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         It was that time of the year again, the time that Stephan had longed for ever since the same time last year. Two thousand years ago, Stephan’s ancestors had seen the star of Bethlehem and managed to escape the wrath of Herod the Great. St. Stephen had been King Herod’s stable master, but he was banned from the palace when he told Herod the disastrous news that the new king of the Jews had been born. St. Stephen had been forced to go from house to house, begging for something to eat. It was not an easy way to make a living and he lived a hard life. But around Christmas, people were always happier, friendlier and more generous, and St. Stephen and his men could ride around and get plenty of food. And drink.

         A lot of people thought that St. Stephen was nothing more than a legend and a character in the bible. But Stephan knew better.

         Generation after generation, a tradition had been passed down from father to son, sometimes via a daughter. This tradition had nothing to do with the bible. During the month of December, Stephan and his men got on their horses and rode around the countryside, knocking on doors and invited themselves in for dinners that could sometimes be simple, and sometimes real feasts.

         Stephan headed out to the men in his stable. Frederick, Liam, John and Elliot were all busy tending to their horses. Stephan’s horse was grey and nobody but him was allowed to brush it or feed it.

         ‘There, there, Melvin,’ Stephan said as he petted the horse. ‘Are you ready for tonight? I’m sure we will find something tasty for you too.’

         Frederick, Liam, John and Elliot got up on their horses and waited for Stephan to take the lead. Then they rode out together, heading for the first adventure of the year.

         They had visited all the farmhouses nearby previous years, and they knew who would invite them in for something to eat. This year, Stephan wanted to try something new and he guided his men further away than usual. The fact was that Stephan had run into someone a while ago, on one of the horse shows where he competed with Melvin. This person had a stallion that gave Stephan’s horse a real run for his money, but there had also been something special about him. His name was Adam and, when he left the competition, he had winked at Stephan as if he were the one going home with the trophy after all.

         Adam hadn’t really invited Stephan or his men, but he hadn’t said that they weren’t welcome either, and Stephan knew where his house was. In other words, it was an excellent opportunity and a perfect excuse for Stephan to talk about his family’s history and traditions at the same time as he ate and drank in very interesting company.

         Adam’s light blue eyes were a stark contrast to his dark hair when he opened the door. He smiled and his teeth were just as perfect as Stephan remembered them from their first meeting.

         ‘Remember me?’ Stephan asked.

         ‘Let’s see…’ Adam said. ‘Were you the guy who competed with that huge pig this summer?’

         ‘If you’re calling Melvin a pig, you better step outside so that we can settle this like men.’ Stephan laughed and soon, Adam was laughing too.

         ‘Come inside. I have some friends over. We were just about to eat.’

         ‘That sounds great. I’ve got some friends with me that are hungry too.’ Stephan stepped into the house and his four friends followed. ‘Did you hear about our Christmas rides?’

         ‘Christmas rides or Christmas rites?’

         ‘Why not both?’

          
      

         The house was impressive in its simplicity and when they stepped in, they were met by a huge dining room with a big table in it. On the other side, there was a living room with a couple of comfortable sofas and armchairs. On one of the walls was a fireplace and the crackling fire added to the atmosphere of hospitality. There were no classical Christmas decorations like Santas or garlands, but the house was decorated with oranges, nuts and flowers and everything smelled festive – it smelled like Christmas.

         Adam and his friends all laughed when Stephan told them about what had happened to him and his men earlier that year, and Frederick, John and Elliot also shared some funny anecdotes. Stephan had no idea of how much beer they’d had while they helped themselves to the very generous spread of food, but he was starting to feel slightly tipsy.

         Adam’s friends had moved into a game room where there was a pinball game, a soccer game and a fully stocked bar, and Stephan’s men had joined them. Stephan could hear them laughing and cheering in there.

         ‘Do you want to come?’ Adam asked.

         ‘No thanks, I like it here. If you don’t want to go, of course?’

         ‘I’m too full to move,’ Adam laughed. ‘Also, I have a bar right here. Do you want something to wash the food down with? I’ve got a rum that is unbelievably good. Not even Santa would say no to a sip.’

         ‘Then I won’t either,’ Stephan said.

         Adam went to get the bottle and two glasses. He nodded to Stephan as a sign that he should join him. They both sat down in a sofa that was as wide as a bed. The worn leather and the ocean of colourful pillows made it natural to want to sit down there, and stay there.

         ‘Cheers to your pig,’ Adam said.

         ‘And to your old boar that came in second place’, Stephan said and grinned.

         They drank the rum and it was just as delicious as Adam had promised. It was full-bodied and tasty, Stephan thought to himself. He had expected it to taste like pure liquor, but it didn’t. He moved closer to Adam.

         Adam looked like he was thinking the same thing as Stephan when he leaned forwards and kissed him on the lips. Stephan put his glass down and kissed him back, hungry and curious. He’d had his suspicions about Adam being interested, but he hadn’t been completely sure.

         Adam’s shirt already had a couple of buttons undone and it was easy for Stephan to take it off. His torso was muscular from many hours in the stable and the pectoral muscles were beautiful, each with a dark nipple that Stephan couldn’t help but take in his mouth. Adam’s nipples stiffened when Stephan nibbled them, gently at first and then harder. Adam moaned and let Stephan continue for a while until he also wanted to join the game. He pulled Stephan’s shirt up over his head and threw it to the side. Now it was his turn to give Stephan the same treatment, and Stephan’s turn to sigh with pleasure.

         Adam locked eyes with Stephan while he grabbed his belt and unbuckled his jeans. Stephan instantly repaid the favour and they both stood up to be able to take their pants off. Dressed in nothing but their underwear, they sat down again. Stephan stroked Adam along his legs, all the way down to his feet. He kissed the top of his feet, licked the soles of them and took his toes in his mouth, one by one. Adam’s feet were one of the sexiest things Stephan had ever seen and he was planning to enjoy them as much as he could.

         Adam ran a foot along Stephan’s jaw, down his neck and across his stomach. Stephan let him continue, let him advance to his crotch and to his underwear. Adam’s toes wandered inside the fabric and he started massaging Stephan’s cock. He played with his testicles for a while and then his foot found its way back to his erection. He moved on to the head of Stephan’s penis and moved the foreskin back and forth.

         Then Adam’s other foot joined in. With both of his feet, Adam massaged Stephan’s balls, squeezed them against each other and pulled the foreskin back and forth a couple of times before they grabbed his underwear and started pulling them down. Stephan stood up to let Adam finish what he’d started. Naked, he leaned back while Adam kept jerking him off with his feet.

         Stephan was so horny. He knew that he was about to cum any second if he didn’t do anything to stop it. He forced himself to sit up and grab Adam’s underwear. He kissed his cock through the fabric and carefully nibbled his way up to the head of it. He took the lining of the underwear between his teeth and pulled them down just enough to be able to catch a drop of pre-cum on the tip of his tongue. Then he put the whole head of Adam’s cock in his mouth. He tasted so good that Adam couldn’t resist taking him deeper, as deep as he could. His underwear was in the way and Stephan had to use his hands to pull them all the way down as he didn’t want to let go of Adam’s cock yet. He wanted more, he wanted him deeper.

         Adam laughed and pulled him up. They lay next to each other, kissing until Adam had gathered himself enough for them to continue without the risk of one, or both of them, having an orgasm.

         Stephan turned around so that they could taste each other. He took Adam’s cock in his mouth again and felt his own erection being embraced by warm lips. The head of his cock disappeared into Adam’s mouth, deep into Adam’s throat. It felt so wonderful, so fucking great. Stephan sucked Adam too. He sucked him as slowly as he could but it was impossible to resist, impossible not to suck harder and harder. He wanted to taste Adam, drink his juices and get intoxicated by his seed.

         He gripped Adam’s buttocks, squeezed them and felt Adam doing the same to his own ass. One of Stephan’s fingers wandered towards Adam’s anus and he massaged it until it sucked him in. He felt Adam’s finger slide into him and heard someone moan – maybe it was himself – as Adam pushed deeper into him before starting to move his finger in and out. Stephan licked his fingers and pushed two of them into Adam’s asshole, then he carefully moved them back and forth. Adam added an extra finger too, and Stephan kept sucking his cock. It felt amazing to be sucked and finger fucked at the same time as he made his way deeper and deeper into Adam’s anus.

         Stephan had hoped that they could make love for hours, but he couldn’t hold back. Adam couldn’t either, obviously. They sucked each other’s cocks, they fingered each other’s anuses and they moved faster and faster and faster. Stephan was close. There was no way back now. His toes cramped and his whole body tensed up when he came inside Adam. His own scream as he came mixed with Adam’s scream when his mouth in turn became filled with warm seed. Adam drank him, the ultimate Christmas drink, and then he emptied every drop of his seed into Stephan’s throat.

         He turned around and faced Adam again. They looked at each other, smiled and kissed again.

         ‘What boar won today?’ Adam laughed.

         ‘I think we are tied for first place tonight,’ Stephan said and closed his eyes.

          
      

         He had no idea about how long they had slept, but Adam was snoring and Stephan probably had been too until a minute ago. In another part of the house, Stephan could hear the others. It sounded like they were still in the game room. Stephan looked at Adam. He was sleeping on his back with his legs spread. By the look of his cock, he was having a very nice dream. His erection bent up against his stomach and Adam scratched his own chest slowly in his sleep.

         Stephan leaned over and kissed Adam’s stomach. He licked his bellybutton and was rewarded with a short moaning sound. He kept going and soon he felt a hand on the back of his head, a hand that pushed him closer to the cock that was waiting for him just a couple of centimetres away. All he had to do was stick his tongue out and he could lap up the pre-cum that was trickling down the head of Adam’s penis. He straightened out his neck and took the cock in his mouth. He enjoyed the sensation of Adam’s erection filling his mouth and was just about to take it deeper when he heard the same voices as before, but much closer this time.

         ‘Stephan, you horny animal,’ Liam and John exclaimed at the same time.

         ‘Adam, you dirty stallion,’ one of Adam’s friends called out.

         ‘We thought this was supposed to be a group exercise.

         ‘One for all, all for one,’ Frederick laughed.

         Adam looked at the other guys with sleepy eyes. Stephan stared at them and wondered what was about to happen. He knew his men well, but he wasn’t sure about Adam’s friends. When one of them took his shirt off and exposed his ripped upper body and moved on to unbuttoning his pants, Stephan became curious. He also knew that he wasn’t going to have to wait much longer to get to know Adam’s friends better. John was ready and had taken all his clothes off but his underwear in less than a minute and Frederick, Liam and Elliot weren’t far behind. Liam and Elliot were into women, but it clearly wasn’t going to stop them from enjoying a night with the guys, a night without limitations. Adam’s friends were completely naked now and they were moving towards the sofas.

         John stood still with one of Frederick’s hands on his balls and the other on his ass. John caressed Frederick’s cock and moved his hand slowly back and forth. This wasn’t the first time the two of them had played together.

         For a second, Liam and Elliot looked like they didn’t know what to do, but two of Adam’s friends grabbed Liam and kissed him at the same time, while another friend grabbed Elliot’s neck and pressed him down to his knee until he was facing a giant erection. Elliot didn’t hesitate for long before he took the cock in his mouth and put his hands on the buttocks of the man in front of him. Then he sucked.

         The friend that had called Adam a dirty stallion walked up to the sofa and sat down next to Stephan and Adam. The three of them kissed and their tongues competed with each other. The man was as dark as Adam and his eyes were brown and his lips plump. The man and Adam were a wet dream together and Stephan was so horny that he barely knew what to do with himself. All he knew was that he had to savour every moment.

         The man bent over and took Stephan’s cock in his mouth, and then Adam’s. He sucked them, one after the other, and rubbed the heads of their cocks against each other while he licked and massaged their testicles.

         Frederick and John sat down next to them, John with Frederick’s cock in his mouth. Frederick moaned and whimpered and after a while, John turned around and got on all fours on the sofa. Frederick started licking John’s anus. He pushed a finger in and pulled it out again. He licked his fingers and pushed two of them into John’s behind, then three. John moved his hips and leaned on his shoulders to be able to grab his buttocks and show Frederick how ready he was. Frederick spat on his cock and brought the tip of it to John’s pulsating anus. He slowly penetrated him, little by little, while John urged him to go on.

         ‘Fuck me,’ said John. ‘Push your cock all the way in and fuck me.’

         Frederick did what he was told and thrust his cock as far in as he could, all the way in.

         ‘Ah!’ Johan screamed. ‘So fucking good. Fuck me now, Frederick, fuck me hard!’

         The man who was sucking Stephan and Adam suddenly pushed Stephan down on his back. Adam moved over so that he could lick the man’s anus. Stephan saw how he pushed his tongue in and moved it back and forth, how he pushed a finger into him and then two. The man lay down over Stephan and kissed him. He was as horny and hungry as Stephan felt. When the man sat up again, when he pushed himself up on his knees so that he ended up just above Stephan’s hard cock, all Stephan wanted was to penetrate him. The warmth that embraced his cock when it slid into the man’s anus was amazing. The squeezing sensation was incredible. The man lowered himself down without hesitating until Stephan felt his balls resting on top of his pubic hair.

         The man moved up and down. He rode Stephan slowly and then he bent over to kiss him, still with Stephan’s cock inside his ass. Adam lubricated his cock with saliva, a lot of saliva, and lowered himself down until the head of his cock hovered in front of the man’s anus. The man raised himself up so that Stephan almost slipped out. Adam positioned his cock parallel with Stephan’s cock and held them together with one hand. When the man lowered himself down again, both Adam’s cock and Stephan’s cock slid into him, together. The sensation was like nothing Stephan had ever felt before and just the thought of him being inside of the man at the same time as Adam was almost too much to handle. The man stood up slightly so that Stephan and Adam could fuck him.

         Stephan moved his hips and Adam followed his rhythm. After a little while they found a good pace and could fuck the other guy together. Fuck, it felt so good. Stephan couldn’t stop himself from moaning. Each time they pushed into him felt like a tiny orgasm, and he knew a bigger one was coming.

         ‘Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,’ the man moaned without interruption. ‘It feels so good to be fucked by your two big cocks at the same time.’

         Next to them, Frederick came deep inside of John’s asshole and screamed. Frederick collapsed on top of John’s back and John turned over so that the men were face to face. Frederick closed his hand around John’s cock and jerked him off faster and faster until he screamed and emptied his seed between them.

         Stephan and Adam kept fucking the man who was in between them and they sped up and fucked him faster and harder. Every time Stephan and Adam thrust into him, the man moved forwards and then he moved himself back into the right position. With every movement, the man’s cock rubbed against Stephan and himself and it was as if he fucked them both between their pectoral muscles. They all moved faster and faster, they had lost all control. They screamed together as Stephan and Adam came in the man’s ass and, at the same time, the man emptied his seed all over Stephan’s chest. Adam lay down across the man’s back and the man lay down over Stephan.

         When Adam rolled off after a while, and the man did the same but in the other direction, Stephan stayed on his back between them, massaging the sperm all over his body. He turned to kiss Adam and then the other man.

         In front of them, many of the others had collapsed on the armchairs in groups of two or three. At the other end of the sofa, Elliot was being fucked by a blonde Viking, probably for the first time. Judging by his moans, this wasn’t going to be the last time.

         ‘Matteo,’ said the man. ‘My name is Matteo.’

         ‘Stephan.’

         ‘I’ve heard rumours about you. But you are even better in real life.’

          
      

         According to the tradition, Stephan and his men had to keep moving from house to house. However, it would be hard to find a host as good as Adam. Few houses offered the same hospitality and the same action.

         ‘Liam and Elliot, maybe you would rather find a house full of women next time?’ Stephan said and smiled mischievously when they had gotten on their horses, heading home.

         ‘We would never make you miss out on what you love,’ Liam answered. ‘If you want guys, we will adjust.’

         ‘And if the next house we get to is full of women? Then I’m sure you will be as adjustable as we are.’ Elliot added.

         ‘Admit it Elliot, you liked being fucked,’ Fredrick said with a grin.

         ‘Liam, you are welcome to join us the next time you want to suck cock,’ John laughed.

         ‘Adam told me that he would be having some friends over next weekend,’ Stephen said. ‘Apparently, there will be some girls too. If you’re interested, of course?’

         ‘Have you guys seen the sky?’ Liam asked.

         ‘Star of Bethlehem shining bright, bathing the world in heavenly night,’ Elliot said.

         ‘Let the glow of your distant glory fill us with hope this Christmas night!’

         And they were all full of hope and glory. Five horny stable boys.

         This was shaping up to be a good Christmas.
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         Nils wasn’t in great shape. He never was this time of year. Christmas just wasn’t his thing. It was far too busy and all the things on his to-do list stressed him out. The truth was that he didn’t work much during the rest of the year, he only worked during December. For eleven months he had been enjoying sleeping in every morning, and now he would barely have time to go to bed after one shift before the next one started. Why couldn’t kids just send in their wish lists for the next year at the same time as they got their Christmas presents every Christmas? If they did, Nils and the others would have work year round like everyone else. There was really only one thing that kept him coming back season after season: Mr S.

         Mr S was a God to Nils. Mr S had everything that Nils wished for. He was a man with authority and charisma who knew what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to take it. Also, Mr S was the boss so he held all the power and everyone looked up to him. Mr S was handsome, well-travelled and sexy. So fucking sexy that just thinking about him made Nils feel weak at the knees.

         Tomorrow it was time for Nils’s first day back at work, and tonight he was taking the train up north to the factory where he would work until Christmas. Twice a year he booked an over-night ticket with this train, once up to the North Pole and once back home again. He both hated and loved the sleeping compartment. If he got his own compartment, that made all the difference. The movements of the train made him sleepy and once he had made himself comfortable, he always slept well. But it was very different if he was forced to share the compartment with a stranger. Then he didn’t get a second of sleep.

         Nils arrived at the train station long before the train was planned to depart, and he was the first one to board. He made his bed and kept his fingers crossed. He really hoped that he would get the compartment to himself, at least for the first part of the trip. The train would make two stops on the way and each stop meant a risk that someone had booked the bed next to his. He threw a glance at the clock. Only a couple of minutes til the departure. Nils lay down on the bed and pulled out a book from his bag.

         When he heard the whistle that signalled the train’s departure, he took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He suddenly felt tired and he hoped that someone would come and check his ticket soon so that he would be free to fall asleep whenever he wanted. He could tell that it wouldn’t take long. Just as he thought that, the door opened and Nils sat up.

         ‘Wow, that was close’, a man said and sighed as he threw his luggage into the compartment.

         Nils didn’t know what to say. The problem wasn’t that he wasn’t alone in the compartment. The problem was that the man who had shown up at the last minute and was now going to share Nils’s bunk bed for the long trip was Mr S. Although he was out of breath and quite sweaty, he was just as sexy as always – as untouchable as always.

         How would this end? Would he be able to talk to him like a normal person or would this be the longest and most awkward trip of his life?

          
      

         ‘Come inside’ said Nils and immediately heard how dumb he sounded. Mr S was already inside of the compartment and he had closed the door behind him. His bag was resting on the bottom bunk. Nils had booked the top bunk to feel like he had some privacy, in case he wasn’t be alone. Like now.

         ’Would you look at that,’ Mr S said. ‘Isn’t it my best elf!’

         Nils was pretty sure that Mr S wouldn’t recognise him as he had so many employees that worked for him and as it had been eleven months since they last saw each other. ‘Well…’ he said.

         Mr S took off his red coat – not one of those coats that children are used to seeing in the malls or at Christmas, but an elegant frock coat with a white fur collar – and his dark green, cashmere scarf. He sat down on his bunk and opened up his luggage to pull out a bottle of liquor and a pair of red boxer shorts.

         ‘Do you want a drink?’ asked Mr S.

         ‘I don’t know if…’ Nils answered. He didn’t want to look dumber than he had to in front of his boss, especially not the day before the start of December, as he knew he wouldn’t be able to avoid him.

         ‘Of course you do,’ Mr S said. ‘And don’t forget: what happens in the compartment, stays in the compartment. Not a word about this when we arrive.’ His laugh made the whole bunk bed move. Mr S pulled out two glasses and filled them up. ‘Cheers!’

         ‘Cheers,’ Nils said and had a sip. The liquid was strong, but just the fact that he shared this moment with Mr S made him feel excited.

         ‘You know’, Mr S said. ‘You have always been one of my favourites.’

         Nils was surprised that Mr S had even recognised him and wasn’t expecting a compliment at all. ‘I…’ he said, but didn’t know how to continue.

         ‘You’re a little bit shy, but that only contributes to your charm.’

         ‘Okay’, Nils said and had another sip.

         Mr S emptied his glass and poured himself another round after glancing over at Nils and realising that he would probably be able to squeeze in quite a few shots before Nils had finished his.

         ‘I think I better change’, said Mr S. ‘I can’t sleep in all these clothes.’ He took off his polo shirt and exposed a very impressive upper body.

         Nils knew that he normally put a pillow inside of his coat to live up to the legend, and everyone at work knew that he worked out every day. Still, his abs were even more perfect than Nils had imagined. Also, Mr S’s chest and stomach were completely smooth. Mr S looked at him and smiled as he stood up and took off his boots, socks and tight trousers.

         The sight of Mr S standing there dressed in nothing but his white underwear was almost enough to make Nils cum right there. He knew that it would be impossible to get this out of his head once he put his head on the pillow to go to sleep, and all he could hope for now was that he wouldn’t talk in his sleep and give away a wet dream that would be hard to explain if Mr S heard him.

         ‘Feel free to look away if you want, or don’t’, said Mr S as he pulled down his underwear, placed them on top of the bed and reached for the boxers that he had unpacked earlier.

         Mr S really took his time putting his boxers on. Nils couldn’t stop himself from looking, but did his best not to stare. Mr S had a big cock and he had shaved all of his pubic hair. He put one foot into his boxers and almost lost his balance, forcing him to spin around, jumping on one leg. His cock bounced up and down and when Mr S turned his back to Nils, he saw a pair of round buttocks that weren’t shaved but covered in soft hairs that would probably feel fantastic against one’s cheek, fantastic to lick.

         ‘Aren’t you hot?’ asked Mr S. ‘When you share a compartment with someone else like this, you want to get comfortable, right?’

         ‘Maybe’, Nils said but regretted his words when he realised that he hadn’t packed any boxers to sleep in. The truth was that he liked to sleep naked, at least when he wasn’t close to the North Pole.

          
      

         Nils decided to at least undress to his underwear, so as to be on the same level as Mr S. He stayed seated on his bunk as he took off the long-sleeved shirt that he had planned to sleep in if someone else ended up sharing his compartment. Mr S watched him undress with an amused expression on his face. Nils wasn’t sure if he felt completely comfortable with the way he looked at him or not.

         ‘Would you look at that’, said Mr S. ‘You have a great body. That’s what I thought.’

         Nils had a swim every day, eleven months a year. It had left his body muscular and slim. His shoulders were broad, his stomach flat and his hips weren’t very wide. He liked his body. He just wasn’t prepared to show it to Mr S. Still, he straightened his back and smiled at him.

         He wasn’t wearing shoes or socks so it was easy to kick his sweatpants across the room once he had pulled them down. Nils sat there with his legs over the edge of the bed, looking at his bunk buddy. Then he realised that Mr S was standing there with his boxers in his hand again. He tried to ignore the fact that Mr S now had a huge erection and considered laying down on his bed. At the same time, it was impossible not to take advantage of the opportunity to admire Mr S and his magnificent body – and glorious boner. This was probably never going to happen again.

         ‘Come on, elf. If I’m naked, you have to be naked too. And I like what I see, so don’t worry.’

         Nils pulled down his underwear and threw them on the floor. He was horny. The whole situation made him aroused and his cock stood straight up where he sat on the bed.

         Mr S walked up to Nils and took one of his feet in his hand. He ran his hand up along his calf, licked his other leg and reached his thighs. He massaged Nils’s slender muscles, spread his legs and positioned himself between them. He rested his elbows on the mattress and stared at Nils’s erection, stroked his thigh and leaned forward and licked some pre-cum off the head of his cock.

         Nils watched Mr S take his cock in his mouth, deep into his throat. He was afraid that he would cum the moment Mr S started sucking so he threw his head back and tried to think about something else, something less sexy. It was impossible. When he started moaning, Mr S stopped and locked eyes with him.

         ‘Are you going to come down, or do I have to climb up there and get you?’ Mr S laughed. ‘I just hope that the bed is strong enough to hold the both of us. Maybe it’s safer if we do it in the bottom bunk, just in case?’

         Nils jumped down on the floor next to Mr S. He wasn’t particularly short, but still he had to get on his tippy-toes to reach when Mr. S leaned over to kiss him. He was kissing Mr S. That Mr S! It was all so surreal, so arousing. And Mr S tasted like him, like his pre-cum.

         Nils grabbed the cock in front of him. It was so big that he wasn’t sure what to do with it. He moved his hand slowly back and forth, closed it around his plump testicles and massaged them, making Mr S’s cock twitch. Mr S let his hands wander across Nils’s skin and pinched his nipples hard, until Nils moaned.

         He got down on his knees and took the head of Mr S’s cock in his mouth. He tasted sweet, but not like Christmas. He tasted like the shot they had just poured down their throats. He sucked and tried to get more of the cock in his mouth. He wanted to feel it’s head in the back of his throat, but Mr S was too big. He simply couldn’t do it. Instead, he sucked the head of Mr. S’s cock harder, pushed it against the inside of his cheeks and licked it until he moaned.

         When Mr S put his arms under Nils’s and pulled him close for another kiss, Nils knew what was going to happen, what he wanted to happen, even if he could never tell anyone about it. He turned around and leaned against the bed with his hands pressed into Mr S’s mattress. Mr S spread Nils’s legs again and started licking him between his buttocks, sticking the tip of his tongue into his anus and massaging his ass from the inside. Mr S knew what he was doing. Nils moaned and wanted more. A lot more – and he would get it.

         He had left so much spit on Mr S’s big cock, and Mr S filled him up more and more. He lubricated his cock with some more spit and pressed the head of it against Nils’s anus. Nils wanted it all, he wanted the whole cock inside of him.

         ‘Come on, Mr S. Fuck me.’ There was no hesitation now. Now it was him and Mr S.

         Mr S pushed his cock in – little by little. Nils gasped. He was so bloody huge. Nils did his best to relax even more. Mr S pushed his cock in a couple of millimetres and Nils moaned. Mr S waited, pulled out a bit and pushed even further in. It was the knowledge that it was nobody less than Mr S that was penetrating him that made Nils keep going – his ultimate sexual fantasy was coming true. Mr S repeated the movement a couple of times until he was all the way inside of Nils. Amazing, Nils thought to himself when he felt Mr S’s testicles resting against his own.

         When Mr S started moving inside of him, Nils closed in on his climax. When Mr S sped up and thrust his cock into Nils again, a little harder this time and without hesitation, Nils knew that he was close, but he tried to distract himself to make it last longer. Mr S was fucking him now and pushed Nils into the mattress with each thrust. He fucked him harder and harder. Nils took Mr S’s cock in his ass, took it like the man he was.

         Without even touching his own cock, without Mr S touching it, Nils emptied his seed over the mattress. Mr S kept fucking him. He moaned to the rhythm of his thrusts and sped up some more until Nils felt his ass being filled by Mr S’s load. Mr S let out a hoarse and primal scream as he slammed into Nils a couple of times more, so as to really squeeze out the last drops of cum.

         Nils couldn’t hold the weight of Mr S when he collapsed on top of him, so he was pressed down on the bed, on top of his own sperm. Mr S rolled over him and lay down on his back next to the wall. Nils cuddled up next to him, rolled over on his side and listened to the snores that were already leaving Mr S’s throat.

          
      

         What happens in the compartment, stays in the compartment, Mr S had said. And a lot happened in their compartment on their way up north. When they woke up the morning after – or, when Mr S woke up, as Nils hadn’t slept at all – Mr S was horny and ready to start over. His cock was erect and hard, just like Nils’s cock, which had been standing straight up in a similar way for hours.

         ‘Your turn’, said Mr S and turned around.

         Nils thought that he was joking, but then Mr S put his hands on his buttocks and spread them. His buttocks. Nils kneeled in front of Mr S, put his hands on his ass and spread the buttocks that felt just as soft and nice as he had imagined. Then he slid the tip of his tongue straight into his anus. Mr S tasted musky and smelled delicious. Nils licked him and pushed his tongue in as far as he could. He could feel the anus hug him back when he fucked the tight hole with his tongue and licked all the ass juices that he could get.

         He filled the hole with saliva and slid a finger in, then a couple more. He fucked Mr S with his fingers for a long time before spitting on his hand and lubricating his own cock, making it very slippery. Even if Nils had spent a lot of time warming it up, Mr S’s anus was surprisingly tight, and when he pushed the head of his cock into his ass, it was Mr S’s turn to gasp. Nils fucked him gently at first, but after a while he couldn’t stop himself from pushing all the way in. He pulled his cock out and pushed it in again. He started fucking faster and faster, while Mr S moaned with each thrust. Mr S was still spreading his buttocks and it didn’t take long until Nils was ready to cum, deep inside of Mr S’s ass.

         ‘Come on, elf. Fuck me – hard!’

         Nils screamed out his orgasm and Mr S moaned until Nils was ready to slow down, and pulled out.

         ‘Your ass feels so good, Mr S’, Nils said with a grin on his face.

         ‘Yours too, elf. And you have an amazing cock,’ said Mr S.

         ‘You too’, Nils said and laughed when Mr. S turned around. He hadn’t cum while Nils fucked him so he was as hard as before, as horny.

         Nils leaned over Mr S and took the head of his cock in his mouth. He sucked his cock just as he had when they had started, just as hungry as the night before, just as eager as when he had fucked Mr S in the ass. Mr S started moaning again, put his hand behind Nils’s head and dug his fingers into his hair as Nils kept sucking.

         Mr S’s moans grew louder and louder, and it was no surprise when he came in Nils’s mouth. Nils swallowed, and swallowed again, to be able to continue. He sucked and sucked until he couldn’t suck another drop out of Mr S – until he begged him to stop.

         ‘I’m glad you like my Christmas shot,’ said Mr S with a laugh.

         ‘The best one I’ve ever tasted,’ replied Nils.
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         Barrie woke up to the sound of music. Nothing new really, but yet – this morning it was different. He instantly recognised the cheerful melody and smiled.

         
            
               
                  “When I get older losing my hair,
      

                  Many years from now.
      

                  Will you still be sending me a Valentine,
      

                  Birthday greetings bottle of wine…”
      

               

            

         

         Images from yesterday flashed before his closed eyes: fitted suits, his nieces in their adorable little dresses, smiles, champagne, the works. His smile widened to a downright dirty grin when his thoughts turned to last night. Ragged breaths shed clothing, and sweaty bodies frantically moving as one. He forced his eyes open, rolled over and pushed a few pillows up against the headboard. Resting there, he studied the man by the baby grand through the open double doors leading to the vast lounge area. It had been a hassle getting that piano into the suite, but it was totally worth it. It’s not often one gets a private concert performed by a naked Jonathan Bartlett. Although if anyone did, it was Barrie.

         
            
               
                  “Give me your answer, fill in a form
      

                  Mine forevermore
      

                  Will you still need me?
      

                  Will you still feed me,
      

                  When I’m sixty-four?”
      

               

            

         

         Barrie wolf-whistled, howled and clapped his hands when the piano silenced. Jonathan turned around on his stool and smiled at him.

         “Well, will you?” Jonathan asked.

         “Will I what?”

         “Will you still need me, will you still feed me?”

         “Come here you.”

         Barrie patted the mattress beside him. Jonathan stood up and, in all his naked glory, sauntered over to the bed. He managed to untangle the sheets enough to unearth Barrie’s bare torso and snuggle up close, his long fingers immediately drawn to the ring through Barrie’s left nipple.

         Barrie kissed the top of Jonathan's head and pulled his fingers through the unruly mess of brown and greying curls. He wrapped his arms around Jonathan’s slighter – and these days slimmer – frame and hugged him tightly.

         “The girls looked gorgeous yesterday, didn’t they?”

         “You looked gorgeous.”

         Jonathan stopped his fiddling and looked up at Barrie with dazzling green eyes. Barrie could swear that at that moment, his heart skipped not only one beat but stopped completely. Everything came to a halt. That stupid idiot grin he couldn’t control when Jonathan looked at him spread all over his face again. He took Jonathan’s face between his hands and pulled him close enough to reach his mouth. All the hungry eagerness from last night was gone. Lust had been exchanged for tenderness when he placed a light kiss on Jonathan’s lips. He rubbed his nose against Jonathan’s, still grinning like a fool. He never tired of stroking Jonathan’s cheeks.

         There was something tantalising about the tickle of stubble beneath his fingertips. Tantalising and hot. Not hot like fucking Jonathan against the piano last night – although that was so hot he did need to do it again soon – or Jonathan wanking him beneath the tablecloth during dinner at his mum’s the other week. But hot. Hot enough for a tingling feeling to spread in his tummy. Hot enough for him to claim Jonathan’s lips again. Still not as frantically as last night but definitely with a purpose.

         Jonathan smiled ever so slightly; aware of the effect his mere presence had on Barrie. He opened his mouth and gave Barrie access to his tongue. Barrie was in no rush to take it any further than tongues meeting, he was quite content just exploring Jonathan’s mouth as if it was the first and not the thousandth time they kissed. In a way, every kiss felt like the first, and this one was like a new beginning. Barrie started stroking Jonathan’s back, drawing patterns along his spine, reaching almost down to his round firm bum. Once again, flashbacks from yesterday came before him.

         He was grabbing those bum checks hard, separating them and sinking into the divine tightness between them. Jonathan was moaning with pleasure. That stirring and tingling down below brought Barrie back from his reverie. He began to harden. Memories of good sex always turned him on. Kissing Jonathan most often did too. The combination? He wanted more than making out. Just then, as if he could read Barrie’s mind, Jonathan broke the kiss.

         “You didn’t answer my question,” Jonathan said.

         Barrie had to close his eyes and focus real hard to remembered whatever Jonathan had asked him. His memory was terrible at best. While making out and concentrating on his growing hard-on? Completely fucking useless.

         “Yes, I will feed you. You can’t bloody cook, and I’m not heartless enough to let you starve,” he finally blurted out, hoping he had remembered the right question and replied correctly.

         Jonathan slapped him jokingly. It was true that Jonathan couldn’t cook even if his life depended on it, and they both knew it.

         “And you’ve already lost some hair, but I’m still here so…“

         Jonathan pretended to be offended, breaking the embrace completely and sitting up in bed. Barrie saw the glittering in his eyes – they both enjoyed the banter – so he ignored the act and continued his speech.

         “Plus, if it isn’t obvious by now how much I need you, I don’t think you will ever realise it.”

         He looked down towards his now fully erect dick, nodded slightly and shrugged. As if a hard cock was the answer to everything. Which, in his world, it pretty much was.

         Jonathan sighed.

         “You are hopeless you,” he said.

         Barrie just grinned. It was true. He was hopeless. Hopeless, smitten and horny.

         “So?”

         “Do you ever get enough?”

         “Not of you, I don’t.” Barrie reached out, pulled Jonathan back towards him, and kissed him again. This time ferociously. He pressed his tongue in between Jonathan’s lips and explored his mouth once again. Jonathan pushed Barrie away, pressed his head back down on the pillows and straddled him.

         “Luckily for you, I find it very hard to get enough of you too.”

         Jonathan bent down and took Barrie’s nipple piercing between his teeth. Barrie suspected that Jonathan’s obsession with that little ring had become so bad that he would eventually end up ripping it out by accident. But Barrie didn’t mind. He loved that he had turned a slightly bi-curious vanilla man downright gay. They weren’t quite there yet, but Barrie was working pretty hard on getting his saintly to start talking dirty to him in bed. Jonathan had exclaimed ‘fuck’ when he spurted all over the keys of the baby grand last night, but in all fairness that could just as well have been out of pity for the poor instrument.

         Jonathan had turned to licking and sucking Barrie’s right non-pierced nipple, softly tugging at it with his teeth while shamelessly reaching down to grab his own cock. That was the last trace of straight in him, Barrie thought, that he had this tit thing going on. Jonathan couldn’t suck a nipple without having the urge to wank. Not that it bothered Barrie. Not at all. His very sensitive nipples enjoyed the attention, and there was very little – if anything – he enjoyed as much as watching Jonathan get off.

         “Let me see you touch yourself,” he breathed.

         Jonathan stopped his assault on his chest and sat up. He wiggled down a few inches and slid past Barrie’s by now aching dick. With every stroke on his own cock, his hand brushed against a part of Barrie’s package; a fingertip slid by his balls, a thumb traced a vein on his shaft, knuckles made contact with the tip.

         “That looks so so good,” Barrie whispered and started rolling his hips to meet Jonathan’s cock or hand every time it brushed by his hard-on.

         “It is,” Jonathan moaned.

         Barrie smiled with delight. Jonathan never had any problems with hearing dirty talk, but to have him answer was new. New and sexy as hell.

         “I want to feel that good too,” Barrie said as seductively as he could while pushing his pelvis up towards Jonathan again.

         The response was immediate when Jonathan reached out and grabbed Barries cock too. Expertly, he started working both their dicks in time. His skills as a pianist came in handy when he managed to gently rub his thumb over Barrie’s tip while at the same time massaging his own cock at quite a high speed. It was like keeping a melody with one hand and accompanying it with the other. Barrie licked his lips and moaned. Just watching Jonathan pleasuring them both was fulfilling and satisfying enough to make Barries impending orgasm approaching full steam ahead. He held back as much as possible and tried to think of boring things — pollution, terrorism, football – anything that kept him from ending this too soon.

         Letting go of both their cocks, Jonathan bent over and, while reaching for the lube on the nightstand, whispered “Baby, I love you so much. I want to make love to you” in his ear. It wasn't the “Barrie, you sexy bastard, I'm going to fuck your arse so hard you can't walk tomorrow” that Barrie was aiming for, but it was more than enough for him to comply. He was always the top in this relationship, but when the man of his dreams wanted to make love to him, what could he do? His heart ached almost as much as his cock did.

         “Fuck me,” he growled back.

         Jonathan moved in between Barrie's legs, reached in between his cheeks and started, spreading the cool gel around his entrance. Barrie almost felt like it was his first time even though he had had the pleasure of taking quite a few cocks up his arse, and he had to bit his lips so as not to start humming “Like a Virgin”. He doubted that would go down well with Jonathan. Instead, he leaned back and enjoyed the treatment. He grabbed his own cock and started stroking it lazily while Jonathan probed his entrance with first one, then two and finally three fingers. His long middle finger reached Barrie's hot spot deep inside, and when he moaned with pleasure, Jonathan smiled smugly.

         Barrie increases the speed of his hand movements signalling to Jonathan that he was more than ready. Carefully and tenderly, Jonathan sunk into him. Barrie moaned with pleasure as he was filled up completely. He started bucking his hips, and Jonathan began moving in time with him.

         "Oh God," Jonathan hissed through clenched teeth. Barrie knew the feeling. The first time you sink into someone's arse is genuinely a mind-blowing experience. No pussy could ever feel as tight.

         "Tight?" He whispered encouragingly

         "So tight. And so so so good".

         Barrie thought his heart was going to explode from the love he felt for this handsome man.

         "Oh babe, I love you,” he said, staring straight into those mesmerising emerald eyes.

         Not quite being able to keep a steady beat and sinking deeper with every thrust, it was obvious that Jonathan was already close. His movements were becoming slightly erratic and his breathing ragged and shallow. Moans and grunts escaped his lips, and his whole body started jerking towards Barrie's bum. Barrie grabbed his cock and with a firm grip started rubbing up and down the shaft. The sight must've sent Jonathan into overload, making him pump frantically into Barrie. With a few last hard thrusts, he started shaking as he moaned "shit" and shot off his load deep inside.

         He stilled with his eyes closed, and his teeth sunk so deep into his lower lip that Barrie thought he would draw blood. The look of pleasure on his face pushed Barrie over the edge too, and with a deep sigh, he released all over his stomach. Spurt after spurt of thick warm cum.

         Later on, as they stood newly showered and wrapped in fluffy white robes by the window, Barrie felt the need to talk. To say something. Something important. But he couldn’t figure out what. As always in those moments when his brain let him down, he commented on the weather or the sights or cars.

         “Not a bad view, huh?” he started.

         “I’m glad you filled that form out, Barrie…”

         Jonathan fiddled with the shiny and still unscratched platinum ring on his finger. He reached for Barrie’s hand and twirled the matching ring.

         “What? So you could go and rent the most expensive honeymoon suite in all of Paris?” Barrie joked.

         “Idiot. You know why,”

         “Yours forevermore, huh?”

         “Yeah well, I don’t think anyone will let us get away with divorce now, do you, Mr Bartlett?”
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         The road trip wasn’t his idea – it was Fred’s of course – yet he was the one driving down a dark highway through the desert. Driving back to LA from Vegas. What a dumb bloody idea. But Fred had insisted.

         “Imagine us in my old Pontiac, Joe? We’ll drive through Death Valley with the wind blowing in our hair and music blasting out loud. We can even stay in a motel along the road?” he had said.

         Joe remembered answering that Death Valley wasn’t on the way home – not at all – and that he didn’t do motels. Then Freddie had cheated and done his best sad puppy face, and that was it. They were going. And to be fair, it had been fun. At least during the day when the sun was shining, and Freddie was singing. And at sunset when they had stopped and chatted to the hippies camping out just on the edge of the valley – a bunch of young kids heading up towards Burning Man, smell of s’mores and colitas in the air, a cheeky make out session in the car before they headed off towards the coast. It was becoming increasingly dreadful now, though.

         Fred was asleep, no doubt exhausted after bouncing around like a rubber ball all day, and Joe himself felt a bit of a headache coming on. And his eyesight was a bit blurry. Even though he had his glasses in the glove compartment, he didn’t want to reach out and grab them. Even though Fred said it made him hot as fuck, he didn’t like them. Made him feel old. So he drove on with a snoring boyfriend, a dull headache and foggy eyes making him grumpy. That’s when he saw it, just a shimmering light up ahead in the distance, but he knew it must be a small town or at least a service station or something.

         “Thank God for that!” he exclaimed.

         Freddie didn’t wake up. He didn’t even move. He just snored away blissfully.

         “Enjoy it while it lasts you lazy sod, you’re driving on from here if we can’t stay,” Joe whispered affectionately.

         He couldn’t help but laugh out loud when he parked outside the slightly run down yet welcoming building on the outskirts of what had turned out to be a small village. His laughter rumbled and roared like thunder, and it woke Fred up.

         “Oi Joe, I was asleep. Had a very nice dream actually. Shut up.”

         Joe ignored the crankiness coming from his dazed and still not fully awake lover. This was just too funny. When Fred managed to pry his eyes open and read the pink neon sign, he too broke out in laughter.

         “This shit can’t be for real!”

         “Oh it is Freddie, it is. We have to stay here. I don’t care if we won’t ever be able to leave – I need to check in.”

         Without further hesitation, he grabbed his overnight from the backseat, got out of the car and, when Fred caught up with him and took hold of his hand, strode towards the entrance.

         It didn’t take long to pay for and check in to the only suite the hotel had to offer. They had said they would stay in a motel and going for the suite wasn’t entirely in line with that, but to be fair, they were rich boys used to a five star lifestyle. You can take the millionaire out of the Ritz, but you can’t really take the Ritz (and the glitz) away from the millionaire, so they settled for something which – at least in theory – resembled what they were used to. The Master’s chambers it was. Joe didn’t even bother trying to hide his amusement at the name of their suite. The quite cute receptionist – a tallish brunette with a slight Scandinavian accent – smirked at him when she handed over the keys with the simple phrase “Welcome to Hotel California”.

         “Such a lovely place,” he smiled and winked.

         “Such a lovely face,” Fred managed to get out in between fits of giggles.

         Freddie was still trying to contain his laughter when they reached the end of the corridor and Joe slipped the key into the lock.

         “This is the best place ever! Seriously, Joe, I told ya this was a great idea!”

         It made Joe’s heart swell to see his man so happy. Fred had his ups and downs as we all do, but his recent down was a bit worse than normal, and it was wonderful to hear his enthusiasm. A two-day road trip and a hotel with hysterical gimmicks seemed to be good medicine for depression. Joe made a mental note to take Freddie to wacko places more often. Just to see that smile. That smile widened again when they walked through the door. One look around the room and another cascade of giggles erupted from Fred. A mirror. Fixed to the ceiling. Just above the bed. Of course, they had a mirror up there.

         “We might as well order some pink champers, don’t you think?” Joe said as he dumped his bag on the floor, kicked off his shoes and threw himself on top of the ugly but somehow charming paisley print bedspread.

         “Nah” Fred was eyeing the room service menu.

         “Wait, let me guess…”

         “Ain’t got it. Not since 1969…”

         Laughter again. Joe reached out and pulled Fred down on the bed, wrapped his arms around him and effectively silenced the laughter with a kiss. Catching a glimpse of the two of them in the mirror, Joe couldn’t quite believe how hot Freddie looked while kissing him back ferociously. Maybe the Eagles related props weren’t all that bad, he thought to himself as he pulled Fred’s shirt out of the waistband of his jeans. He wanted to see the muscles play under Fred’s skin, wanted to see his own fingers caress that skin, wanted to see the movement of Fred’s pelvis pushing into him… That was it. A glimpse in the mirror, and he was hard.

         Fred broke the kiss.

         “You trying to seduce me?”

         Joe smiled up at him, innocently.

         “Who? Me?”

         Looking over his shoulder, Fred too studied them in the mirror.

         “Can’t blame you. I have a great arse.”

         “You do.” Joe playfully slapped him across the bum and grabbed his left cheek. “A glorious arse really.”

         “So do you.”

         “Fancy fucking it?”

         “Joe!”

         Joe felt just as smug as he looked in the mirror above him. Fred pretended to be offended by dirty talk, but the truth was it turned him on. Every time. It turned Joe on too. Saying things nobody though a decent lad with a clean-cut image would do was exhilarating and thrilling.
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