiled, “Now what’s this all about, Danny? Tell me what’s
happened.”

Danny pursed his lips and looked fearfully over his shoulder. Bob frowned, “Now | know all
about your vow of confidentiality here but this time you have to tell me everything, Danny. This
is me, Bob,” he said gently. “You know you can trust me.”

The garbled account came stumbling out. “Grady told me to sleep with him, sir — kinda like
taking Mario’s place. But it wasn’t the Grady we know ... he looked real wild. And when we
woke up just now he fucked me, but he was kinda crazed, like he was yelling at Mario,
punishing him, and he hurt me, then yelled at me to get out and not come back. | don’t even
think he knew it was me, sir.”

Just then Pete’s truck pulled up, back from the desert. Brian opened the door, put out his
wheelchair and lowered himself into it. Pete and Brandon made moves to get out too but Bob
said, “It's OK, guys, I'll take care of him. There’s all kinds of shit going down here. It’s lucky |
came up here to talk business with Grady just as Danny was leaving. Better | handle it, but I'll
make sure no harm comes to Brian.”

5049



Reassured by Bob’s calm, authoritative tone Pete nodded. Brandon gave Brian a thumbs up
through the window and they drove off. It was clear that both Brian and Danny were highly
nervous and Brian blurted out, “I just came back to get my truck, sir. Brandon said | can stay
with him and Pete. Don’t make me go inside, sir, please.”

Bob smiled, “Listen, boys, I'm in charge now and nothing bad is gonna happen to you, that’s a
promise — and | don’t break my promises. | think you should both go to the kitchen and make a
nice hot breakfast for yourselves. Nothing like sharing your troubles with a real close buddy, so
talk it out between you, and wait ‘il | come back. I'm going to have a chat with Grady.”

Danny bent down and hugged Brain and they went off to the kitchen. Bob sighed deeply and
headed into the house and upstairs. When he opened the door to the master bedroom he saw
Grady lying naked on the bed in a fetal position. Bob pulled up a chair beside the bed, sat
down and said sternly, “Look at me Grady.”

Like he had just woken from a nightmare Grady jerked his head up, startled, and stared blankly
at Bob. He opened his mouth to speak but Bob took the initiative. “Grady, I'm not here to get
involved with your feelings for Mario. That'’s for you to work out. I'm not here as a friend. I'm

here, first, as Randy’s lover and second as your business manager. Are you listening to me?”

The cold anger in Bob’s eyes was even more frightening than Randy’s blazing fury and made
Grady pull himself together and say meekly, “Yes, sir, I'm listening.”

“Good. First, and most important, there are two boys downstairs who are frightened out of their
wits, boys who idolized you and devoted themselves to taking care of you. One of them you as
good as raped, the other one, the boy in the wheelchair, thinks his world has been shattered.
He’s in danger of regressing to the scared, depressed young kid he was before he met you.

“l said | was here as Randy’s lover because | know how he thinks and feels, especially about
men who mistreat boys. If Randy were here now instead of me he’d be thrashing the shit out of
you. [I'll give you the benefit of the doubt and assume you did not intentionally hurt the boys, so
when we’re finished here you will come down to the kitchen with me, get on your knees and beg
their forgiveness.

“Now, as your business manager I’'m wondering why you’re not at work at the studio right now.”

“I called in sick,” Grady said sullenly, “and I'll do the same tomorrow. They can all go fuck
themselves.”

Controlling his anger Bob said coldly, “You mean all the crew, the cast, the hundreds of workers

whose paycheck depends on that movie, people you called your friends? They’re the ones who
can all go fuck themselves?”
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“I'm in no shape to work, after the sucker punch that prick gave me when he betrayed me ...”
he was shouting now ... “having sex with a fucking grease monkey!”

“Be quiet!” Bob snapped. ‘I told you I'm not involved in your love life, or lack of it, but as your
business manager it's my duty to protect your financial security. And that means your job. OK,
today | suggest you spend the day pulling yourself together and making amends to those two
great kids down there. And early tomorrow morning you will be in the gym at our house for
your daily workout with Randy — and whatever else you two do down there.”

“I'm not gonna workout again. No point. | did it mostly to look good for Mario but now the
asshole’s got a new lover | ...”

“You might want to reconsider that, Grady. Like | said, | know Randy and all his moods and if
you don’t show up he’ll come up here and give you the kind of workout you don’t want. Trust
me, | know. It won’t be pretty — and neither will you. So you will get your ass down to the gym,
then you’ll go to work and earn the money to pay for this lifestyle and this house.”

“I'm selling the house,” Grady said defiantly. “| want my old life back, that little house in Laurel
Canyon where no one depended on me and | had no damn lover who’d stab me in the back.”

“Fine,” Bob barked, losing his patience. “I'll put the house on the market right away. As for
tomorrow morning, I'll leave that one to Randy. Right now you’re coming with me to convince
those boys they have no reason to feel as scared and desperate as they do. Put your shorts
on.” When Bob laid down the law men obeyed. He was such a commanding alpha male, and
Grady had always loved and respected him so completely that he now meekly followed orders.

A few minutes later Bob knocked on the kitchen door and went in, followed by Grady in just his
shorts. The sight of the boys shocked him. They were sitting at the kitchen table eating
breakfast and when they saw Grady they recoiled, with fear in their eyes. Grady could never
have believed these two wonderful, loyal kids, his good buddies, could shrink from him in terror.

“No,” he said, a sob in his voice. “Please don’t be scared of me guys.” He walked forward and
fell on his knees before them as they remained seated, and stared at them pleadingly. “Guys,
I've been a total asshole to you and you’ve always been so good to me. | gotlost ... | mean, so
much has happened ... and | took it out on you. Especially you Danny this morning in bed. But
| never meant all those things ... never meant to hurt you.”

His eyes brimmed with tears. “l love you guys, you know that. Please, can you forgive a total
dickhead for losing his mind? Please don’t leave me. Can we spend the rest of the day
together and make up and maybe laugh a little like we always did?”

The tears were flowing now and he buried his face in Brian’s lap. Danny raised his hand,

hesitated and looked at Bob. Bob smiled and nodded and Danny stroked Grady’s tousled hair.
“It's OK, sir, we'll stay with you.” He looked questioningly at Brian who nodded eagerly. “Goes
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for me too, sir. Would you, er, like some breakfast? There’s plenty here and you haven’t eaten
in a while. We’ve been keeping track.”

Grady looked up at their gentle faces and then at Bob. “l don’t deserve them, Bob.”

Bob smiled and shrugged. “Whether you do or not, Grady, you've got them, and you're a lucky
man. Enjoy your breakfast, guys.” On that he left quietly. Outside the door he heaved a big
sigh, smiled and murmured to himself, “It's up to you now, Randy.”

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

While Danny had been spending his fitful, nervous night with Grady, Mario’s own desperation
was finding solace in Jamie and Mark. Jamie was Mario’s first friend when they met at the hotel
he worked at, a friendship that blossomed as time went on. So it was natural that he would take
refuge with the blond surfer and his cop when his world fell apart and he left the Grady House.

At first Mark and Jamie had let him simply vent. “All this time when he travelled with Connor as
his personal assistant they were sleeping together! Disgustoso! Incredibile! While | was at
home making the house and garden perfect for him he was shacking up with this guy. | was so
freaked out when | discovered the truth my only thought was la vendetta — revenge. That’s why
| had sex with Rick ... and went back for more.”

He sobbed as he fell into Mark’s arms. “I can never forgive Grady. He obviously doesn’t love
me anymore. And | can’t love him. | can’t go back to that house, can’t stay in this country. Il
go back to Italy to my family, to people | can trust.”

Mario was falling apart, in desperate need of comfort and love. He held on tight to Mark, felt his
warmth and strength and, like a man clutching a lifebelt said, in his delirium. “Don’tletgo ...
please don’t let go, Mark. Hold me, love me, make love to me.” He looked desperately at
Jamie. “Is it OK, amico? Will you let us?”

Jamie smiled at Mark, then at Mario’s tear-stained face. “Buddy, it's exactly what | need when
I’'m in trouble. Nothing like a gorgeous cop to hold onto.”

Mario needed desperately to be touched, held, loved. His pride and self-esteem had taken a
beating. The love he thought was eternal had been wrenched from him and he needed
reassurance that he was still loved ... by someone. Frantically he stripped naked and fell on the
bed looking up at Mark with pleading eyes.

Mark had just come home from work, still in his police uniform, and he now smiled down at
Mario, unbuttoned his shirt and took it off, then pulled his T-shirt off over his head. “I know just
what you need, Mario.” He unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock and lubed it up from the
lube jar that was always by the bed. He knelt between Mario’s legs and pushed them back.
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“Mario, whatever else happens in your life you know you will always be loved by Jamie and me.
We'll do whatever it takes to protect and comfort you. Are you sure you want this?”

“Yes please, sir, if ... if Jamie’s OK with ....”

“Mario,” Jamie said softly, “it’s just what you need. | should know. And I'll be right here with
you too.”

He smiled and nodded at Mark who eased forward, pressed his cock between the cheeks of the
Italian’s ass, and pushed it in ever so gently. Mario made whimpering sounds like a lost puppy
and pressed his fingers into the slabs of Mark’s chest, needing the touch of warm human flesh.
He gazed up into the gentle blue-gray eyes of the handsome blond cop and let himself float on
an enveloping cloud that carried him away from his pain and despair.

His mind shut out everything else except for the eyes smiling down at him and the exquisite
sensation of the big cock making love to his ass. And just when sadness pushed its tendrils in
and threatened to taint his euphoria, Jamie knelt beside the bed, leaned forward and kissed
him. Mario ran his fingers through Jamie’s tangled blond hair and rested his other hand on
Mark’s thigh, feeling his hard muscles ripple under the black surge of his uniform.

He was safe, he was loved ... and, as proof, the cop’s rod was moving rhythmically inside him,
caressing him. His mind flashed on making love to Grady but he instantly banished the image
and the sharp stab of pain it caused. Aware of the jolt Jamie pulled off his mouth and said,
“Sshh ... relax and feel the joy. We love you, amico, and | know just how good my master’s
cock feels in your ass. Do you want to feel his juice inside you?”

Mario glanced at Jamie, then stared up at the Greek God face smiling down at him and spoke
asifinadream. A Si € Il o voglio mol.tPlease,sirPer f avor e,

Mark ran a hand over the square cut features and said, “Such a beautiful man. It's a pleasure
to cum inside you, Mario. | love you, man ... aaahh ...” He sighed and flooded Mario’s ass with
his semen, a healing balm that soothed his body and drove the anguish from his tortured mind.

Mario heard laughter above him and saw his friend, the tanned blond surfer, stroking his cock.
“Cum for us, Mario,” Jamie laughed. “Show us there’s still hot Italian blood pulsing through your
veins. Show us you love us too. I’'m gonna shoot, amico. Here it comes ... | love you, man ...
| love you ...”

Jamie sprayed semen all over the beautiful naked Italian, joined by Mario’s juice as his own

cock erupted all over him. He held his arms up pleadingly and Mark and his boy fell into them
and held tight to their troubled friend.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkk
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The next day had a strange feeling of unreality to it as the dust settled and both Grady and
Mario found some solace in nurturing friends. At the Grady House, after Bob had forced Grady
to make his peace with Danny and Brian, the boys turned with relief to doing what they enjoyed
doing most — taking care of Grady.

They felt it was not their place to judge him — they would leave that to others. Judgement was
replace by love and loyalty as they watched and cared for Grady, who moved around the house
in a daze, his mood a toxic mix of anger, resentment, melancholy and a deep sense of loss.

Down at the tribe’s compound Mario’s mind was similarly filled with the same confused
emotions. He had spent the night sleeping in Jamie’s arms as Mark had gone to confer with
Randy and Bob and had spent the night with them. In the morning Mario tried to drown his
sorrows in work. “I’'m going to do some gardening, Jamie,” he said. “There was so much
landscaping to do up at ... at that house ... that | have neglected Bob and Randy’s garden.”

Jamie put in a few hours work in the office and his heart broke as, from the office window, he
watched the solitary Mario hacking at the ground, wrenching up weeds, taking out all his anger
at Grady on the innocent soil of the garden.

That night both ex-lovers slept alone in their separate houses. Mario told Jamie he wanted to
be alone to think things out, and Jamie respected his wishes, though he slept right next door,
ready to offer support if needed. Grady did the same, spending the night in his big lonely bed,
with the boys sleeping together next door, on the alert for any signs they might be needed.

An ominous silence settled over both houses, a knife-edge apprehension of what came next.

*k*k *k*% *kk*k *kkkk

That silence was shattered for Grady early next morning by the insistent ringing of his bedside
phone. He woke in a daze. Drained of energy he had not even thought of going to work. His
mind was so exhausted, he was so lethargic that he couldn’t possibly concentrate on work.
Fuck the movie. Fuck them all.

He looked blearily at the clock. 6am! He picked up the phone and was blasted by Randy’s
gravelly voice. “Where the fuck are you? You know | always insist you get here on time.”

“l, er, 'm not coming. | can'’t ... too tired. I’'m not going to work anyway, so | don’'t need it. I'm
gonna stop working out altogether so | won’t need a trainer anymore.”

“Are you fucking firing me?” The noise was so loud Grady jerked his ear from the phone. “Now
listen up, dickhead. | signed on to keep you in top physical shape for this damn movie, and |
intend to do that. Fuck feeling ‘tired.” | never took you for a wimp, asshole. Now, you get your
fucking ass down here. If you're not here in twenty minutes I'll come up there and give you the
kind of workout where you’ll never work in front of a camera again. Nobody’ll want you!”
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The phone went dead. Grady was suddenly wide awake. It was not only that Randy had

scared him — he had a talent for scaring guys. It was the hard-on he gave him! Whatever else
Grady was, or had become, one thing was constant. He loved to get fucked in the ass. And no
one — no one —fucked like Randy. It was why Grady worked so hard in their grueling workouts
— so Randy would reward him by shoving his monster dick up his ass, as he did most mornings.

In automatic obedience he stumbled out of bed, pulled on his shorts and sneakers and ran
downstairs to his car. As he started it up Danny and Brian came out to see what was up.
“Gotta go, kids,” he shouted from the car. “Randy ... workout ...” He roared away and the
boys smiled at each other. It was the first sign of real life they had seen in Grady for days.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

Randy had spent a lot of time the previous day talking to Bob and Mark about the situation
roiling the tribe. Actually Bob and Mark had done most of the talking. Randy just listened,
wrapped in his own world, his own standards of right and wrong. Randy didn’t deal in the
niceties of speculation and what-ifs. His innate masculinity made him strong and direct. He
always knew what he had to do. Didn’t stop to think about it ... just did it.

And now, in the gym, he got things ready for a special workout. He knew Grady would come —
he was used to men obeying him. And when he heard footsteps on the stairs down to the gym
and Grady burst in breathlessly, Randy made no reference to anything other than the job at
hand. Simple and direct.

“OK, we got a late start so only a short warmup on the treadmill. Grady stepped on the moving
belt and walked slowly, attempting the near-impossible task of slowly shaking off his lethargy.
But Randy was having none of that. “Shit, man, is that all you got?” He reached over and
adjusted the setting to a much higher speed, forcing Grady to run ... fast. Then Randy jumped
on the other treadmill beside him, set it to the same speed and ran alongside him.

Grady thought his legs would cave in, but he looked at Randy running strongly beside him,
staring straight ahead, his stubbled jaw set in determination. He looked magnificent as always,
wearing only gym shorts and sneakers, his muscles rippling as he ran, his long black hair
swirling across his face, a light sheen of sweat already shining on the slabs of his pecs.

Grady was seized with a desire to please this man. So he ran step for step in sync with him,
elated by his closeness, by the virile brotherhood of men testing their physical limits.

And so it went on for the whole, hour-long workout. Making up for lost time Randy reduced the
rest periods between sets and moved Grady from one exercise to the next with military
precision. There was scarcely time to breathe, certainly no time to think about anything other
than keeping pace with Randy, obeying his orders, pleasing him.
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Randy had never pushed the actor’s body so hard, barking the count for each exercise, more
reps than ever before, more intense than ever before. Grady lost all sense of time or place,
grinding through a macho world of sweat, grunts and muscle wrenching pain. He howled
obscenities and hopeless protests... “Fuck you, man ... no more ... | can’t ... bastard ... I'm
finished, man ...”

But he was not finished ... Randy wouldn’t let him finish until he had driven him to muscular and
mental exhaustion. At last he pushed Grady in front of the mirror and said, “That’s it, man, look
at that fucking jock, pumped to the max. Best you’ve ever looked ... hottest fucking Tarzan
ever to hit the screen.

Suddenly Randy yanked down Grady’s shorts and dropped his own. He picked Grady up bodily
and sat him down on a waist-high bench, his legs hangin over the end of it. He pressed his
hand on Grady chest and shoved him onto his back. Grady stared up at the wild gypsy and
knew what was coming ... what he had longed for.

“You done good today, man,” Randy said, spitting on his palm and rubbing it over his long, thick
cock, hard as a steel rod. “You deserve this.” Standing at the end of the bench he grabbed
Grady’s legs and pushed them up high so his ass was level with Randy’s cock ... waiting for it.
This is what you’ve wanted all along, right?”

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir.” The handsome jock, movie heartthrob to thousands, now buck naked,
was totally in thrall to this swarthy muscle-god with the wild black hair and hypnotic blue eyes.

“OK, here it comes, stud.” With no hesitation, no foreplay, Randy rammed his massive pole
deep inside Grady whose screams bounced off the gym walls. “No, man, | can’t ... it's too ...”

“Fuck you, man,” Randy’s eyes flashed. “No one says no to me, least of all a pretty boy like
you who’s been craving my dick since he walked in. You earned this, asshole, and you'’re
gonna get it.”

The fuck was ferocious — Randy at his most savage. He knew it's what Grady wanted, what he
needed ... the only way to blast him out of his self-pitying lethargy and jump-start his life. And
he knew the man could take it. As always Randy had an instinct for a man’s limits and took him
right up to them, and then for an instant just a bit beyond.

He was right. As the initial stab of pain wore off and Grady gazed up into the electric blue eyes
he fell once again under the spell of the savage gypsy. Randy hooked Grady’s legs over his
shoulders, leaned forward and pressed his hands against Grady’s biceps, effectively pinning
him to the bench, his captive. “You’re mine now, stud, helpless, and | can do what | damn well
want to you ... and your ass.”

Grady surrendered totally to the rugged construction boss and to the pile-driver pounding his
ass. His body was alive, burning hot, his mind conscious only of the man dominating him. He
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wanted it so bad ... wanted more ... “Yeah, more ... gimme more ... fuck me, sir, pound that
ass. Shit, it feels so good ... it's making me ... I'm gonna ... fuck, fuck | can’t stop. I’'m gonna
cum ... aaagh.”

He shot a massive load over the gym-pumped muscles of his chest and abs and braced himself
to feel Randy’s cum filling his ass. But that didn’t happen. Randy kept fucking, keeping up the
insistent rhythm of his shaft as it pistoned deep inside him.

“No! | just shot my load, man ... it hurts now. Finish me off. | can’t take any more ... I'm
begging you ... cum in my ass!”

“Fuck you, stud. No man tells me when to cum. | tell you ... and I'm telling you now. Il fill your
ass with jizz when | see you bust another load.”

Grady’s face crumpled in pain. “No, sir. | can’t... not again ... I'm drained, finished.”

“I'll tell you when you're finished, boy. Look at me. Look in my eyes ... look at me ... look at

me.” The deep voice seemed to come from far away ... mesmerizing ... and the pale blue eyes
hypnotic. He heard himself say, “Yes, sir ... fuck me, sir.”

A slight smile crossed the dark, square-cut features and the voice said. “You’re mine now,
Grady, and you’re gonna do what | say. I'm gonna take your ass, harder than ever before and
when you cum again I'm gonna bust my wad in you. It's what you want, right? Tell me, man.
Tell me you want it, tell me you’ll cum for me.”

The pace quickened, the force increased until the gypsy was jackhammering the jock’s ass
harder than ever before. Grady was reaching his ultimate pain threshold and Randy knew it.
He stared into his eyes, pounded him savagely and, for an instant, took him beyond his physical
and mental limit.

“‘No!” Grady screamed. “Please, sir, | give up ... | submit ... aaagh ... aaagh!” His body
shook, his muscles flexed, his tortured face thrashed from side to side ... and his cock exploded
again, seconds before Randy’s huge dick emptied its load deep inside his ass.

The muscular young jock, the new Tarzan, was now a shuddering wreck, his body jerking in
spasms, arms hanging limply over the sides of the bench, eyes staring dazedly at the savage
gypsy who had just demolished him.

Randy yanked his cock out and towered over him. “That’s what you needed, stud, and I'm the
only man who could give it to you. Now get up.”

“No, Randy ... 'm done.” Now that the adrenaline drained from him, all the misery and

frustration over Mario flooded back and his despair returned. “l gotta go home ... can’t work ...
fuck the movie.”
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“| said get up!” Randy grabbed his wrist, yanked him to his feet, then twisted his arm behind
him in a half-nelson and forced him to look at himself in the mirror. He hissed in his ear from
behind him, “Look at that fucking loser, man. You can’t work eh? Not like all the other working
stiffs who drag themselves to work each day, like all the guys down there at your studio ready to
work, just waiting for ‘the star’ to appear, the man who all their jobs depend on.

“What about all our own boys, getting up ready and eager to work, some of them catering to
your needs? They work damn hard, like my construction crew and millions like them. All
except you, the big stud movie star.” He sneered. “No, he’s gonna crawl back to bed ‘cos he’s
depressed ‘cos he’s had a fight with his boyfriend. Well la-di-fucking-da. Shit, if Bob and me
missed work every time we had a fight we’d be dirt poor by now.”

He released Grady, shivering with fear and shame, and threw his shorts at him. Now put these
on, and your shoes, and this.” He tossed him one of his old tank tops from a pile of dirty clothes
in the corner. Grady hurried to obey him and allowed himself to be dragged upstairs and out to
Randy’s truck.

Randy threw him in the passenger’s side, slammed the door, got behind the wheel and the truck
peeled away with a screech of tires. It wasn’t long before they were speeding through early-
morning Burbank and approached the main gate of Warner Studios.

“Now I'll only say this once, boy. I've given you all the juice you need to pump you for a solid
day’s work. So when we get there you’re gonna walk in there as if nothing happened, and you
get in front of the cameras and act, or swing from the fucking trees or whatever the hell it is you
do in there. I'll have one of the boys pick you up this evening and you report to me. And if you
tell me you worked good I'll fuck you again. If not, I'll wash my hands of you — no more
workouts, no fucks, no more tribe.”

They pulled up at the gate, Grady turned and gazed into Randy’s eyes. A smile crossed Randy
face and he said, “Go get ‘em, Grady. Knock ‘em, dead.”

Grady squeezed Randy’s arm, then jumped out of the truck, his old vigor and charm fully
restored, and ran to the gate where he was greeted effusively by the guard and the group of
workers clustered there. Randy grinned, shook his head, and drove away muttering, “The
things | do for these guys.”

At the house he was met by an anxious Bob and Mark. “What happened?”
“Ah, nothing much. | put him through a tough workout, fucked his ass, threw him in the truck

and took him to the studio. He’s real stoked, he’ll work good today ... could be the best scenes
in the movie. Now where the fuck is breakfast? I'm starved.”
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“Coming right up, sir,” laughed the twins, appearing with trays of food. While they fussed over
him, Bob and Mark grinned at each and said in unison, “Son of a bitch.”

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkkkkk

And so the tribe had rallied to protect its own. The three masters had, each in his own unique
way, calmed the troubled waters. Bob, with his cool, steely authority had restored peace
between Grady and his boys; Randy, the rugged man of action, had whipped Grady into shape
physically and mentally; and Mark and Jamie had projected their own deep love onto Mario,
showing him that he too was loved and protected.

But while they had all combined to bring some semblance of peace to the situation the problem
at its core was still unresolved. Even though the dust of the initial eruption had settled, Grady
and Mario were still consumed with anger and resentment toward each other. Both had the firm
conviction that the twin acts of betrayal had shattered the love they once shared. It was
irretrievably lost.

In the next few days they took refuge in work. Grady was shooting the final scenes of his
movie, to be followed by the imminent prospect of more publicity trips. Mario worked on the
garden, under Jamie’s watchful and troubled gaze. But despair gnawed at both men, the ache
grew worse, and separately they came to a decision on how to handle their anger and grief.

Mario’s solution was the most drastic and he shared it only with Jamie. “I cannot stay here,
amico. Too many memories, too much hurt. | have to shake it all off, make a clean break. |
am going home to my family in Italy.” Jamie heart lurched and he started to protest but Mario
held up his hand.

“No, Jamie, my mind is made up. | don’t know how long | will stay there, maybe for good. | will
leave quietly as | don’t want to stir up any more trouble, so | am telling only you. You will tell
Mark, of course, but please don’t tell the other guys. | have already made an airline reservation
for Alitalia’s afternoon flight to Rome the day after tomorrow. | will take only the few clothes |
need, and leave my stuff here for you, amico, to use as you please.”

Jamie threw his arms round his friend, and they hugged long and hard, both of them in tears.
But Jamie knew he should not try to dissuade Mario. He could only imagine the heartache he
was feeling and knew he had to take whatever action he felt imperative, no matter how drastic.

Meanwhile, Grady was on his way up into the hills to consult with Doctor Steve. The tribe’s
therapist (and Randy’s brother) was the first member of the tribe he had met, except for Lloyd,
his gym buddy, who had referred him to his lover Steve all that time ago.

Steve, of course, knew all the details of the drama that had consumed the tribe and welcomed

the opportunity to offer whatever help he could in his professional capacity. An expert in
human nature he knew that passion had two equal but opposite faces — passionate love and
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passionate dislike. When a relationship went bad, the stronger the love had been the stronger
the resentment that resulted. The intensity was equal — and the love between Grady and Mario
had been very intense.

Steve gazed with sympathy at the tormented man sitting restlessly on the couch facing him and,
like any good therapist, listened without interruption while Grady poured out his troubles.

“No one knows what it’s like, doc, when | travel on those publicity trips — the back-to-back
interviews, smiling, turning on the charm all day, trying not to make a mistake and say the wrong
thing. Everyone wants a piece of you — the studio execs, the press, the foreign PR guys who
talk to you like they own you. They’ve all got their angle to work, but there’s no one really
looking out for me. It’s totally exhausting and sometimes reduces me to tears when | finally get
back to the hotel room.

“That’s why they let me have a personal assistant whose only job is to support me. | chose this
guy Connor from the PR department, a guy | already knew. We got along well, had the same
sense of humor. He’s real bright and did a great job, always pulling me away from the crowd
when he could see | was exhausted.

“We had separate hotel rooms but he spent a lot of time with me after the day’s work. | needed
someone to care for me, to hold me, to help me relax before the whole circus started up the
next day. It was great when he slept with me, holding me and ... well the inevitable happened
and we started having sex regularly. | guess | wasn’t thinking straight. Mario was thousands of
miles away ... this was like a whole other world, separate, nothing to do with life in L.A.

“Well one night Mario found out in the worst way. He phoned me at three in the morning, but
Connor was in bed with me and he answered. The shit hit the fan and | confessed the whole
thing. | thought he would understand.”

His voice rose in anger. “But instead, Steve, he went right out and punished me by having sex
with our garage mechanic Rick. | mean, the guy is real hot and | guess Mario fell in love with
him, or some shit like that, and saw him again and | guess he still is. Damnit, Steve, it makes
me crazy thinking of him fucking that guy. It's over, doc, | can’t see him again — ever.”

There was a long silence as Grady stopped, fighting back tears. Then Steve spoke. “Grady, |
understand your need for a personal assistant on these trips and you’'ve explained why you
chose Connor.” He fixed him with his intense blue eyes. “But why didn’t you choose Mario?”
Grady looked as if Steve had slapped him. “Mario?!”

Steve shrugged, “Sure — Mario. Seems like a natural choice to me from what you’ve just said.

You need someone who'll look out for you and protect you ... has to be someone you get along
well with, someone bright, with the same sense of humor, someone who'll hold you at the end of
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the day, give you a shoulder to cry on ... even, it seems, someone you want to share your bed
with and make love to. Like | said, there seems to be one obvious choice.”

“But ... but Steve | could never ask Mario to be my ‘personal assistant.” He would have found it
demeaning. | mean he already felt kind of overlooked, living in the shadow of me and my
damned celebrity. | couldn’t have asked him that even when we still loved each other. He'd
have been insulted.”

“Hmm, are you sure about that, Grady? I've always found that if love between two people is
strong enough, like yours used to be, you can ask each other anything.” Steve shrugged. “Well,
| guess it's a moot point now. Too late for that, especially now you've broken up. Anyway,
you've already got Connor. You're right — probably wouldn’t have worked.”

Just then there was a tap at the door and Lloyd poked his head in. “Er, sorry to interrupt, guys,
but there’s a phone call for you Steve, and | thought you should take it. Line one.”

“Thanks, buddy. Do you mind, Grady? Sounds important.” He picked up the phone ... it was
Jamie, sobbing. “Sir, | need to see you ... | don’'t know what to do. | can’t get a hold of Mark
and I'm so sad. See, Mario’s told me he’s going back to Italy ... he’s leaving us. He's going day
after tomorrow — he’s booked and everything, afternoon flight to Rome on Alitalia. He told me
not to tell anyone but | thought it would be OK to tell you, you being a private shrink and all.”

“‘Jamie ... take a deep breath and try to relax. I’'m with a patient right now, but come up here in
an hour and we’ll talk, OK?”

He put the phone down and sighed. He looked at Grady and came to a decision to break his
vow of confidentiality. “Well, Grady, that’s it, | guess this whole session is moot now. Problem
solved. Seems Mario is leaving town, going back to Italy.”

“What?! Are you sure?”

“Oh yeah, it's not just talk, it's definite. He’s already got his reservation — Alitalia to Rome, day
after tomorrow.”

Grady’s mind was racing. “Doc, could | use your phone? Make a couple of calls?”

“Sure help yourself, Grady. I'll leave you alone.” Steve left the office, not at all sure how this
would all play out.

kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

It was surprising, given how news spread in the tribe, that this particular secret was kept
between so few men. The day came, an afternoon where all the other men were at work. Only
Jamie and Mario were at the house, two close friends locked in a tearful farewell and promises
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from Jamie that he would go visit Mario in Italy. “Oh, sounds like my cab,” Mario smiled through
his tears. “No more stretch limos ... those days are passed.”

On the drive to the airport Mario kept his eyes mostly closed, not wanting to be reminded of
places in the city that reminded him of his former life with Grady. At the airport he lined up to
check in and looked over at the almost empty line at the First-Class check-in desk, which he
and Grady always used in the old days.

He sat in the departure lounge trying to make his mind go blank. For a moment he flashed on
those corny final airport scenes in romantic movies where at the last minute the lover comes
charging through the airport yelling, “No, wait, it was all a mistake. | love you. Don'’t leave.”

Not this time, though. And he didn’t expect it ... didn’t want it. This was the clean break he
needed. They boarded, he made his way to the back of coach class and took his seat. There
was the usual pre-departure stuff, they closed the doors and the plane pushed back from the
gate. As it taxied he let himself look through the window to get his last fleeting look at L.A.

The pilot announced they were next for take-off, the engines roared and they sped along the
runway. As they lifted off Mario felt he was leaving a whole chunk of his life behind, a life where
he had found friendship, joy, laughter and love. Yes, he had been loved. He inhaled sharply
so he wouldn’t cry, leaned his head back and closed his eyes, hoping sleep would come.

It did, of sorts, though the dreams of half-sleep kept haunting him. He had finally dozed off
when he felt a nudge at his elbow. He opened his eyes to see the Italian flight attendant
smiling down at him. “Scusi, signore, but could | please see your ticket?”

Confused he fumbled for the ticket and gave it to her. She looked at it and smiled again.
“Bene, | have the right passenger. Would you kindly follow me, signore? You have been
upgraded to first class.”

He struggled to his feet in a daze, thinking there must be some mistake. He grabbed his
backpack and followed the flight attendant up the whole length of the plane and through the

curtain into the opulent hush of the first class cabin.

She stopped, looked back with a smile and pointed to the front row. “Here you are, signore.
This is your new seat.”

Mario looked down ... and saw Grady staring nervously up at him, with an empty seat beside
him.

5062



Chapter 340 - T i Amo, Ami co”

It was a bitter separation of the once devoted lovers i Grady the heart-throb movie Tarzan and
his handsome Italian lover Mario. Mario departs for his home in Italy i only to find Grady on the
plane. The long flight is tense, their anger still hot, even though they secretly jerk off thinking of
each other. After the ensuing clamor of celebrity in Rome, then the serenity of a Tuscan farm,
the time comes for their final goodbye.

For a moment Mario’s mind went blank ... he must be hallucinating. He had suddenly been
upgraded to First Class and now here was Grady staring up at him, the man he was fleeing
from. He panicked and said to the flight attendant, “No ... no ... | must go back to my old seat.”

“Really, signore?” she said in surprise, then smiled, “Free drinks up here, sir.”
“No, assolutamente no! | cannot stay here.”
“Great food too,” Grady said, managing a nervous smile. “More legroom.”

“Much more legroom, signore,” the attendant said. “These are lie-flat seats so you will sleep
well. It's a 12-hour flight, sir, overnight.”

That last argument was persuasive as Mario looked back through the curtain at the crowded
coach cabin. He had been dreading twelve hours sitting in that cramped middle seat, and the
prospect of lying in a bed, asleep ... He hesitated.

Then, clenching his jaw, he sat in the spacious seat next to Grady. But he didn’t look at him,
and instead looked up at the flight attendant as if it were she alone who had arranged the
upgrade. “Grazie signora. I'm sorry if | sounded ungrateful just then ... | was taken by surprise
... confused.”

She smiled, “Naturalmente, signore € capito. Er, would you gentlemen care for champagne?”
His mind still reeling Mario illogically flashed on something Adam had once told them. After all
his years of experience working on flights from Sydney Adam said that flight attendants were
good at picking up vibes from passengers, sensing their needs ... and their stories. Did this

champagne offer mean she had guessed that ...?”

His scrambled thoughts were interrupted by Grady’s voice. “Thank you, ma’am, that would be
great.”
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Mario was jolted back to the unreal reality that Grady was sitting beside him. But he still didn’t
look at him. Instead he leaned his head back, closed his eyes and asked, “What am | doing
here? And more importantly, what are you doing here?”

“It's not what you think, Mario,” Grady said in a rush. “I'm not trying to get back with you — |
know you don’t want that and” (less forcefully) “neither do |I. Well not in that way, anyway.”

The champagne arrived. “Grady grabbed his glass and drank it in one gulp and the attendant
re-filled it. Thus fortified Grady continued, the words pouring out as if he were afraid he would
forget his lines. “Whaty o u @oing here is going home to your folks. What | 6dwning is going
to another of those quick publicity appearances — in Rome this time.” He frowned, grasping for
the next sentence. It struck Mario that Grady was very nervous.

“See, | was talking to Steve — about us — and he wondered why, when | go to all these events
that are so exhausting, | didn’t take you as my assistant ... no, not assistant, that’s the wrong
word ...”

“What word would you use, Grady?”
“Um ... friend, that’s it ... friend.”
“Instead of Connor,” Mario said coldly.

Grady blushed sheepishly. “Er, Connor’s gone back to his boyfriend. But this wouldn’t be
anything like Connor. No, | mean you and me we are ... were ... friends and ...” He felt he was
entering a minefield and let that thought drop. “Anyway, | heard from Jamie — via Steve — that
you were leaving for Rome and | knew a PR trip to Rome was on my schedule in a week or so.
So | called the studio and asked if | could bring it forward to today.”

Mario looked at him for the first time and saw the muted panic in his eyes. “See, the studio
does everything they can to please me these days ‘cos they’re nervous after | took a day off. |
called in sick because | was feeling ...” Another minefield. “Anyway, they fixed it up for me to
travel on this flight and | told them | was bringing a friend as my assis ... as my friend ... who
speaks Italian, so they bought two first-class seats.”

Mario frowned, “But why all this ... | mean ... why didn’t you ask me before ...?”

“‘Well, we weren’t speaking ... And, anyway, if | told you in advance | knew you wouldn’t come.
The only way was to wait until we were both on the plane and in the air when there would be no
escape. Then | had that lady go back and get you and ...” another nervous smile ... “and here

we are.”

“Stuck with each other for the next twelve hours.”
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“Unless you have a parachute,” Grady grinned, less nervous now.

Mario looked at him and saw that old playful sparkle in his eyes that he had always loved. His
heart melted a little ... until he caught himself. No, that mustn’'t happen. This shouldn’t be
happening. He was going home, to his family, leaving Grady and all his anger and sadness.
And here they were, side by side, for the next twelve hours. He was furious with Grady for
tricking him ... and yet ... no, don’t go there, he told himself.

“Apperitivo, signori?” The flight attendant was there with trays of hors d’oeuvres, silverware
and crystal glasses. Meal service had begun. They both picked up their champagne glasses
to let her set the table and Mario took a long drink. As he was lowering his glass Grady clinked
his against it with an impish grin.

Mario looked at him sternly. “Fuck you, man.”

The flight attendant’s smile widened. Yeah, Adam had been right. She understood everything.
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Grady and Mario were given dinner menus and they made their choices. The meal was a long
drawn-out affair with appetizers, several courses, coffee, brandy — the works. Fortunately the
service was very attentive so they didn’t have many stretches of time where they had to make
conversation.

Grady spoke most, talking about similar publicity trips he had already done, what was involved,
how dense the schedule was. Over dessert he pulled out the schedule for this trip and showed
it to Mario. “See, we land tomorrow about 1pm. We'll be met by Warner Studios Rome office
PR people and taken to the hotel. We have an hour or so to freshen up, then there’s a photo
signing for ninety minutes at the, er, Galleria something or other.”

“Galleria Porta Di Roma,” Mario said. “It's a very upscale mall.”

“Yeah, whatever. Well then we go back to our hotel, change, and there’s a cocktail party at the
Warners offices. After that there’s a big posh dinner for the executives and their wives. Those
dinners are the worst ‘cos the execs think they own me — which they do in a way, | guess — and
they all get drunk and ask tons of questions and | have to be careful not to make a mistake.
“That’s where my assistant — er, my friend — comes in real handy. | can’t say | need to leave so
| rely on you to signal in a subtle way that I've had it and need to sleep to look good for the next

day.” He smiled. “See what | mean? All that —and don’t even think about jet-lag.”

“Grady, you keep saying ‘we’ and ‘our’ as if I've agreed to do this with you.”
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Grady looked at him pleadingly. “l really need you, man. It's so rough and | get so tired, | can’t
do it on my own. We don’t have to do anything else ... | mean be anything else ... you know,
like we used to be. | know you don’t want that. We'll have separate hotel rooms and all. But |
need you to help me, Mario. And you’ll be well-paid, of course.”

Mario bristled, “| don’t want your money, Grady.” Grady realized that was a mistake. “Grady, |
feel like I've been kidnapped and pressed into service against my will, like I have no say in the
matter.” He looked into Grady’s pleading eyes and saw that little boy look of his that always
melted his heart.

“Look, since you’re on your own | guess | have no choice. And | do speak the language, god
knows. My plan when we land was to take a train up to Tuscany and a bus to my village. But |
guess | could put that off for twenty-four hours. OK, I'll stay with you and be your dutiful
assistant for the day, but that’s it ... that’s all.”

“That’s all | want,” Grady lied. He wasn’t sure what he wanted but now that he had been with
Mario again for a few hours he couldn’t imagine leaving him again.

So there was something like an uneasy truce between them as the meal came to an end. It had
been served by the original flight attendant assisted by another, a fresh-faced young man.
After he cleared the meal he offered to help them adjust the seats into lie-flat beds for the night.

“But before | do that signore,” he sad to Grady, blushing nervously. “We are not supposed to do
this but ...” he pulled out a copy of Ciak, a popular Italian movie magazine, this one with Grady
on the cover. “Would you be kind enough to autograph this for me, sir? I'm sorry to ask, but ...”

“Sure | will,” Grady said, rewarding the man with a dazzling smile. “What’s your name?” He
wrote “With best wishes to Giorgio and thanks for the great service. From Grady i aka Tarzan.”

Giorgio thanked him profusely and took the magazine away, a prized memento. “See?” Grady
said with a shrug. “It’s started already.”
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Not much more was said before they lay down for the night. The lights of the first-class cabin
had been dimmed and, as he stretched out luxuriously in his lie-flat bed, Mario felt sorry for his
former seat mates trying to sleep in the more cramped confines of the back of the plane.

There was a low partition between their seats and it felt strange to both of them to be sleeping
so close but separated, after all the many nights they had slept in each other’s arms. But those
days were gone and they turned their backs to each other and fell asleep to the sound of the
other’s deep breathing.
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In this limbo of frozen time and space Mario was not sure how long he had slept when he
stirred, his eyes opened ... and he slowly realized why he had woken. He had a major hard-on.
He couldn’t remember if he had been dreaming, or what of, but he instinctively looked across at
Grady, who was now on his side facing him, his eyes tight shut.

Many times in the past Mario had woken at night and gazed lovingly at that handsome face as
Grady slept. He had always loved watching Grady sleeping like that with a slight smile on his
lips and the innocent expression of a young boy. Sometimes Mario had got quietly out of bed
and stood stroking his cock, staring down at his beautiful lover, then grabbing a towel at the last
minute to catch his semen as it spurted from him.

Even now his hand went instinctively to his cock that was rock hard at the sight of Grady ... but
he caught himself and pulled his hand away, turned his back to him and muttered softly, “Fuck
... fuck ...” He tossed and turned, but he could hear Grady’s heavy breathing. Sleep wouldn’t
come ... and his hard-on would not go down. There was only one solution.

Quietly, carefully, he eased himself off the bed and padded softly to the lavatory, unseen by
anyone, even the crew who were largely out of sight as the passengers slept. He closed the
door quietly and looked at himself in the mirror in T-shirt and jeans.

He was angry with himself — he had run away from Grady and his life with him, but now,
unbelievably, by some trick of Grady’s, he was trapped with him, sleeping beside him, hearing
his breathing, staring at his face, nursing a huge boner. No! He had to get him out of his mind
once and for all. He pulled his cock out and stroked it, still looking at the mirror. He needed to
cum ... spill his load and, with it, empty his mind of any last shreds of sexual feeling for Grady.

He concentrated on himself. He did not often jerk off admiring himself, as Jason did, for
example. It was fun when the gorgeous fireman did it, but that was not Mario’s thing. But he
had to admit the man in the mirror looking back at him was sexy, with his dark Mediterranean
looks. He half closed his eyes to pretend he was looking at a handsome stranger, he pounded
his cock fast ... but, stiff as it was, and hard as he tried to concentrate, he couldn’t cum. Instead
he flashed on himself with Grady lying beneath him waiting to get fucked.

“‘Damn,” he said softly. “Merda!” He searched for another masturbatory image ... Rick!
Fucking Rick had been an impulsive reaction to what he saw as Grady’s treachery, and Rick
certainly was a hot number — black, curly hair, strong Irish features, dark eyes and a fat-free
muscular body. He was the pornographic image of the garage mechanic, working shirtless,
dungarees tied round his waist, his face and torso streaked with grease.

Yeah, that would do it. Rick! Mario felt his cock stiffen even more as he imagined Rick in the
back room of the garage, bent over the hood of a car he was working on. Mario had pulled his
dungarees down from behind and plunged his cock in his ass. Rick had been hot for Mario
since they met and he responded passionately until they were rolling over the oil spattered floor
of the garage, Mario staring down at Rick’s handsome face and fucking his ass.
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Man, that was hot, hot enough to make him cum. Mario’s heart was pounding, his body was
shuddering ... and then suddenly the image changed ... to Grady, lying naked on the bed
looking impossibly beautiful, his playful face smiling up at him whispering, “Fuck me, amico ... |
love you so much ... | love you ...”

But it was Mario’s voice now mouthing the words, it was Mario making love to Grady ... and it
was Mario who blasted a stream of cum onto the mirror, then another and another. He stared at
himself realizing what he had just done. In his imagination he had made love to Grady, the man
who had betrayed him, the man he no longer loved, the man he was leaving. “Fuck,” he said
disgusted with himself. “Vaffanculo!” he snarled to the image of Grady still in his mind.

Then he panicked. Had he shouted out loud? Had any of the crew heard him? He grabbed a
handful of paper towels and tried to wipe off the seamen that was running down the mirror. He
had to calm himself, get back to his seat. At least Grady would be fast asleep.

But he was wrong there. Grady had not been asleep since before Mario had left his seat. He
too had woken with a raging hard on ... he too had stolen a glance at Mario’s face, beautiful in
repose ... he too had tossed and turned, cursing his erection, then pretending to sleep when he
heard Mario stir. The heavy breathing Mario had heard had not been deep sleep ... it was
Grady’s attempt to slow his heartbeats and banish his erection.

And then Mario had got up to go to the lavatory. Grady had to get release ... he had to cum.
So he stroked his cock under the blanket covering him, trying to do it as inconspicuously as
possible, though there was nobody around to notice in the dim lights. He recalled him and
Connor having fun on a long flight they had taken, jerking off side by side, gazing into each
other’s eyes, trying to stifle their laughter as they both shot their loads under their blankets.

He tried to conjure that image again, then the vision of Connor fucking him in the hotel room.
For a while it worked — Connor was quite the stud — but Grady couldn’t completely shake
Mario’s face from his thoughts, his naked body fucking him in their bed as they used to do
every night and morning. And it was that erotic vision that made him cum now. He stifled a
gasp, caught his juice in his hand and reached for a hapkin to avoid staining the blanket.

He now tried to erase Mario from his mind, just as Mario at that moment was trying to dismiss
Grady as he cleaned up the restroom. Grady heard the soft click of the door latch, controlled
his breathing and shut his eyes tight in feigned sleep. Mario came back, held his breath and
climbed noiselessly back into his flat bed.

Now that they had both achieved sexual release they were able to relax and were soon asleep.

But not before each of them had stolen a last look at the beautiful man beside him — though,
fortunately, not at the same time.
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In the morning when the cabin lights came up brighter and they woke, both men tried to erase
the event of last night from their minds. They told themselves it was an aberration, just a
hangover memory of the past before their mutual lust shut down forever. They sat up, breakfast
was served and they exchanged hesitant small-talk — “sleep well?”... “great breakfast”... “better
than coach, en?”

But as the time came closer to their arrival Mario sensed a change in Grady. Usually easy-
going he was tensing up, with the same kind of focus Mario used to see in him before he went
to work at the studio. Grady pulled out the schedule again and said, “Can we go over this in
more detail? See, I'll need your help every step of the way.”

“Well first of all,” Mario said, “what am | to be called? ‘Friend’ is a bit lame, and you don't like
‘personal assistant.” How about ‘personal manager’?”

Grady flashed a smile. “That’s perfect. Amico, I'm so glad you’re here with ...” He checked
himself ... must keep this professional ... and went back to the schedule. “Now you'll find the
arrival a bit dazzling at first. But the most important thing is to keep up with me. If we get
separated you'll find a door will be slammed in your face and everyone will think you're just
another fan trying to get in. Here’s my passport. You should deal with all that but it'll be a
breeze — they always just waive us through.”

An hour before they landed Grady went to the lavatory to change out of his loose casual
clothes. When he came back he was wearing the same clothes he wears in the movie when
Tarzan goes back to England as Viscount John — tight brown goatskin leather pants with a loose
white linen dress shirt tucked into the pants at his slim waist. The shirt was open enough to
give a glimpse of his tanned pecs bulging underneath.”

“What d’ya think?” Grady grinned sheepishly. “Corny eh? The studio said | had to wear what
fans could associate with the publicity photos, and | could hardly get off the plane in a loincloth.”

“I’'m sure the fans would have preferred the loincloth,” Mario said with a slight smile, “but this
outfit looks very ... sexy.” He muffled the last word not wanting to suggest any personal lust,
even though his cock had got stiff the minute Grady had appeared in the outfit. But when he
saw Grady frown and tense up again he said, “Grady, you look gorgeous ... when the fans see
you you won’t have to do a thing except stand there and smile.”

“Yeah, and keep smiling for the rest of the day. Not as easy as it looks.”
Mario was beginning to understand the nervousness Grady felt at being in the spotlight, the
center of attention, turning on the charm and the glamor, pleasing the studio and the fans. And

he realized what his own job entailed — giving support to Grady that was logistical and
emotional, and boosting his ego along the way.
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So as they finally began their approach to Fiumicino airport Mario squeezed Grady’s hand and
said, “Don’t worry, Grady, you look perfect ... you’ll knock ‘em dead.” Grady looked at him and
said, “Thanks, man, | needed to hear that so bad.”

When they landed and the doors opened they were asked to stay seated while the other
passengers disembarked. Then Warner Studios’ local PR manager came on board with a big
smile and introduced herself as Lucia. “l am such a fan of yours, signore,” she said to Grady.

“Grady,” he grinned, “call me Grady. And this,” he said proudly, “is my personal manager Mario.”
“Ciao,” Mario said informally, “Piacere di conoscerti.”

“Ah, sei Italiano!” she smiled. “What a relief. My English is not bad but it's so good to have an
Italian speaker with us. You must find Mario very helpful, Grady.”

“In so many ways,” Grady grinned at them both. “OK, Lucia let's go. Time to meet the press.”

When Grady had told Mario he might be dazzled by their reception he did not expect it to be
literally. But that is exactly what happened. When they walked down the jet-way into the
terminal they were met with a blizzard of flashbulbs, so many and so bright that Mario was
blinded for a moment. He had the presence of mind to keep to the side, out of the shot,
knowing instinctively that there should be few, if any, pictures of them both.

He watched Grady and marveled at how graciously and cheerfully he greeted the crowd that
had gathered, his fun-loving personality shining through. He looked so totally glamorous in the
camera flashes, with his wide smile and sexy stride that Mario had a hard-on and wondered
how many of the other men there did too.

Passport and customs were a breeze as they were waived through as VIP’s but it took a long
time to get through the crowd to the waiting limo. Once inside Grady sank back and sighed
deeply. “Well, that bit's done. How d’you like it so far, Mario? I'm afraid it'll be like this all the
time from now on.”

“I think | can handle it,” Mario smiled, knowing that even if he couldn’t he should never let Grady
know. This was all about the star and Mario was there to support him, even though they were
... had been ... devoted lovers. Mario winced at the thought and banished it.

Their reception in the lobby of their luxury hotel was the same circus as before as Mario was
immediately surrounded by fans, with security hovering around them. And Mario got to learn
the first of the tricks. He asked one of the security guys to hold an elevator open, then stood at
a discreet distance but directly in Grady’s eye-line. When Grady glanced up at him with a
desperate look Mario went to him and said loudly, “Excuse me sir, we have to go.”
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It was a good-cop bad-cop routine as Grady laughed, “Sorry, folks, my jailers tell me | gotta
leave. Thanks for coming to see me.” Mario pulled him quickly across the lobby to the waiting
elevator, the doors closed just in time and they breathed another sigh of relief. Grady grinned at
Mario. “You’re a natural at this, you know? You sure you've never shepherded any other
celebrities around?”

“Oh, I've known a few,” Mario smiled. “Though it was never in the role of shepherd.”
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The security guy took them to their room — a two-bedroom suite. Their luggage had already
been delivered and they found themselves alone at last in the suite’s foyer. Grady looked at
Mario and said, “I’'m so nervous about all this, buddy. | know | make it look easy but inside I'm
all coiled up, careful not to make a mistake.” He paused uncomfortably. “Mario, I’'m sorry to ask
you this but ... like ... could | have a hug?”

Mario opened his arms and Grady fell into them. As they hugged tight Mario felt Grady’s body
shivering against him, and he knew it was more panic than passion, a desperate need to be
held, to be supported in the task ahead.

When at last they separated Mario said, “Grady, you don’t have to apologize for needing
support. That's what I'm here for.” He pulled out the schedule and said, “OK, we have two
hours before they come and get us for the signing. What about wardrobe?”

“I'll still wear these pants and shirt for the mall appearance, then change into something a bit
more formal for the cocktail party and dinner. And, buddy, | know you didn’t bring many clothes
... didn’t expect all this ... but I've got a ton so take your pick.”

“Right,” said Mario. “OK, room service. Let’s order, then take a shower. Each bedroom has its
own shower. We’ll have lunch on the terrace — great view of Rome — and relax before it all
starts again.”

“Aye-aye, sir,” Grady grinned. “You’re in charge.”

It seemed odd to them both to be in the same place but to shower separately. They went to
their separate rooms and took off their clothes, but the bathrooms were not far apart and they
almost collided in the small corridor, each of them naked. Embarrassed they went quickly to
their own shower but the damage was done ... two huge boners.

In the past they always had sex together in the shower but now it was two solo performances.
Mario had given up finding other masturbatory images. He had just seen Grady naked and it
didn’t get sexier than that. Oh well, just once for old times’ sake, he thought, and had no trouble
shooting his load.
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Grady made no pretense and no excuses about it. In his mind’s eye he saw his former lover in
all his Italian glory — those chiseled features, full lips and perfect physique, and he even
breathed his name as he blasted a stream of cum on the wall, to be quickly washed away like a
sad memory.

Later, as they ate lunch on the terrace, facing each other, not saying much, their minds went
back to all the times they had eaten meals like this, knowing that sex would follow. Not this time
though — a thing of the past. But Grady, as always, could read Mario’s mind and smiled at him.
“Those were the days, eh, buddy?”
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The rest of this crowded, exhausting day, Mario really proved his worth. At the photo signing,
scheduled for 90 minutes, there were long lines of fans in the mall but Grady’s good humor
never flagged and he had the knack of making every fan feel he or she was the only person in
the room when he spoke to them. Mario kept checking the line with security and when the 90
minutes were up whispered in Grady’s ear, “Have you had enough?”

“We can’'t send people away when they’ve been waiting a long time,” Grady murmured. “I'm
good for a while longer.”

When they eventually left, security hustled them out and they went back to the hotel to change.
As Grady had predicted, the cocktail party and dinner were a trial as the executives and their
wives did not have the deference that the public did. But at the dinner Mario was exceptional,
charming the ladies as he conversed with them in Italian, and keeping an eye on Grady,
rescuing him several times when one of the guests tried to monopolize him.

Mario watched in admiration as Grady turned on the charm, his beauty and kind-heartedness
combining with his sense of humor to win everyone’s heart. As one of the security guards
whispered in Mario’s ear later, “That guy could charm the birds out of the trees.” As Grady had
said, he made it look easy, but Mario now knew how much it took out of him to be gracious for
hour after hour, with hundreds of eyes on him, the center of attention.

More significantly, Mario now realized how Grady had struck up such a tight bond with Connor,
depending on him so much and working in such close harmony. Mario understood how that
affinity could, under all the stress, become ever more personal and, yes, even sexual. This was
a world apart, in a different universe from their lives in Los Angeles. Yes, he understood now ...
but still could not forgive.

The dinner seemed interminable, and it fell to Mario to bring the evening to a close. He had
already made friends with the nominal hostess of the evening and when he saw the exhaustion
in Grady’s eyes he said quietly to her in Italian that he was worried about Grady being fresh
enough to carry out tomorrow’s program.
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Seduced by Mario’s gentle voice and smiling eyes she agreed and made a short speech of
thanks that ended the meal. Grady and Mario were whisked away to the hotel and in the
elevator Mario watched Grady visibly crumple before him, his eyes glazing over. Once inside
the suite the tension overflowed and his relief found expression in tears. He turned away and
tried to stifle his sobs.

Mario’s heart melted and he came up behind Grady, folded his arms round him and said,
“Would you like me to order a drink? Brandy, whatever?”

Grady turned his tear stained face to him, frowned and said, “No thank you. All this right on top
of the jetlag. I'm so tired. | gotta go to bed.” He stumbled in the direction of his bedroom but
Mario impulsively called after him. “Grady ... would you like me to sleep with you?”

Grady turned and said desperately, “Oh, buddy, | didn’t dare to ask you but ... would you? It
would help so much.

“Just sleep, mind you,” Mario said with a gentle smile.

“Oh sure, sure,” Grady said earnestly. “l mean no, er ... well, | know what you mean, and |
agree ... | feel the same. I'm so tired, amico ...”

So there was no drink, no shower, just the two ex-lovers getting naked and falling into bed ...
the same bed. Grady closed his eyes immediately and Mario gazed at him, watching the stress
fade from his handsome face. He kissed him lightly on the cheek and said, “You were amazing
today Grady. | watched them all fall in love with you.”

Grady’s eyes opened and he said eagerly, “Do you think so, Mario, do you really think | did OK?
Near the end | didn’t know what | was even saying, but | don’t think | let anyone down, do you?”

“You were dazzling, amico, a real star, and you’ll be great tomorrow. But now you must sleep.”
Mario’s instinct was to fold his arms round him, but he was deterred by the thought of Connor
sleeping with Grady in exactly this way, in similar circumstances ... and fucking him. No, he
would give Grady the security of a bed-mate and that was all.

They turned on their sides, facing away from each other, their backs touching, but that was all.

Except for their erections. But even they eventually went limp as jet-lag finally overwhelmed
them and they fell into a deep exhausted sleep.

*kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk

The next day was easier, although the schedule was packed with on-screen interviews and
appearances. But they were well rested and had now perfected their teamwork, so they worked
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smoothly through all the events scheduled for the morning and afternoon. They finished in mid-
afternoon when the schedule gave Grady the rest of the day and the following day off.

“Day after tomorrow they’re taking me to meet the people at Cinecitta, the massive studio just
outside Rome. We might be shooting some of the next movie there. In the meantime | guess
I'll just poke around Rome like a regular tourist — the one hiding behind big dark glasses.”

“And | will catch my train and then a bus to my village.”

“Oh, about that,” Grady said. “l can’t have my personal manager taking a train and bus. I've
ordered a car and driver to take you there.”

“Grady, you didn’t have to do that,” Mario protested. “I’'ve taken trains and buses all my life ...”
“What'’s your village called?” asked Grady, ignoring his protests.
“Piansano. My family has a small farm just outside the village. Very rustic, quite remote.”

“Sounds idyllic,” Grady said softly, letting the words hang in the air as silence descended, as if
both were on the point of saying something. Eventually Mario took the plunge.”

“Would you, er ... would you like to come ... meet my family?”
“I would like that, amico,” Grady said simply, sensing that they had crossed some kind of bridge.

And so that’s what happened. An hour later they were both sitting in the back seat of a black
town car being driven north through the unfolding landscape of Tuscany, with its olive orchards,
vineyards and precarious hilltop villages. They both felt the modern-day stresses of flashbulbs
and crowds draining away in the bucolic surroundings of this magical place. It was as if they
were leaving one clamorous world for another far more peaceful one.

They didn’t speak much, but Mario was pleased to see Grady gazing out of the window looking
like a young boy discovering a whole new and exciting playground. As they drove past fields of
lavender he lowered the window and took in great lungsful of the heady perfume.

It was a drive of only an hour and a half and near the end Grady became nervous about
meeting Mario’s family. It was a culture of which he knew nothing and, above all, he did not
want his celebrity to dominate the occasion and make the country people tongue tied, as so
often happened these days.

But he needn’t have worried, for one simple and surprising reason.

After a drive through narrow winding roads and a final dusty track lined with cypresses the car
pulled up at the farmyard. They sat in the car for a moment and watched the hive of activity. A
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long table had been set up in a dusty courtyard under the shade of a sprawling carob tree and
farmworkers were trickling in from a day in the fields for the family dinner.

But suddenly ... Mario! The car had been spotted and people started running toward it. Mario
leapt out of the car, ran joyfully to meet the crowd and was soon enveloped in the embraces of
family members in a clamor of laughter and greetings.

In the car the driver turned his head and smiled at Grady. “That, signore,” he said in a heavy
accent, “is a family of Tuscany ... always loud, always emotional and always hospitable. Your
friend is obviously a favorite son, and something exotic, coming from Hollywood. It is a faraway
concept for them.”

Grady let the din die down before he too exited the car and walked nervously toward the throng.
Mario pulled himself away, came and took Grady’s arm and announced, “Questo € il mio amico.
Grady.”

“Ah, che bello!” Suddenly Grady found himself in a dizzying press of enthusiastic handshakes,
hugs, and kisses on the cheek from the older ladies. It was far from the tongue-tied reception
he had feared — and suddenly he knew why. The truth dawned on him that they had no idea
who he was. The driver had said that Hollywood was a distant concept for them and apparently
they didn’t keep up with movie magazines and social media.

The relief was enormous. They were welcoming him not as a movie star but simply as Mario’s
friend. And their embrace of him was far more gratifying than the welcome of a thousand fans.

Mario gave Grady his most winning smile and shrugged, “Mia famiglia, amico.”

kkkkkkkkkkkkkhkkhkkkkkkkhkkkkkkkk

Mario was once again wrapped in the embrace of family and friends, and as Grady watched he
felt a stab of acute pain. He had known this moment would come, the moment for him to finally
part with Mario ... for the last time.

He had postponed it as long as possible with his devious airplane stunt and their time in Rome,
but now this was it. He had delivered Mario home to his family ... it was over ... the car was
waiting ... there was nothing left to do. He would leave unobtrusively ... couldn’t face any
tearful farewells. So as Mario talked to his excited friends Grady turned and walked quietly
toward the car.

Except ... He hadn’t reckoned with Mario’s hospitable family. “No, Grady i dove vai?” they

shouted. They absolutely would not hear of Grady leaving right away. He was Mario’s friend
... he had to stay for dinner. His protests were drowned in their effusive and noisy insistence.
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Eventually it was the driver who came up with a solution. “I have cousins living only 20
kilometers away who | would love to visit. You call my cell phone when you’re ready to go back
to Roma, signore, and | can be here in twenty minutes.”

The persuasive forces were irresistible, not least Grady’s reluctance to leave Mario. And so he
found himself sitting opposite Mario in a place of honor at the table, dazzled by the noise and
laughter of rural Italian voices talking over each other. The evening meal was a rowdy tradition
enjoyed by family, friends, farmworkers, everyone at the farm, a colorful group gathered round
the groaning table in the evening warmth, bathed in the golden light of the setting sun.

And the food! It gave a new meaning to the term homegrown — everything produced, grown,
picked on the farm, even to the wine that came from the vineyards visible from the table.
Ancient culinary skills created tastes and flavors not to be found in even the priciest restaurants.

Of course Grady couldn’t follow the many conversations but seated beside him was Mario’s pert
youngest sister whose English was good so she translated for him. In any case, Grady was
happy to let the outpouring of love and laughter simply wash over him.

He gazed at Mario, more animated than he had ever seen him, his handsome face alive,
tousled black hair falling over his brow, eyes sparkling as he smiled from one family member to
the next, all bombarding him with questions that he answered in his sexy, lilting Italian. He had
never looked more beautiful to Grady who choked up for a moment, feeling a knot in his
stomach as he was seized by a love for Mario stronger than ever before.

Dinner went on forever until finally they were drinking grappa, the classic Italian liqueur that was
distilled here on the farm. The meal started to wind down, the farmworkers being the first to drift
away to their beds. Grady was engrossed in a slightly drunken Italian lesson with the young
sister when suddenly he realized that Mario was not there. He looked up sharply and in his
shaky ltalian asked, “Dove € Mario?”

The little sister answered. “He always had a favorite place here — out in the meadow under a
tree facing out over the valley. | am sure he is there. He always went there when he wanted ...
how you say? ... solitudine per pensare ... to think.” She smiled mischievously. “If you need
him, you just follow that path past the barn and down the hill.”

If he needed him! Suddenly Grady needed Mario more than anything else on earth. He gave
the sister a kiss on the cheek, making her blush, and quietly left the table. He hurried along the
path and when he rounded the barn he saw that it sloped gently down through a meadow of
long grass. In the light of a full moon it was a picture of breathless serenity.

At first all he could see was the grass waving in the warm evening breeze, and the hills on the

far side of the valley. Then he saw the tree ... and there was Mario sitting in the grass, his
knees drawn up close, arms wrapped round them. As he came close Grady saw that Mario’s
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shoulders were shaking and, closer still, heard his sobs. “No,” Grady said softly and ran toward
him. He came up behind him and sat down next to him.

Startled and embarrassed, Mario wiped his eyes with his shirtsleeve and sniffed like a little boy
hiding his tears. Grady put his arm gently round Mario’s neck. “Don’t cry, amico. I'm here.”

Mario turned his tear-stained eyes on him, eyes that a short time ago had sparkled with
laughter. “Are you, Grady? Are you here? Are we?”

Grady kissed his eyes, licked his tears and gazed at him, their faces shining in the soft silver
light of the full moon. It was as if the world were holding its breath. The breeze had dropped
and the only sound was the insistent dry buzz of cicadas.

“Mario,” Grady said simply, “please come home with me.”
Mario stared at him. “You mean ...?”

“I mean home to California when | go back. Oh, buddy, | know | have no right to ask you that
after ... after ... everything. | know you love your family but you've got a family in L.A. too —
me, Danny, Brian, all the guys. And we can always come back here and visit whenever you
want.” He grinned, gaining confidence. “Long flight, but it wasn’t so bad in first class was it?
And maybe we can even hitch a ride on one of the studio’s corporate jets. And there’ll be limos
both ends and I'll make sure ...”

Mario cut him off by pressing his finger against Grady’s lips ... and began to laugh. “Grady,
Grady, you always say too much. | don’t need the first class, the private jets, the limos at both
ends. |just need you, amico. | always have, always will. So | ask you again. Are we here?
Are we here, you and | ... together?”

“For ever and ever, Mario. If that's what you want.”

And suddenly they were in each other’s arms. The floodgates of their love, suppressed for so
long, now burst open and it was like the first time they had made love. Feverishly they pulled off
each other’s clothes — shirts over their heads, shorts down their legs and they rolled over and
over naked in the long grass, clawing at each other, kissing, licking, biting in a frenzy of lust that
they had tried, and failed, to deny.

Finally, their breath heaving, Mario had Grady on his back, kneeling over him, pinning his wrists
to the ground. Grady willingly surrendered and Mario stared down at his captive’s beautiful,
sculpted features, his hair disheveled, eyes dancing, the muscles of his perfect body rippling as
he took deep breaths beneath him.

Grady stared up in disbelief at the smiling Italian, his dark face almost surreally handsome
backlit by the moon. “Oh,” Grady moaned, “I have missed you so bad ... | love you so much ...
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always did.” Then his eyes crinkled with the playful, mischievous look Mario loved so much.
“You know what | want, amico ... what | always want from you. You know something? ... |
jerked off in the plane thinking about it when you went to the restroom.”

“Me too,” Mario laughed ... “all over the restroom mirror.” They laughed together, and then
Mario’s expression became tender, regretful. “Amico, we have been so foolish ... angry and
obstinate ... so foolish. Let us forgive each other, amore. We know how to do that, don’t we?”
He dribbled saliva into the palm of his hand and stroked it up and down his long, hard shaft. He
pushed Grady legs back, pressed the head of his cock between his ass cheeks and said softly,
“Ti amo, amico.”

Grady’s heart pounded and once again the world held its breath. He opened his eyes wide as
he felt his lover enter him, felt his long cock slide gently slowly inside him, pause teasingly, then
continue into the warm depths of his ass. His head flew back and he heaved a deep sigh of
utter bliss.

“Oh ... oh ... Mario, it feels so ... | love you ... | love you. Fuck me, amico. | thought | would
never be able to say that to you again. Please, fuck me ... show me you forgive me, Mario.
Please forgive me ...”

“Ssshh... Mario smiled. “All that is over. All that remains is this ...” He pulled his cock all the
way back, then eased it in again, savoring the warm sensuality of his lover’s ass. He took his
hands off Grady’s wrists and rested his palms flat on his chest. Grady reached his freed hands
up and ran his fingers through his lover’s shock of black, curly hair, then traced the contours of
his face, wiping a tear from the corner of his eye, then stroked his neck and down over the
mounds of his pecs, gently teasing his nipples.

And that’s how they made love — touching, stroking, caressing, sighing — losing all sense of
time. The longer they made love the more they erased the pain of separation from their
memory. The old cliché ‘love conquers all’ had never been truer than now as their lovemaking
triumphed over all their recent anger and despair, banishing them to an ugly, forgotten past.

Grady sighed, “Oh, it feels so good. Don’t stop, Mario ... don’t ever stop ... please ...”

As Mario’s body rose and fell over him he smiled, “I will never stop loving you, amico ... | never
did. Never again will | leave you.”

“Never again,” echoed Grady. By now tears were rolling down their faces, the only possible
reaction to the overwhelming surge of love carrying them to their climax. Grady said, “Buddy,

I’'m real close ... can we cum, and later make love again, and again, and forever?”

“You read my mind, amico. You could always do that.”
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There were no shouts, no writhing, just two men under a tree in a meadow, pouring out their
passion now reignited after being extinguished by a rupture that would never, ever be repeated.
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Emotionally and physically exhausted they lay in each other’s arms, licking each other’s tears
from their faces, coming to terms with what had just happened, hoping it was real and not just a
trick of the moonlight. The warm breeze wafted over them rustling the long grass around them,
and the cicadas seemed to be buzzing more excitedly than ever.

“This was always my magical place,” Mario said dreamily.

“Well it worked its magic again amico,” Grady said. “Now it's our magical place.”

“Grady,” Mario asked eagerly, “can we stay here at the farm tomorrow and I'll show you all the
places | loved as a boy?”

“Amico, we can do whatever you want ... and | would love that.” He fished in his discarded
shorts for his cell phone. “I'll tell the driver. The Cinecitta thing isn’t ‘til the afternoon of the

following day so I'll ask him if he can wait with his cousins ‘il then and ...”

“No, Grady, let him go back to Rome when he wants, and we’ll take the bus and train like
ordinary folks do. Would you like that?” He grinned slyly. “Can you do without a limo?”

Grady’s eyes sparkled. “ldiota!l To quote something | heard recently, ‘l don’t need first-class, |
don’t need a limo ... | just need you’. Taking the bus and train with you would be fun. Listen,
before we sleep can | call Danny and give him the news? Those kids are feeling real unhappy.”
“Of course you must. Put the phone on speaker.”

It was lunchtime in Los Angeles and Danny and Brian were having a melancholy meal in the
kitchen when the phone rang. “Danny, it's Grady. I'll be back on Saturday afternoon ... and I'll

have someone with me ... someone you know ... someone you love.”

“Sir ... do you mean ... Mario, sir?” They too had the phone on speaker and the men could
hear their cheers ringing round the kitchen.

“Buongiorno, ragazzo,” Mario said. “Yes we are coming home together, forever.”
“Sir,” came Brian’s excited voice, “can we tell the other guys? And can we have a party?”

“Of course we can,” Mario laughed. “Though the day after we arrive, please. Can you handle a
big party for all the guys?”

5079



“Of course we can,” Danny said, and Brian added, “We’ll ask Tommy to come and help us. We
think he’s having problems with Lloyd and Steve ... he’s having a lot of sex with Lloyd and
Steve’s real upset. You'd think that him being a shrink and all he’d be able to ...”

Brian stopped suddenly as Danny dug him in the ribs. “Oops, sorry, sir. Talking too much, |
sound just like Eddie. It’s just that I'm so excited ...”

“We are too,” Mario said. “I've missed your voice so much and when we get home you can talk
for as long as you want.”

“But we have to sleep now — it’s late here,” said Grady. “Ciao bambini,” Mario laughed.

Grady shut off the phone and smiled at Mario. “You said ‘when we get home’. That sounds so
good. Hey, it's warm tonight. Do you want to sleep out here? We don’t have a blanket, but ...”

“But we have each other, amore.”
“Oh yeah, | forgot that,” Grady teased. “Yeah, we do have each other ... we sure do.”
And so they slept in the long grass all night, wrapped in each other's arms.

# # #

GO TO BOOK 35
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