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CHAPTER ONE

The Incident
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When The Incident moved his hips, his dick flopped limply until it touched Charlie's hand. The Incident gasped first, then thought that made him look like a pansy, so he just grunted. He had a big dick, he knew there was nothing to be ashamed about.

He wasn't here for a happy ending, even if it was all he could think about now that he was here.

Charlie thought The Incident was so sexy he might not be able to resist. Luckily he got to grope all over The Incident's broad shoulders and six-packed abs because Charlie was a masseur—he kneaded the flesh of The Incident's muscles until he felt relaxed and smooth.

His real name was Robert, but he had sucked his teeth, ran his fingers through his jet-black hair, which was finely coiffed and brittle from treatment, and said to call him The Incident. 

"So what happened to you?" Charlie asked once The Incident was relaxed. "Was it a car accident?" The Incident's insurance was covering this massage, so Charlie knew there was a medical reason for it.

The Incident scoffed. "Man, it wasn't my fault, yo. But yeah," he said as he sucked on his teeth. "It was a car accident. My Porsche got rammed by some jabroni in a fuckin' Toyota, it was this black guy on my basketball team. His fault all the way, on account of he was pissing me off, yo, but the fucking college took his side and suspended me."

"Oh wow, were you hurt real bad?"

"Nah. I ain't no pussy, yo," The Incident said. His dick twitched as Charlie's hands touched his nipples. He didn't say anything. He didn't want to acknowledge it. "How long is this gonna take anyway?"

"Not long. It depends on how much of your body you want massaged," Charlie said. He smiled and again brushed up against The Incident's cock, which was just slightly erect. The Incident glanced at Charlie as though he picked up on the implication. But he didn't respond to it.

"Well, hurry up. I got shit to do tonight. I'm goin' out clubbin', man." He flexed all his muscles. "I need a bitch, yo."

"Uh-huh."

"I was in the hospital and shit." He ran his fingers through his dense, greasy black hair. "And I ain't have the chance to get to the gym. My doctor was sayin' I can't work out for like two months, yo, I ain't acceptin' that. I gotta tan too, y'know."

"You're already pretty tan-"

"'Pretty tan' don't get the bitches, yo," he said with an arrogant snort. "I gotta get real tan, y'know, lookin' good like a real man should."

The more he talked, the less Charlie liked The Incident. He was ungodly handsome, but he turned out to be even jerkier than he looked—and he looked like the spoiled rich villain in a surfing movie. Charlie couldn't deny that he was hot though. His muscles rippled beneath Charlie's touch.

"I see..." Charlie paused, then massaged The Incident's upper thighs, close enough that he could feel the man's pubic hair on his hand. It was dense and wiry and it had that coppery-hair smell that always reminded Charlie of sex.

The Incident scrunched his eyes closed tightly. He pursed his lips as though refusing to talk. 

Did he want a handjob? He lifted his hips as though he wanted it. He was putting himself in a perfect position for it. He had been talking about how he was horny and he needed a girl (or a "bitch", as he had put it). But Charlie wasn't quite sure.

So Charlie casually brushed his hand over The Incident's shaft again, and it twitched beneath his touch. The Incident grunted but didn't say anything.

That, Charlie thought, was a signal.

So he gripped his dick. The Incident clenched his teeth and shut his eyes even more tightly than before. It looked like he was going to pretend that this wasn't happening, or that it was happening despite his best efforts to avoid being this horny.

His muscles all tensed beneath Charlie's touch. Charlie used his free hand to keep on massaging The Incident's chest, rubbing his nipples and his six-packed abs. He had an Italian flag tattooed over his heart, which Charlie leaned over so he could lick the sweat off of.

Charlie wondered if he was actually Italian. He looked more or less Italian, but since he treated his hair and tanned his skin, it was hard to know what he "really" looked like. He could easily have been of Greek, Slavic or Hispanic descent, Charlie thought, but he was definitely trying to play himself off as Italian. He moaned in a lilting, singsong way, gestured with his hands and used the word paesano as he mumbled through his handjob. In addition to the Italian flag over his heart, he had a map of Apulia on his upper thigh—Charlie supposed that was where The Incident's ancestors supposedly came from.

"Shit..." The Incident moaned. "This is... Alright, yo, y'know... I don't, like... I ain't no paesano... Uh-huh... Yeah, okay..."

Charlie giggled and shushed him. The Incident wiggled, covering his face with his arms even though his eyes were closed as well. His whole body squirmed as precum flowed down Charlie's hand. The slightly spicy scent of The Incident's cheap cologne and the sweat behind it filled the air.

Both of Charlie's hands stroked his dick. The Incident gasped and bit his lip. His toes curled, and he sucked on his teeth again, like he wanted to criticize Charlie's handjob but couldn't think of a good reason to do so. He just mumbled something like, "yo, man... whatever..." with an almost hostile tone.

Then he snarled as his whole body tensed up at once. Sweat beaded on his muscles and that Italian flag tattoo as creamy hot cum sprayed over his belly. He shot a huge load, and he opened his eyes to watch like he didn't think it was possible. Cum spurted across his chest and onto that tattoo, some of it even making its way to his neck.

He moaned and leaned his head back. Charlie kept on stroking, massaging his dick with both hands, even as that massive slab of meat finally limpened. Charlie giggle as The Incident blushed and writhed.

Charlie didn't stop until The Incident made him do it. By then The Incident was blushing heavily, running his fingers through his greased back hair and dancing a little to an unheard beat as he jumped off the massage table.

"Thanks fo' that massage, yo," he said with a snort and a nod. "That was just... y'know, okay, then, okay, alright... I ain't..." He paused to put his pants on. "Yo, I could kick your ass, man."

"Oh don't be nervous, sweetie, I didn't mean to-"

"Nah, nah, nah, nah, I ain't nervous, don't say nothin'. I just, y'know, I ain't, like... Y'know, hey, I was just sayin', you know... I ain't threatenin' you or nothin'. But y'know, yo, I keep it real." He flashed some gang signs at no one in particular.

"Uh-huh."

"Don't you try and touch my dick. I won't let you do that, man. No way. Don't you try and tell people I did neither." He snorted and jammed his feet into his sneakers. He headed for the door without bothering to tie them. "So yeah, yo, you know... Shut up... uh... dork."

"Love you, sweetheart," Charlie said with a giggle as The Incident walked out the door. As he knew it would, that made The Incident turn around and stare daggers at him. Charlie didn't give him the opportunity to intimidate, he just slammed his door shut and locked it. He heard The Incident stalking around in the hall, breathing heavily, no doubt debating whether or not to prove his masculinity by breaking the door down.

But in the end, he just left, worried he'd be kicked off the basketball team entirely if he got in trouble. Charlie just giggled to himself and made a note to reach out to the nearby university basketball coach. He might be able to get some more business out of it.

He might even, he thought, be able to see The Incident again.
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CHAPTER TWO

Huckle
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Charlie worked both on his own back at the Happy Endings Massage Parlor and for the GHU athletic department. He was sometimes called in to the school to give a massage to someone—if a student's insurance wouldn't cover it but his coach wanted him to have it, they called Charlie in (and the school couldn't cover it themselves unless it occurred on school property).

So when he was called in, Charlie was glad to go. He usually got to rub down some sexy young buck—though last time it had been a female field hockey player, disappointingly enough—and they paid very well.

Coach Jefferson met him at the door, and led him through the corridors to the locker room. "His name is Huckle—his real name is Samuel, I mean, but they call him Huckle cuz they say he talks like Jim in Huckleberry Finn, which doesn't make any sense, they should call him Jim then. But they call him Huckle."

"Uh-huh."

"He strained his hamstring something fierce last week. He's been working at it, but he won't listen to reason and stay still. He wants to go out, y'know, he's buckstrong and wild." Then, before Charlie could even respond, Coach Jefferson opened the door to the men's locker room.

The basketball team was there. Charlie, as always, tried to remain professional. He pretended he had no interest in the dozen or so young men (almost all of whom were black) all dressed in jockstraps or even less. They stood there, or sat with their legs stretched wide, as though they each felt compelled to come across as comfortable with their nudity, and they wanted everyone to know that they didn't care who saw them that way. Their heavy cocks and low-hanging balls dangled, resting on the bench between their lockers.

They all hushed up as soon as Coach Jefferson walked in. Charlie got the impression that they had been talking about something that would make Jefferson angry, so they all got quiet.

Coach Jefferson grunted. "Don't think you foolin' anyone, boys. I know you was talkin' 'bout that Lisa Ann female." He snorted but didn't elaborate. A few of the players chuckled in a way that suggested Jefferson was correct.

"We was just talkin' strategy, coach."

They snickered.

"Yeah, just figurin' out our positions and y'know... how to play the game all together wit'out our balls touchin'," said one of the players, laughing with his friends. Someone imitated the sound of balls slapping against each other as they double-teamed a girl. Thwack-thwack.

"Jameen said he wanted sloppy-seventeenths-"

"I ain't say that-!"

The whole team erupted in laughter and jeering. Someone shoved someone else, and a fight nearly broke out. Coach Jefferson blew his whistle for quiet.

As they all jostled together, Charlie caught the stare of some of the players—most of them knew who he was, even if he hadn't massaged them all personally. He noticed one player sidle up behind another, seated player. The standing one quietly and unobtrusively lifted his massive cock and balls and flopped them onto the seated player's shoulders. Since they were all sweatily crammed into a small space anyway, the seated player didn't noticed the ballsweat smearing over his shoulder. No one else noticed either—only Charlie and Coach Jefferson were even in a position to see, and Jefferson was more focused on bellowing for silence.

He finally got the team to be quiet. That lasted only a second or two before Huckle—that was the lean, ropy-muscled forward who stood with his cock and balls on his friend's shoulder—twitched his dick. It touched his teammate's earlobe, and he shuddered, brushed it away like he thought it was a fly.

Only then did the sitting player realize there was a dick on his shoulder. "Ah, nigga! You got me-"

Everyone laughed. This was obviously a game of some sort, one that Huckle had now won. Again, a fight almost broke out but Coach Jefferson snarled and clapped his hands until they all fell quiet.

"I tol' you that game ain't allowed," Coach Jefferson said with his hands on his substantial hips.

The all looked at each other sheepishly. Someone spoke up, "Shouldercock ain't nonconsensual, coach, we all agreed, and some folks don't play-"

"No." He snorted. "You don't play that game no more. It's disgustin', it's gay and..." He glanced at Charlie, who blushed. Coach Jefferson paused. "I mean, there ain't nothin' wrong with it bein' gay. That ain't why it's disgustin'." It sounded like he was going to go on, but then he didn't. Charlie was certain that this part would have gone very differently if he weren't here. Coach Jefferson appeared at a loss for words because he was unable to speak his real thoughts.
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