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CHAPTER ONE

The Gigolo
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Paul placed a plate of sushi on the bar in front of the couple, who nodded at him but didn't pay much attention. She didn't look at him because she was focused on her man, Galeno. Galeno didn't look at Paul because he was a man on a mission. Paul might as well have been invisible.

Galeno used the chopsticks to pick up a piece of sushi. He popped it in her mouth and she squealed. Galeno smiled, showing off those dimples to die for.

Arousal filled the air, virtually radiating off the couple and making the whole bar feel like a bordello. Paul found it difficult to look away because Galeno was so handsome.

Paul worked in the Rockhard Country Club and he'd become increasingly certain that Galeno was a gigolo. The place was chock-full of women, more than most country clubs, and Galeno was usually with one.

He wasn't with the same one every night though. He cycled between them. He could, of course, have simply been a player; maybe he got laid a lot. Paul was jealous of those ladies. That didn't mean Galeno was a gigolo. But it was the only thing that really made sense to Paul.

Galeno never got "caught". After more than a year of constant womanizing out of the same country club, that seemed unlikely. Surely at some point, a woman he had been with previously would come in to the country club she was a member of. She'd see Galeno with another woman. Paul was pretty sure that had happened at least once, when he saw a woman coming in whom he'd seen with Galena a few weeks prior. But the woman had just shrugged at the sight of Galeno with a different woman.

So him being a gigolo made sense, that would explain it too.

Of course they could have just broken up, maybe that was why she didn't get upset. That was another reasonable explanation. Paul couldn't quite be sure. It simply violated everything he thought he knew about sexual interaction to assume Galeno could serially date every woman in this place and not spark any kind of jealous encounter or public breakup.

He didn't want to look like he was spying on them, so Paul didn't stick around at the bar. Galeno and his current woman were eating their sushi very slowly and would not likely order anything else. He poured a couple beers for one of the waitresses, then went to the walk-in to get more limes.

There was a woman there crying. She had scurried behind the wall separating the corridor from the bar and restaurant, so nobody could see her until they came up close. She had her face in her arm, buried against the wall. A loud choked sob came from her lips.

"Uh... Miss?" Paul came closer.

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said. She wiped her tears away. "I just... I don't feel quite like myself."
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"You don't need to apologize. If you want, you can sit in the pantry right there, that's even more alone than this hall. You can sit in the walk-in too, but that's pretty cold. You might not like it there," Paul said. "I love your necklace, by the way." It was just a glittery piece of gold, nothing special, but Paul thought she needed a pick-me-up.

"Thanks." She sniffled. 

"Is there something I can do to make you feel better?"

"Not unless you can turn into an employed man who's willing to be stepfather to three ungrateful brats," she said with a sniffle.

Paul shrugged. "I've never tried to turn into an employed man who's willing to be stepfather to three ungrateful brats. Lemme try." He closed his eyes and pulled on his ears like he was a silly kids' magician doing a trick. "Abracadabra!" He paused. "Did it work? Ah... no, I still don't wanna be a stepdad." He frowned at her. "Sorry. The answer is no, I don't have the ability to turn into an employed man who's willing to be a stepfather to three ungrateful brats."

She laughed through her tears. "Thanks for trying. I guess I should have mentioned you'd have to be willing to marry me too."

"You're just full of rules."

"I'd even be willing to forget about the stepfather-thing. I just want a man to take me seriously... I got stood up by this man as soon as he saw me and I told him I had three kids. We got along great online, we chatted for hours... And then he just snuck out on our first date. He said he had to go to the bathroom, and he disappeared."

"Oh... That's terrible... Look on the bright side: He could have been kidnapped by yakuza."

A smile flickered over her face. "You're silly. I'm Betty, and I-"

They were interrupted by an angry shout from the bar. Paul turned to look and saw Galeno watching as a woman stormed away. She had thrown her drink in his face. Galeno shrugged. He wiped his face off, then finished his sushi.

"Excuse me, Betty," Paul said. He hurried back to the bar to clean up the liquor that had spilled.

Galeno nodded at him. "Good evening," he said in that cloying Brazilian accent. "Sorry about the mess, senhor." Paul always thought Brazilian Portuguese sounded like Spanish spoken with a thick Russian accent. It wasn't the kind of accent that seemed obviously sexy, he thought, not like Italian or French.

But Galeno somehow made it sound right. He had long curly black hair that extended well past his shoulders, and dusky brown skin. His accent fit him like the tailored suit he also wore. His dimples mesmerized like a swaying cobra. The sight of those compelling brown eyes made Paul's knees weak, and the feel of his hot breath glancingly condensing on Paul's arm made him want to swoon into Galeno's powerful arms.

"Uh, so..." Paul glanced back at the corridor beyond which he saw Betty's shadow. Paul cleared his throat. "You're really into girls, right?"

Galeno scoffed.

"Do you... accept money from them?"

Galeno nodded. "That is why she left from here. She paid for one day, and she got it, for absolutely. I told her she must do payment for more time or I would leave," he said with a sigh. His accent stuck in Paul's ears and made him crave more. Galeno's soft skin beckoned. His English was good, not perfect, but perfectly wrong. Galeno made a kissy face and said, "She believed I had fallen into love with her."

"But you didn't?"

"I did. I fall into love with all women, no matter their size or age or shape. They have such beautiful flavors, and each one is a papaya of infinite sweetness. I could consume their tender womanhoods for hours, each one different but each one the same, and-" Galeno saw Paul's expression and fell flat. "Yes, I like women. But they must pay. I give them very much good love, it is worth it."

"So you'd... be with a woman whose kind of thick and maybe needs someone else to do her makeup for her?" Paul asked. Galeno nodded. Paul continued, "Well... I've got a client for you. What do you charge?"

"For a whole day? I would ask-"

"A day? What am I, a vicarious nymphomaniac?"

"O que você quer dizer?"

"Nevermind, no, not a whole day. Just... an hour."

He shrugged. "Two hundred dollars."

"I can do that," Paul said. He took it out of his tips for the day. It was most of his tips so far today, but he could handle that. The Rockhard Country Club paid pretty good, and Paul made tips on top of that.

Paul went back to Betty, who was preparing to leave. He smiled at her. "I found you a man."

"What? How?!"

"Well... Don't get attached, he's a gigolo," Paul said. "But I paid for him to satisfy you for an hour." Paul gestured to Galeno, who was getting up from the bar.

Betty blushed and her knees went weak. She couldn't stop giggling. "Oh, uh... He's... He's... a... Oh... I..."

Galeno came closer and took Betty's hand in his. She blushed. Galeno leaned in and whispered in her ear. "Isso não significa nada."

She swooned into his arms, and wrapped her hands around his well-muscled chest. Galeno's hand roamed up and down her back as he led her away.

They went to the disabled bathroom near the locker rooms. Paul went back to the bar, a little disappointed that he didn't even get to watch or anything. The bar was pretty quiet today. Nothing much to do. He sighed.

He went back to the disabled bathroom and put his head to the door. He couldn't help but snicker at the sound of Betty orgasming. You could tell she was having her pussy eaten, Paul thought. He didn't know how he knew that, but he could tell; that was a cunnilingus orgasm. He pictured Galeno's broad brown back muscles writhing as he lapped at her womanhood.

Paul wanted him bad.

That seemed virtually impossible though. Paul was trying to get this nineteen year-old caddy who worked at the club and had a delightfully perfect body. He was much more reasonable. He had as much as said he would let a man jack him off for an X-Box. Paul just needed to get him alone sometime, and he needed to buy an X-Box so he could make the deal whenever the time was right.

That nineteen year-old didn't work today though. Paul would have to wait for next week.

He snickered when he saw Betty stumbling out of there. Her hair was a mess—it had been a mess before, but now it looked like birds had built a nest in it. She was dazed, and she didn't even notice Paul. It looked like she was still orgasming a little bit, her whole body twitching with every step.

Galeno sat down. "Glass of water, please," he said. "I am thirsty." He smacked his chapped lips.

Paul gave him the water. "So, Galeno... how was it? Was she nice?"

He shrugged. "She was good. Thank you for the business."

"You're welcome. Do you...-?"

"Yes, I will be with men as well, but only on top and I charge fifty-percent more," he said. His accent was noticeably less pronounced when discussing money.

"Oh, so..."

"Three hundred dollars for an hour."

"Well, shit," Paul said. "I'd have never bought you for her if I'd known that. Will you be ready to go again at midnight? That's when I get off-"

He chuckled. "I am Brazilian. I can go again as soon as you wish," he said proudly. "We have, eh, the, eh... infinite manhood."

Paul blushed and giggled again. This time, his giggles had become flirtatious. Paul touched Galeno's bicep through his polo shirt. It flexed under his touch. Galeno smiled, showing off his dimples. Paul's knees went weak again.

Then a customer came in, and Paul had to make a drink. He left Galeno there at the bar. He was so excited he dropped the first glass, heart racing as he looked forward to his little rendezvous with Galeno.

Eventually midnight came, and Galeno had vanished. Paul was disappointed. He supposed that Galeno probably found a woman—a second woman of the night. Even if he charged men more than women, Galeno would probably always choose a female client over a male.

But still, Paul was hopeful that he'd land Galeno eventually. Obviously it was within the realm of possibility, he just needed to get the timing right. Really though, that was true of all men. If Paul got in there at the right time and with the right incentive, any hunk would swing downlow.

The bar gradually emptied out as midnight approached, and then Paul was alone. He cleaned up, exhausted, disappointed, more tired than he should be because he had been excited about getting it in the ass from a real Brazilian gigolo and now it seemed that wasn't happening.

But there he was.

Galeno walked into the bar, alone, looking substantially different than before. He had changed out of his fine suit and into a brilliantly colored sleeveless shirt made of something like nylon, below which he wore a pair of shorts that were the same color. They were too short by modern American standards, but they weren't "short shorts", they were just old-fashioned, Paul thought, or foreign—presumably typical of Brazil.

His hair was wet, his skin a little moist, whether from shower water or sweat, Paul couldn't tell. He was mesmerized by those deep brown eyes in which he lost himself.

"Hello," Galeno said. He kept talking, but Paul couldn't hear. Galeno ran his fingers through his hair. He lowered his head and kissed Paul on the lips. He picked Paul up and walked into the walk-in pantry that was around the corner, near where Betty had been sobbing earlier.

Paul was dizzy. He had been reconciled to the fact that Galeno wouldn't be with him, and now here he was. He smelled faintly musky, but with a clean, fruity scent.

He didn't know that Galeno had done this for him—Galeno had been hired by more than one man over the years, and he knew well how to appeal to them. While women preferred him in a clean suit like a businessman, men preferred him in a skimpy outfit to show off his muscles. Galeno had gone for a quick jog to get good and sweaty, then showered without soap—just rinsed off—so he would be musky while still smelling clean. If he had more time, he would have grown one day's worth of beard-stubble too and even let his chest sprout a layer of fur. But that would require more than an hour and three hundred dollars.

Paul felt like the heroine of a romance novel. He rubbed his face against the smooth muscle of Galeno's bicep, and his fingers danced over Galeno's chest.

Galeno deposited him in the pantry. It smelled strongly of rice and olive oil, with a tropical scent that was straight out of Brazil—was that the pantry? Or was that Galeno? Paul didn't know. He nuzzled Galeno's chest, his hands roaming under his shirt and lifting it over his head.

Paul was surprised at how passionate and involved Galeno was. A lot of times when he paid a man to jack off with him, the man acted like he wasn't involved, like he was just renting his body out for a little while. That was hot; Paul didn't mind it.

But Galeno was different. Galeno treated him like a woman who needed to be seduced, showered with kisses and affection. Galeno had no hesitation about kissing a man, it seemed, and his hands even explored Paul's body.

That was because Galeno was Brazilian. Like most Brazilian men, Galeno saw himself as so horny, so virile and so masculine that he could be aroused by anyone, and he did not see it as problematic to do anything at all with a man—except get penetrated. He thought nothing of kissing a man on the lips, or even licking that man's asshole like it was a pussy.

That was what Galeno did. He kissed a trail down Paul's slim, pale body, which trembled beneath his touch. Galeno tasted the tender sweetness of his skin, and pulled his pants down.

"Hmmm... You have nice... how do you say... uh... buttocks?" Galeno remembered the word ass, of course, but he knew it was sexy when he pretended to forget English words during the heat of the moment. "It is tasting of sweetness, yes?"

"Yes..." Paul gasped. He hadn't expected Galeno to lick his ass. Men didn't normally do that.

But to Galeno, this was little different than licking a vagina, which he did expertly and often. He enjoyed the harsh funkiness of it, the intense flavor, and the deeply rutting sensation it aroused within him. It was almost enough to get him hard even without a woman in the room.

He lapped at Paul's ass until it was good and loose. Then, pulling his face away, Galeno nodded and smiled. Paul was good and ready, both loose and tight at once. Paul was on all fours now, and Galeno placed his pinkie finger right there at the entrance to his asshole. He didn't penetrate him fully, just teased the rim, which made Paul cry out.

"Hmmmm... you feel so good, my little namorado..." Galeno said breathlessly, aiming his words directly into Paul's mouth.

The one thing Galeno didn't get to do to often was receive a blowjob. Few of the women who paid for his services were willing to spend time sucking on his dick. 

Galeno kept his finger at Paul's ass to keep it open and ready, stretching over Paul's back to reach it. That gave Paul enough room to pop his lips on Galeno's cock.

"Aaaaaaaaaah......." Galeno let out a long, cringing moan as soon as Paul's lips touched his dick. He could tell that sound excited Paul, so Galeno did it again and again.

A surge of pleasure hit him. Sometimes messing with Galeno could be clinical; it was a set-menu, a series of practiced actions he could perform in his sleep, each one bringing his clients to new heights of ecstasy. It was nice to do something new for a change, to pleasure somebody different than what he was recently used to. He moaned, glad he could be as loud and as deep as he wanted—that turned off most of the women who paid for his services, but not Paul.

His cock rocketed to full erection. It tasted clean from his shower, but with that funky aftertaste that Paul adored. He deep-throated it to the root, letting Galeno plow into his face. Paul didn't mind an aggressive dick in his throat, but Galeno, of course, didn't do that. Galeno casually and caringly humped Paul's tongue and the back of his throat.

"Ah, yes, you have such a soft, perfect mouth," Galeno said with another moan. He guided Paul's hand up to feel his nipples, and he flexed his pecs to make Paul croon.

Finally he felt a few drops of precum hit Paul's tongue, which Galeno took as a sign it was time to move on. He quickly pulled Paul up and had him bend over the shelves of the pantry. Paul gripped one shelf tightly.

"Oh god, stick it in me, Galeno!"

"Hmmm... Kiss me..." Galeno pulled Paul's head to face him, and he planted his lips tightly on Paul's. His cock drilled in to Paul's tight hole, which was still open because of Galeno's tongue and finger.

Paul yelped, fingers tightening into claws that dug at the shelf. Galeno gripped his shoulders and slid his dick in, inch by inch.

This was another matter that was better with men than with women—women rarely chose anal sex, and when they did, they rarely wanted Galeno to fuck hard. They liked a slow, languorous fuck, something they could experience without a single note of discomfort.
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