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      INTRODUCTION: MAKING ROOM FOR DADDY


      What is it about older men that some gay boys find irresistible? Is it the silver hair? The years of experience? The presumption of a fatter wallet? Or is it a deeper connection—say, a need for a father figure? Or a desire to be nurtured by someone older, wiser, more stable, and more protective? The answer, thankfully, varies from person to person, providing us with enough sizzling examples of intergenerational lust to fill an entire volume like Daddy Knows Best.


      Some say young men in search of a “daddy” to partner up with—sometimes for life, sometimes just for the night—are looking for someone to teach them. A daddy-boy relationship can provide a unique mentoring opportunity not found anywhere else. Because despite having a father who teaches you to throw a ball or explains how babies are made, there are certain things a young gay male can only learn from someone of his own sexual species. Which is precisely what eighteen-year-old Dylan finds out while whoring his way across the ocean in Matt Wiley’s “Cruising the Caribbean.” Ditto for the nameless narrator in Joe Thompson’s “Roles,” whose foray into the world of bondage provides some unexpected discoveries about his own sexual identity.


      For others, the search for a daddy may be about finding someone to provide for them financially, like the two “opportunists” who flirt their way into the home of a wealthy Florida man but end up with more than they bargained for. Such is the case with Adam L. Stuart’s “As Luck Would Have It.” Others find themselves going against their grain with an older man for the sake of art, as do young Matthew and Steven in Mark Wildyr’s “The Tattoo Shop.”


      But “daddy” relationships don’t have to be so calculated. Sometimes it’s purely about sex. There will always be young studs with dirty minds who simply think men get better with age. Older men are hotter. More confident. And more experienced than those in their age group. They know what they’re doing in bed, whether it’s Aaron’s best friend’s father in Jeffrey Hartinger’s “My First Summer Back,” Kevin’s father’s best friend in Natty Soltesz’s “Waylaid,” or the sexy alarm repairman in Ryan Field’s “Ring My Bells, Big Daddy.” For these horny guys, it’s all about getting off with the one who turns you on.


      Of course, the intergenerational highway is a two-way street. It’s just as hot when a mature gentleman seeks out the affections of a handsome young buck—unless it’s in the name of crime, as a horned up but downtrodden sap discovers in Landon Dixon’s “Lowdown.” But when everything clicks, as it does for the older couple who teach their young lodger a thing or two about passion in P.A. Friday’s “Mulled Wine and More,” the results can be truly magical.


      Unfortunately, it isn’t always wine and roses, regardless of your age bracket. Sometimes, despite the passion, love, and mutual admiration, the fragile connection created by the generation gap can prove to be too big a hurdle for some pairings, as evidenced in Mike Hicks’ “May-December Blues.”


      These are but a sample of the various couplings explored in this collection. Some are romantic. Others are raunchy. All probe the younger man-older man dynamic in sensual, graphic detail. Whether you’re in the market for a sugar daddy, a silver fox, or trying to heal your “Father Was Never Around” complex, you just might find what you’re looking for in Daddy Knows Best.


      Winston Gieseke


      Berlin

    

  


  
    
      MY FIRST SUMMER BACK


      Jeffrey Hartinger


      “Why aren’t you out there with the other guys?”


      I snapped out of my daydream and turned my head towards the voice.


      Mr. McAllister stood in the doorway bare chested, his sweaty gym shirt tossed over his left shoulder. His 6’4” frame looked even bulkier in the narrow door that connected his family room to the garage, which his four kids used as a hangout during the warm and healthy summer months.


      At forty-five years old he maintained his boyish charm, which was coupled with a burly manliness. He’d been my crush growing up, and while away at college, he’d become one of my main jerk-off fantasies.


      “Ah, I don’t know,” I replied. “I’m just thinking about stuff. Thinking about high school. And, well—going back to Brown.”


      He tossed his shirt into the hamper across the room then made his way to the other side of the garage, where he opened the running dryer and pulled out a fresh one. He pulled it over his head and let out a sigh. Then he came and sat next to me.


      “You know,” he said, “Bradley told me about your announcement last semester. I’m proud of you.”


      “Bradley told you? Or you heard it at some cocktail party?”


      “You’re right—a cocktail party,” he said with a laugh.


      At eighteen, I was pretty familiar with how things worked in my hometown of Warwick, even though I’d been out of Pennsylvania for the majority of the past year. The announcement was my coming out during the first few weeks of freshman year. I let my parents know first, then my friends, and the news quickly swept through the town.


      “They say you can tell when someone is gay, but I didn’t know with you,” he added after a moment’s silence. He adjusted his position, putting his right arm on the back of the couch we were sharing. He wasn’t that close, but I felt my heart race.


      “You didn’t? I mentioned it in my graduation speech,” I joked. “I suppose I was right when I believed no one was listening.”


      Mr. McAllister left out a hearty laugh as he tossed his sandy blond hair out of his eyes and put his arm on my shoulder.


      “Just have fun with it, buddy. That’s what college is all about …” His voice trailed off, as if he’d wanted to say something else but had stopped himself.


      I felt uneasy. His hand gripping my shoulder was making me uncomfortable—mostly because my cock was starting to grow and I was wearing gym shorts. I thought about that night a week before I left for college when I walked in on Mr. McAllister stroking his cock in front of the TV in the basement.


      It was around 2:00 a.m. Bradley was blackout drunk and slumped over in his room. I was merely tipsy as I crept down to the third or fourth stair and glanced around the corner. There was Mr. McAllister with his navy dress pants around his ankles and his white oxford unbuttoned all the way. His tie was on the sofa next to him and his eyes were fixed on the screen. I wasn’t sure where Mrs. McAllister was, but I didn’t care.


      His legs were arched and his hairy chest dripped with sweat as, for whatever reason, there was no air conditioner in the basement. The TV’s volume was so low I could hear every moan and whimper he made as his left hand vigorously jerked his nine-inch cock that was thick and full of veins.


      “Aaron? Bud?”


      “Huh?” Mr. McAllister’s voice snapped me back to the present. “Sorry. I guess the heat is making me spacey …”


      “Well, that’s one thing I remember from your high school days,” he said with a laugh, “you were always daydreaming!”


      “Aaron, what the fuck are you doing?” Bradley was yelling from the backyard.


      I got up, walked to the opposite side of the room, and screamed back through the open window. “I’ll be right out!”


      “Dude, we’re all going to Amelia’s. Call your mom and see if you can stay over. No homo, though!”


      While Bradley knew I wasn’t attracted to him, he found it hilarious to throw me a “no homo” whenever inviting me to crash at his place. Of course, he had no idea who I was attracted to. Or that I had a thing for older guys.


      “Yeah, ask your mom if you can stay over,” Mr. McAllister said. “Tell her it’s fine by me.”


      I smiled. “Thanks.”


      “It’ll be a guys night. Mrs. McAllister is at her sister’s in Philly …”


      With that, he grabbed a can of beer from the mini fridge and walked out the door.


      It was around 3:00 a.m. when I returned to the McAllister’s. Maybe 4:00. We’d all gotten drunk, and Bradley had decided to stay at Amelia’s. It wasn’t unusual for our high school friends to pass out or randomly sleep at one someone else’s house.


      “Well, well, well,” I heard as I walked in.


      I hadn’t expected Mr. McAllister to be at the foot of the stairs—but he was, so I went with it.


      “Hey. How are you?” I said awkwardly.


      “I’m doing good, buddy. I was waiting for you to get home. I mean, you and Bradley …” There was a sly smile on his face. “Where is he?”


      At that moment, I realized there was a reason I’d gone back to his place alone.


      “He’s a little drunk,” I slurred, “he’s just gonna crash there.”


      “My son? Too drunk? No …”


      I just stood there, both of us looking at each other.


      “Excuse me for a second,” I said.


      I made my way to the bathroom on the upper level, where I took a piss. And afterwards when I looked in the mirror, it occurred to me that I was finally maturing into the man I wanted to be. My face was finally becoming more masculine and, although it took a few years, my facial hair was growing at a consistent rate. I splashed some water on my face.


      Was Mr. McAllister acting flirty today? Or was it in my head?


      Either way, my hard dick was pushing through my shorts—and something needed to happen soon or I was going to cum right through them.


      I walked out of the bathroom and made my way into the kitchen. Mrs. McAllister always had some sort of snack or dessert on the table and tonight was no different, even though she was out of town. I dug my hand into some brownies and realized how drunk I was.


      “You doing OK up there, bud?” Mr. McAllister’s voice from the living room.


      “Uh, yeah … I’m doing well. How are you, sir?”


      “Oh, sir, is it?” he asked. Seductively? “Why don’t you come down here? I’ll turn off the TV.”


      “OK,” I answered shyly, wondering what was going to happen. I made my way slowly down the steps, just as I had the night I watched him jerk off. He was now standing in the living room.


      “You know, I saw you that night,” he said, as if he knew what I was thinking. “That night over the summer—right before you went away to school.”


      “What …?” I responded, nervously. “Were you reading my mind or something?” Stupid.


      “No, buddy. Your shorts were pretty much giving it away.”


      I looked down at my black Adidas mesh shorts: my cock was completely hard. I should have been embarrassed, but I wasn’t.


      “You saw me?” I asked.


      “Well, technically, you saw me.” He laughed.


      I looked Mr. McAllister square in the face. His bushy eyebrows were filled with sweat, and the scar to the left of his eye—although small and practically unnoticeable—was red from the summer heat and from being in the sun.


      He had opened his mouth, causing a smirk to sweep across his face.


      Was he gay? Was he bi? I knew he wasn’t completely straight. And I knew that regardless of what happened tonight, Mrs. McAllister wasn’t going to be impressed.


      I walked over and turned off the television. “Figured I would just do it myself,” I said.


      “Wow. Look at you. Already taking care of me, huh?”


      “I guess you can say that.”


      I walked over to him and, for the first time that night, noticed what he was wearing: a dark blue sweater that read canisius and super baggy sweatpants, which, for whatever reason, made me super turned on.


      “What’s ‘Canisius?’” I asked.


      “It’s where I went to school. In Buffalo.”


      “Buffalo, New York?”


      “Yeah, it’s where I’m from.”


      He smoothed out his shirt and looked up. Holy shit, he looked hot. So fucking hot. Why didn’t the guys I went to school with look this good?


      I tried to play it cool. Tried.


      “I like the sweater,” I said. “It’s nice.” He just looked at me. I tend to talk too much when I’m nervous. “What were you watching that night that I saw you?”


      “Porn,” he said, nonchalantly.


      “What kind of porn?”


      “Kink-wise? It was a gangbang flick.” When the tail end of his sentence slurred slightly, I could tell he was drunk, too.


      “With girls and guys?” I asked.


      “Actually, yeah. Four guys and a girl.”


      He put his masculine arm on the ledge of the couch, much like he had done earlier that day. I wanted desperately for him to make a move.


      “I’m just going to throw this out there, Mr. McAllister—but that sounds pretty gay to me,” I said, trying to hide a smile.


      “Yeah, maybe it is. Maybe I just like watching someone take a huge cock—guy or girl.”


      He laughed. As he stood up, he looked at me, and I realized once again how tall, masculine, and strong he was.


      My mind started racing again. Was Mr. McAllister into me or not? “Do you have a huge cock?” I asked. I was horny and drunk and feeling bold. I also didn’t know what else to say.


      “Are you kidding me?”


      Oh, shit. He was mad. He was being friendly, not flirty. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.


      “I—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I was just kidding.” I managed a fake laugh. He really looked pissed. But rather than make me fearful, it turned me on even more.


      “You know what you saw,” he said, not giving anything away. “What did you think of it?”


      “Do you want me to be honest? I thought it was amazing. And I wanted you to cram it down my throat so bad—to gag me with it. Is that what you want to hear, Mr. McAllister?”


      “I asked what you thought of the size.”


      “It’s fucking huge.”


      He grinned at me, got up, and grabbed me by the back of the neck.


      “That’s what I wanted to hear.”


      He led me across the room to the couch by the window. I glanced out, not really knowing why, and noticed that the sky was filled with stars. How beautiful, I thought.


      “Put your legs up,” he demanded, “and relax.”


      His forceful nature was really sexy. So much so that for the first time in my life, I let someone take complete control of me. Whatever he wanted I would do.


      Next thing I knew I was propped up and, once again, I was looking out the window. Mr. McAllister was rubbing my asshole.


      Were we actually going to have sex? Although I’d thought about it for the past year, I wasn’t quite sure if I was ready. And quite honestly, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take Mr. McAllister’s huge dick.


      “Uh … Mr. McAllister …?” I moaned.


      “Yes, handsome?”


      While I trusted him completely, I was still nervous. “Go slow?” I asked. It sounded more like a statement.


      “Yes, beautiful.”


      I braced myself against the couch. There was some fumbling around, and within a minute, Mr. McAllister was applying lube to my ass and working in a thick finger. When he tried to put in two, we both realized it was too much.


      “Wow,” he said, “you’re even tighter than I thought.”


      “I’ve never done this before,” I said timidly.


      He stopped fooling around, grabbed the back of my neck again, and spun me again. “You’re a virgin?”


      “Yeah … is that an issue?”


      He looked around the room for a second and then looked me in the eye.


      “No, not really—I just thought you’d sex before. Bradley said you had a boyfriend or something at school.”


      “Yeah, but I never said I had sex with him.”


      He looked away. Did he not want to take my virginity? Was it better for him if I’d been sleeping around?


      His 6’4” body caved in over me and he took me into his arms. I sighed, louder than I should have, and for the first time he put his mouth on mine.


      My cock instantly sprang to attention. In some sort of rhythm, I scooted my ass up and he cupped it in his right arm, all the while kissing me more and more passionately.


      “You’re beautiful. If only I were twenty years younger …” he said.


      “Nah,” I moaned. “I like you just the way you are.”


      Then it hit me: This is the father of my friend. He has a wife. He has a life. What are you doing?


      I looked back up at Mr. McAllister.


      You’re drunk. Who cares?


      I sighed, let the thought pass, and continued kissing him. This was all that mattered in the moment.


      He spun me back around and put two fingers in my mouth.


      “Suck on them,” he demanded.


      I sucked on his manly digits for a few minutes and then he spun me around, faster than before. I was now on my back. He scooted himself up, placed his huge cock at the tip of my mouth, and slowly relaxed down into me.


      “You’re not a cock sucking virgin, too, are you?” he asked roughly.


      With his throbbing cock in my mouth I shook my head no.


      His cock was larger than any I’d taken before and it went deep into my throat. But I wanted him. I needed him. As I took it even deeper, I grabbed his meaty ass with my right hand, pulling him deeper still—more so than he probably would have dared to go himself.


      He started to moan, and, out of nowhere, he screamed out, “Are you ready? I want to bang that hot, tight ass!”


      His enthusiasm caught me off guard, but I’d been waiting all night to hear it.


      “OK,” I said.


      “Are you ready to take this, buddy?”


      Within a few seconds, a condom was on his cock and he was lubed up. He started by working a few fingers into my asshole—then after a few minutes and tons of lube, he withdrew.


      “Here we go,” he said with a sneer.


      I was still on my back when his huge cock began inching its way into my ass. Even though I was drunk, it hurt as much—possibly more—than I’d expected it to. The first cock in your ass is not the best feeling right off the bat.


      “Ah, ah, ah …! Oh, Mr. McAllister! Please … go slow!”


      He kept going and going and going. Then when I thought I couldn’t take it any longer, he glanced down and slowed a bit.


      “I’m sorry, buddy. Are you OK?”


      It was just starting to feel good. “Slower,” I gasped. I didn’t want to cum and I’d been close from the minute he’d started plowing me. “Please …”


      I reached up to touch his face. As I did so, my arms lifted off the couch and he pushed further into my ass, pinning me down as sweat poured from his body. He dipped low; his lips were almost touching mine. “You know,” he whispered, “you were the one I was thinking about when I was stroking my cock that night.” I tried to break from his grip so I could grab my own cock, but there was no way I could get away from his strength. “That’s what got me off—you know that, right? The thought of you watching me?”


      That nearly pushed me over the edge. Fuck, I thought to myself, I’m going to cum without even touching my own cock …


      “Too bad Bradley called you from upstairs,” he said, still whispering. “Or this could have happened sooner.”


      He continued pumping me for a few minutes, and right when I was about to cum, he slowly withdrew from my ass.


      “I love looking at that beautiful face, but I’ve been dying to fuck you doggy style—think you can take me?”


      I couldn’t say anything but “yes.”


      Mr. McAllister began propping me up on the couch, but then appeared to have a change of thought. Grabbing me by the hand, he pulled me off the couch and led me out of the room. “Come on,” he said, “let’s go to a place where no one will hear you scream.”


      As we walked through the house, he continued holding my hand but walked in front of me. His ass was perfectly defined: meaty, muscular, and hairy. His years of playing sports—mostly hockey and lacrosse—still showed even though it had been twenty years since he’d graduated from college.


      I think Mr. McAllister wanted to plow right into me, but the minute we reached the garage, I dropped onto my knees and attempted once again to take his entire cock into my mouth. As I gagged on it, I played with his hairy balls while managing to look up at him. He was in complete ecstasy—and knowing that I was the cause of it was such a turn-on.


      “Yeah, wrap your sweet little lips around my cock, baby. You might be used to college dick, but you’re gonna take the dick of a real man. Are you ready?”


      I pulled his cock out of my mouth just enough to say that I wanted him to bang the fuck out of me. He grabbed me by the jaw with his right hand and jerked my head upwards.


      “Do you realize what you just said?” he asked.


      “Yes, sir—I said I want you to bang the fuck out of me.”


      Within seconds, the condom was on again and—much faster than before—Mr. McAllister was balls deep inside me.


      “Holy shit!” I screamed out, hoping it was true that no one could hear me. Almost instantly, his large hand clasped over my mouth. I screamed as loud as I could, but my sounds were muffled by his hand—and eventually by the pillows on the garage sofa.


      He fucked me for about ten minutes, during which my moans became as loud as my screams, and suddenly I could feel Mr. McAllister tensing up. He was about to cum.


      He stopped for a minute, rubbed my back, then pushed me down so I was completely on my stomach and slid into me all … the … way.


      “Ahhhhhhhhhh …!”


      It felt so good having every inch of him inside me. And being pinned down, his huge body thrusting into me, made it that much hotter.


      “Oh, Aaron—you’re the best fuck I’ve had,” he moaned—and with that, he withdrew his dick and spun me around on the sofa.


      With his right hand, he grabbed my neck and held me in place while his left hand was jerking his cock and bringing it closer to my face.


      “Open up. Hurry!”


      My mouth was already open. I grabbed Mr. McAllister’s balls and felt his stream of cum shoot into my mouth, filling it completely.


      I looked up at him and he pulled me into an embrace, kissing me and patting me on the ass.


      “When do you go back to school?” he asked after a full minute, still panting.


      My mind went blank. When was I going back to school? What night was it? The biggest thought in my mind was … When am I going to fuck Mr. McAllister again?


      “I’ll be around for a bit,” I told him.


      “Good,” he said. “I’ll turn you into a man before you head back there. Sleep tight.”


      “Uh, but Mr. Allister …? I didn’t cum.”


      “And your point …?” he asked.


      He stood there in silence. I began jerking my cock. He winked at me and walked out the garage door, shutting it behind him.

    

  


  
    
      THE TATTOO SHOP


      Mark Wildyr


      The boy pressed a fine Mediterranean nose against the glass while his bright, brown eyes skittered over the patterns in my window display. His handsome features sharpened with interest as he spied the ornate tattoo design he had raptly studied so many times before.


      I knew neither his name nor his origins, but I had watched him ripen over the past months. He’d emerged from his skinny phase last winter when his shoulders abruptly broadened. Spring saw the flaring of his ribs and a pleasing definition of the torso. Spindly legs and his fetching posterior filled out pleasantly to stir my imagination.


      Of course, the flawless olive flesh of his face and arms really claimed my attention. That organ, the human skin, was my life’s work, the object of veneration among generations of the Balzac family, all dedicated body artists. Zadoc is my given name, although there is only a trace of the Semite in the line. The Zadoc Balzac before me and the one before him and his antecedent had all been eastern European masters of the art: Titians of the tattoo, Michelangelos of the motif, Botticellis of the body.


      For two long years, he had come from nowhere to peer into my window. Two years during which he built his courage and awaited the legal age of eighteen. And when he crossed my threshold at last, my first challenge would be to turn him away from the great Prussian eagle that had obviously claimed his heart. I must seduce his mind with something small and sedate to be shared between us, not a huge, garish, disfiguring brand. I relished the coming duel.


      Alas, this was not the day. Reluctantly, the beautiful youth pushed away from my glass and dashed across the street in an unconscious display of manly grace that left me weak with palpitations. So I returned to the never ending process of sterilizing the old-fashioned tools of stainless steel that had been handed down from my father, as was the equally archaic bell over the shop door, which chose to ring at that moment.


      My heart leapt with joy and constricted with sadness when I saw young Matthew in the doorway. He had first entered Balzac’s Fine Tattooing five years back when he, too, was but a teen. Unfortunately, the tattoo he chose exceeded his financial grasp. Casting about for a way to achieve his heart’s desire, an oriental dragon draped across his broad back, he somehow perceived my secret and proposed partial payment in cash with the remainder rendered in “personal services.” When I accepted, he shyly exposed a rampant adolescent penis. Average sized, it was easily swallowed. For the second tryst, he gave me what I truly desired—he mounted my quivering body and fornicated quite enthusiastically. That arrangement has survived to this day and was the reason for my joy.


      My depression was spawned by the young man’s addiction to ink. It happens occasionally, although the reason is never the same. Matthew covered himself with elaborate decorations to hide his low self-esteem. Alas, he merely revealed it to the world. To refuse him additional tattoos would merely drive him to another shop. Today, when I finished his latest addition, he obligingly reclined on the table and spread his legs. Unable to demand what I truly craved because of the fresh tattooing, I settled for a taste of his strong, pulsing cock.


      In early summer, when searing heat vied with the unrelenting spring winds going through their annual death throes, I spotted the boy across the street watching the shop. Intuitively, I understood our wait was at an end. He touched the hip where his wallet rested, drew himself erect, and stepped off the curb. At last, I would caress that beautiful flesh.


      He paused to glance yet again at the Prussian eagle before easing through the door and drawing to a hesitant stop. After two years of anticipation, he flashed an uncertain smile and then pointlessly examined the dozens of patterns and photographs of tattoos adorning the walls.


      “May I help you, young man?”


      “Uh, yes, sir. I was wondering if I could get a tattoo? I like your work.”


      “Thank you. Whether or not you may have a tattoo depends upon several factors.” His face fell. “I will need some information. For example, your name.”


      “Uh, Steven. Steven Pales.”


      “How do you do, Steven. My name is Zadoc Balzac.” I offered a hand and made first contact. His grip was pleasingly firm; his hands were somewhat rough as if he labored for a living. With difficulty, I drew myself back to business.


      “First, I must have proof of age. As the sign in the window says, you are required to be eighteen to get a tattoo without parental consent.”


      “Yeah, sure. Driver’s license OK?”


      I scanned the little scrap of plastic, greedily devouring the information that turned a charming waif into a vital individual. He had turned eighteen no more than a week earlier. Five ten and a half, one fifty, brown eyes, brown hair. Even his picture was fetching, something rare for a state document.


      “Very good, Steven. Now tell me why you want a tattoo.”


      He gave me a peculiar look. “Because they’re beautiful.”


      Patiently, young Steven answered my questions. He had no allergies. No dermatitis, eczema. He was not diabetic and had imbibed no alcohol within the past twenty-four hours. He denied drug use altogether.


      When finished, he led me to the Prussian eagle, frowning in response to my grimace.


      “What?” he asked.


      “That is very ambitious. Although you show excellent taste, I can hardly recommend that you commit yourself to such a large tattoo when you have no experience with them. What if your skin does not react well to color pigments? What if you simply get tired of it?”


      “No way!” he exclaimed confidently.


      “That tattoo, rendered in those dimensions at any rate, is quite expensive. Perhaps we should experiment first. Permit me to suggest a small tattoo in a private place where you can it view for a few days. In that manner, we can observe your aesthetic, as well as your physical, reaction to it. You must understand, Steven, tattooing is not for everyone. Not even for everyone who believes he wants one. A small one as a test, please. It is a prudent thing to do, and you appear to be a prudent young man.”


      The boy’s frown alarmed me. Perhaps he would abandon me for some fly-by-night shop across town. “You sound like you don’t want to give me one.”


      “Believe me, I have seen more than my share of regrets. Candidly, I would never drape that beautiful eagle, the symbol of Royal Prussia, across your chest or back until I know your system can tolerate it.”


      “So what do we do? Put a skull-and-crossbones on my arm?”


      “I suggest a small tattoo, perhaps of your favorite animal, on your hip or buttock. Somewhere no one can see the design unless you choose to reveal it.”


      He pursed his lips. “On my butt?”


      “Or hip. Although the cheek would be better. More private. Smoother skin. Less hair, so no shaving is required. If you’re modest about your person, we can drape you with—”


      “It’s not that. I just never thought about drawing on my butt.”


      Charming! Adolescent reticence, adult nonchalance. My pulse quickened.


      “Perhaps there is some symbol that is special to you.”


      “You mean you can freehand it?”


      “Yes. You describe it to me, and I will render it on paper before it is transferred to your fetching butt.” I chose the words deliberately.


      He slapped his cheek. “Here, right?”


      “Right on the dimple.”


      “My mom’s got a little Indian blood, and her family had something to do with wolves. Their totem or something. Anyway, she collects ceramic wolves. Can you do a wolf’s head?”


      In moments, I had sketched a fierce lobo. He examined it critically. “It’s good, but it’s not quite right. She’s got this quirky sense of humor. Always laughing about things. Can you make it … I don’t know … goofy?”


      The beast became less fearsome when a long, red tongue lolled from the side of its mouth.


      “That’s it! Can you put that on my cheek?”


      My excitement was so great I feared I’d botch the job. The handsome Steven moved to the privacy of the back room to disrobe. He hesitated momentarily, and then slipped out of his jockey shorts, nearly sending me into heart failure.


      His flesh was as I dreamed it! Creamy, smooth, unscarred, unscathed, innocent. A dark brown bush cushioned his long, flaccid male member. I had hoped it would be intact, but true to the American idea of health and hygiene, the foreskin had been removed, exposing a heavy, bulbous glans.


      Free at last to lay hands on the long-coveted flesh, I began the preparations. The skin of his left cheek was tight and properly lubed with natural oils. Perfect! After spraying the area with an antiseptic solution and covering it with a thin layer of petroleum jelly, I fought the distraction of those magnificent twin globes staring me in the face as I carefully drew our loopy canine, managing to turn my touch into subtle caresses. Then, cursing the need for protective gloves, I began the process of outlining the wolf’s head with needles.


      He flinched a few times, making it natural for me to place my left hand over his hip for support. My fingers reached deep into that rich bush, the tip of my index resting gently against the root of his manhood. I feared the heat of his touch would melt my latex shrouded digits.


      I built the wolf’s head slowly and exactingly. To counter the dark nature of the design, I added light touches of ochre to the fur, a subdued green to the eyes, and a rollicking red to the tongue. By the time I finished, my supporting hand had worked deeper into his curly nest. My middle finger rested between the bottom of his penis and his wrinkled sac. At the realization, my erection rose to press against my protective apron.


      Then I couldn’t help myself—I placed my right hand on his other cheek, one finger resting on the long curve of his crack, as I examined the finished product, a design no more than two inches square. Taking pity on Steven, who was putting a crick in his neck in an attempt to see his new prize, I pulled him from the table and showed him a full-length, three-way mirror. He tucked his shirt up around his chest and stood naked from the waist down, the most attractive, sensual, alluring young man I ever had the privilege of seeing. It could have been my imagination, but his heavy cock seemed slightly engorged, perhaps from my touch. He preened, turning this way and that, a more erotic display than any film I had ever observed.


      “It’s great!” he breathed. “Perfect. I love it, Mr. Balzac.”


      I made a tentative move. “You may call me Uncle Zadoc, Steven. Most of my younger customers call me that. It’s so much better than Mr. Balzac, isn’t it?”


      “I … I guess so.”


      “The wolf is attractive. Perky. Risqué. Yet not intrusive. You’ll have something to show your lady friends.”


      “Yeah, if I ever get one.” He admired his tattoo in the glass. “You like it?”


      If only he knew. “Absolutely. But there are some things you must know about your new tattoo. First, you must recognize that it is an open wound.” He continued to admire himself as I described the aftercare.


      “If you have any problems, see me at once,” I concluded.


      Those fine brown eyes sought out mine earnestly. “When can I have my eagle?”


      “Have some patience, young man. You need to visit me every two or three days so I can measure your healing. I will tell you when you are ready to consider a second tattoo.”


      Steven paid me for my work, a slight frown tugging at his face as he counted out the bills. He was beginning to get the idea that the Prussian eagle would be expensive.


      He had consented to some photographs after I explained I kept a visual record of my work. I took the last from a more remote distance to capture all of his secret parts, and that night, I masturbated over the erotic images in the privacy of my upstairs apartment.


      My shop, my art, my very existence became simply distractions to be endured until the boy appeared once again. It was only two days, but it seemed eons since last I beheld the toothsome youth who was fast becoming an obsession. Yet here he was, more confident, smiling, offering me a strong hand.


      “Hi, Uncle Zadoc,” he greeted me.


      “How do you do, Steven. You are smiling. I take it you are pleased.”


      “You bet. Haven’t had any trouble. You want to see?”


      I smiled. “Let’s go in the back and have a look, shall we?”


      The boy strode past me, emboldened by his growing familiarity with the shop. “I sure do like your work. I’ve looked at all the shops in town, and nobody can hold a candle to you.”


      “Thank you, my boy,” I tried and failed to shed my ingrained European formality. “That is a compliment I shall treasure forever.”


      To my delight, the youth shamelessly shed both his trousers and undergarment. I was struck anew by the simple beauty of the nude male form, so full of flowing lines and planes. And here it was at its best. Even the boy’s genitals were handsome, something rare in my experience. The flesh of his manhood was smooth and lightly veined. The head was large and clean and graceful in form. The thick pubic hair made a perfect frame for the cock and the high, tight balls peeking from beneath the shaft.


      I ordered him up on the table. “Let me take a look.” Once again, I steadied him with a hand on his hip, the tickle of pubic hairs titillating me unreasonably. Without gloves, his touch was silken, satiny; the pubes—so often coarse and wiry—were soft and pliable. I fussed and muttered and made a show of examining the healing wound in order to prolong contact. “Yes, it’s coming along nicely. I believe your system tolerates the dyes well.”


      “Does that mean I can get another?”


      I moved my gaze to those open, expressive eyes filled with desire. Alas, his want was different from mine.


      Leaving my hand on his hip, I answered, “Allergic reaction to dyes sometimes occurs up to a year from the time they are introduced into the skin. It is rare, but it does happen.”


      “I’ll be all right,” he said with the unconscious arrogance of the young. “Can I get the eagle? The Prussian eagle?”


      “We’ll see. Remove your shirt.”


      In moments, the youth was naked except for his socks. My senses almost failed me, overloading on masculine human perfection.


      “Were you considering your chest as the eagle’s aerie?” My fingers tested the broad expanse of flesh. “Good resiliency. Smooth. It will not require much shaving.” My fingertips continued what could only be termed a caress.


      He brushed his own chest and chuckled. “Not a hair in sight. Yeah, the chest. Or maybe the back.” He jerked his chin over his shoulder.


      I walked around behind him and almost permitted a gasp to escape me. His back roiled with unexpected muscle definition. “If you are bound on the eagle, then this is its proper place.” I placed both palms across the span of his back. The muscles twitched. “But it is a rash decision.” I moved back in front of him, sweeping his nude body with my eyes.


      “Why? I’m ready. Ready as I’ll ever be.”


      “It is a financial commitment as well as a personal one.”


      His exuberance slipped and virtually disintegrated when I quoted the price. “Wow. Didn’t know it would be that much. I … I might have to wait awhile.”


      “Perhaps you should invest in a more modest design.”


      “Like something on my arm? Or were you thinking of the other cheek?”


      “No, your hip. Or your groin, perhaps.” I pushed him flat on the table as I spoke. “Here is a good area.” I touched the spot above his appendix. “Or here,” I said, brushing a delicious place an inch below his navel. Fearful of losing control, I pulled my hand away.


      But lacking the self-discipline to stop, I fingered the upper edge of his pubic hair. “I have hidden a mischievous elf in the cover of such private bushes. The boy flinched. I touched the top of his recumbent cock. “I have decorated a man’s penis.”


      The boy’s muscles froze, but I had lost all self-restraint. I lifted his manhood and laid it upon his belly. “I have even decorated eggs such as these.”


      He broke, but not before I noticed his cock growing slightly. Bounding off the table, he grabbed for his clothing. “I … I gotta go. I’ll have to think about it some more.”


      Cursing myself for being an undisciplined fool, I closed the shop and fled upstairs to masturbate while the youth’s seductive image was fresh in my mind.


      I considered myself fortunate when Matthew loomed in my doorway the next afternoon, begging “Daddy” for more ink. Without wasting time on courtesies, I dragged him into the back room, stripped us naked, and bent over the table, conceding the young stud an advantage. I would receive no payment for this session beyond what he was delivering now. Ah, well, it was adequate. Quite adequate.


      Steven showed up at the shop a week later, ducking his head in greeting and shifting his weight awkwardly from foot to foot. “Hi … uh, Uncle Zadoc.” There was a false brightness to his greeting. He slapped his hip. “Tattoo’s doing great. It’s healed now, I think.”


      “Good. No complications?”


      “No, sir. No trouble at all. You wanna see for yourself?”


      “I will be happy to examine it for you.”


      My anticipation was somewhat dimmed when he did not remove his trousers, merely dropped them to his thigh. He rolled onto the table on his side and presented his cheek for my examination. I fingered the flesh in what I prayed passed for an impersonal manner.


      “Yes, it has healed nicely. Your system tolerates the dyes quite well.”


      “Can I have another one?” he asked cautiously. “I … I think you’re right, though. I need to think about the eagle. So maybe,” he eased over on his back and pulled up his shirt. His nether regions were as seductive as ever. “Maybe something here, like you said.” He touched his pubic bush near the hip. “Or here.” He moved to the spot below his deep navel.


      My hands, seeming to act on their own, followed his finger to touch each spot reverently. “This one will require some shaving.” I rubbed the fine hairs between my fingers and moved to below his belly button. “However, this one is virgin.”


      Blushing at my choice of words, he asked, “Is that better?”


      “Unsullied is always better.” I licked my lips. “Have you considered here?” I asked, laying my palm over his manhood. “It is sensitive, so the pain will be more intense.” Grasping his cock in my fist, I was gratified as it firmed and pulsed to his cardiac rhythm. I shifted my gaze to his great eyes, full of so many emotions: doubt, fear, uncertainty … and growing excitement.


      “Is … is this what you wanted, Uncle Zadoc?” he whispered huskily.


      “I had hoped that it’s what you wanted, Steven. Do you?” I slid my hand down to the root of his now tumescent cock.


      He captured a full lower lip between clean white teeth and nodded shortly. A loud gasp escaped him as I lowered my head and licked the bulbous end, marveling at the taste of his pristine flesh. His shaft had a hard, vibrant quality as I opened my throat to accommodate his ample bulk. In the vernacular of the land, he was hung, my young Steven. I swallowed him and came up for a breath and then took him again, sliding down to the root of the throbbing organ.


      His legs scissored involuntarily when I took his balls in my hand, kneading them gently like very large marbles. I almost laughed when he mumbled, “Oh, Uncle Zadoc!”


      I came off his hard, hot cock and slid my lips down to his stones, licking and picking up a faint muskiness. I tore the trousers from around his ankles and spread his legs wide, kissing the sensitive spot behind his balls. Unprepared for this, he clamped my head between his legs, and never had I seen such a magnificent prison. Young flesh. Young muscles. Young balls.


      When he released me, I moved to his long, hairless torso. He tensed again, and then gradually relaxed as I ministered to his chest and belly. His hungry cock pressed against my cheek as I suckled at his navel, and I turned my head to capture his glans, once again sliding down that long shaft. His innocence was not conditioned to such erotic treatment. He gasped aloud as his muscles flexed. The balls in my hand moved. And then his fresh, tangy cum flooded my mouth.


      Steven writhed beneath my touch, pumping, thrusting, erupting, spewing. I knew without question this was his first oral experience. No matter what else he had done with a friend or a girl, this was the first time he had ever spewed cum into a warm, living mouth.


      “M—man,” he wheezed, tugging his shirt down to cover as much of himself as possible in the inevitable embarrassment of the aftermath. “That was something!”


      “That, my dear Steven,” I said with a wan smile, “was oral copulation as practiced between two adult males. And you were fantastic.”


      The boy swallowed and turned on his side in a sort of protective manner. “So, what about the tattoo?”


      “Steven, I will render whatever tattoo you desire.”


      “I want the eagle—on my back. Up on my left shoulder. Uh, you can make it smaller if you want. I … I’ll have to make payments. I don’t have enough for the whole thing. Maybe you can outline it and then fill it in when I can come up with—”


      “Do not concern yourself. You have the means to pay for my skill. But I want more of you, my young friend.”


      This flustered him. “More? You took all there was, right down to—”


      “You misunderstand me. I want you to perform a different service. I will do what we did a moment ago if you wish, but I want to feel you atop me, inside me.”


      The eyebrows disappeared into the lock of hair lying over his forehead. “You … you want me to fuck you?”


      “Precisely. That is a good, simple word. ‘Fuck.’ Short and to the point. Yes, I want you to fuck me like the man you are.”
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