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CHAPTER ONE

 


The night Anton and Digger decided to turn Leo would
haunt Anton throughout eternity. He hadn’t wanted to turn him that
soon. He wanted to think about it and talk it over with Leo to see
if he was ready to become a vampire. Anton wanted Leo to make the
choice.

Of course Digger shrugged and laughed it off. Digger
acted on impulse and made all his decisions without taking
consequences into consideration. He’d wanted to turn Leo much
earlier and Anton had been the one who had refused.

Anton hadn’t expected to fall in love with Digger and
Leo at the same time. He knew Digger and Leo hadn’t expected they
would fall in love with each other, and with him. The concept of
three so completely different men loving each other this way could
only be described as complicated at best under normal
circumstances. When two of the lovers were vampires, it went beyond
complicated and veered off into pure unabashed confusion.

On the night they were returning home from the
nightclub where Leo had just won first prize for having the best
ass in the gay bar, their three-way relationship changed forever.
If that truck hadn’t come from nowhere on that dark empty street,
or if Leo hadn’t walked into the middle of the street without
looking, there would have been time to talk and plan and organize
the future in a more coherent way. Leo would have had time to
adjust to the idea of being a vampire and maybe his transition
wouldn’t have been so intense and violent. Anton had never
witnessed a turning as extreme as Leo’s and he hoped he never would
again.

There were nights after the accident, and after
they’d turned Leo, where Anton and Digger would talk about what had
happened and shake their heads. Digger remembered it differently
than Anton, which would always be the case. Digger didn’t remember
the exact details, or didn’t want to remember. Maybe he hadn’t been
paying attention, which Anton knew wouldn’t have been unusual.
Digger didn’t even recall Leo lying in the middle of the street
dying, with his leg severed; losing so much blood he could barely
speak.

Anton would never forget that night, not a single
detail. If he closed his eyes, he could still see Leo looking up at
him and saying, “I love you guys. I think I’m dying, Anton. I don’t
think I’m going to live.” Anton would never forget when Leo begged
him and said, “Hold me tighter, Anton. Don’t let me go. I love you
both so much. Hold me. I’m so scared. I can’t feel my leg anymore.”
Nothing in Anton’s mortal or immortal life had ever left such an
impact on him.

Of course Digger didn’t remember it happening the
same way. No matter how many times Anton would disabuse Digger’s
convoluted recollections, Digger would reply the same way. Digger
claimed it would have been impossible for Leo to have spoken those
words or said those things with his leg severed that way. Digger
would look at Anton and say, “I should know. It couldn’t have
happened that way. I worked in the emergency room in a hospital for
kicks when I took that summer off one year. I saw how humans deal
with pain, and I know there’s no way Leo could have been that
conscious in that condition and said those things. It’s just not
realistic. No sane person would believe it.”

Anton usually let Digger get away with a lot, but not
this. He wouldn’t back down. “I don’t fucking care where you worked
one summer, or what the fuck you did in an emergency room. I was
there, man. I held Leo in my arms and I heard him speaking to me,
begging me. He knew he was dying. He did say those
things.”

Digger wouldn’t agree, but he would back down and
change the subject with a dismissive patronizing tone. Perhaps
because he knew he couldn’t win, or perhaps because he knew Anton
needed to rationalize his motives for turning Leo that night. It’s
not that Anton had any regrets about what he’d done. He’d agreed to
turn Leo at that moment to keep him from dying and to save his leg
and he’d been prepared to deal with the consequences. It’s just
that Anton never in his wildest dreams thought the transition from
human to vampire would be so intense.

After they turned Leo right there in the middle of
the street, they brought him back to Digger’s apartment in Newark
for the transition. They figured he would be safe there through the
initial transition period. Anton had to deal with family business
for his dad the following night, but Digger agreed to stay with Leo
to make sure he didn’t get into trouble until Anton returned. Anton
understood newly turned vampires often have different reactions.
Some are calm and slide right into their new immortal lives without
a hitch. Some can be moody and won’t speak for days. Others can be
nasty and all they want is to make the first fresh kill and drink
human blood. Anton once saw a newly turned vampire crawl into a
hole in the ground and refuse to come out for months. He drank the
blood of voles and moles. It was always different with each human
turned, and no one could predict the outcome. In Leo’s case, Anton
didn’t think there was much to be worried about because Leo had
been such a sweet, tender, kind human.

When Anton returned to Digger’s apartment in Newark
after dealing with his family business, he found Digger naked and
spent on the sofa and the newly-turned Leo also stark naked,
staring at him with glazed eyes, Anton felt a thump in his stomach
and knew something had gone wrong. At first, Anton thought Leo was
hungry for blood and he’d drained Digger to the point of
exhaustion. Then he realized this wasn’t the case at all,
especially when naked Leo started dancing around Anton and groping
his genitals. Evidently, Leo’s reaction to being turned the
previous night caused a reaction Anton could never have predicted.
Instead of being moody or depressed, Leo was so high on becoming a
vampire his feet hardly touched the floor. But more than that,
instead of being hungry for blood like most newly turned vampires,
Leo was hungrier for men…and for dick. He didn’t even wait for
Anton to set his car keys down or remove his jacket. He just went
down on the floor, opened Anton’s zipper, and started sucking his
cock.

At first, Anton didn’t think it would be too much of
an issue. Digger was a slim, sexy muscular vampire with the lanky
body of a 28 year old and the giant dick of a trashy looking
million dollar porn star. He had dark longer hair, constant stubble
on his face, and he had a dirty rough trade appeal that could turn
heads wherever he went. It was the unwashed look that made him so
appealing to both men and women.

Anton knew he could turn heads as well. With his
lighter hair, football player neck, thick cock, and more
conservative preppy appeal, he figured between the two of them they
could keep cute little Leo sexually satisfied until he passed
through the transition period of human to vampire. After that,
Anton assumed he wouldn’t have to worry about anything.

They went through a week of nothing but taking turns
fucking Leo to satisfy his needs and exaggerated urges. They fucked
him on his back, on all fours, sideways, and upside down. At some
points during that week, Leo would be so aroused and his vampire
powers so heightened, they wound up fucking him in mid-air,
circling Digger’s living room, waiting for Leo to come. It wasn’t
that they minded. Both Anton and Digger found Leo so attractive it
was hard to keep their hands off him. And it wasn’t just sex. They
both loved him and wanted to spend eternity with him. Unlike them,
Leo was smaller and had a narrower frame. His feet were smaller and
his legs more shapely, almost, but not quite, crossing the line of
femininity. The muscles Leo had were delicate and defined by less
obvious lines and bulges than Anton and Digger’s. He didn’t have
their broad shoulders, but he had a tiny waist and an ass the
jutted out at the small of his back and rounded into a perfect
heart shape that rivaled every bad butt cliché ever spoken.

By the end of the first week, Digger and Anton could
barely climb out of their over-sized coffin at dusk. It was obvious
to Anton that Leo didn’t know what he was doing. They didn’t even
get a chance to open the lid some nights. Leo would slide between
their legs, twist his small body, and start sucking their dicks
right in the coffin. They lost time at work and they had to make
excuses to Anton’s dad as to why they needed time off. Anton knew
this couldn’t continue forever and he kept hoping the transition
period would wear off and Leo would return to the sweet normal gay
man he’d been before he’d been turned.

When a week had passed and Leo showed no signs of
slowing down, Anton knew he had to have a serious talk with Digger.
This conversation happened on a Sunday night right after Leo had
taken turns sucking their dicks. Leo had gone into the kitchen to
get a bottle of fresh blood one of Anton’s dad’s physician friends
supplied them with. Anton and Digger were on Digger’s sofa naked,
with their heads resting back on the cushions, their legs stretched
out, and their arms slumped at their sides.

Digger sighed and turned to Anton. “I think he’s
going to suck my dick right off my cold dead vampire body if this
continues. I’m fucking wrecked, man.”

It was the third blow job Leo had given them both
since dusk. Anton rolled his eyes and said, “Either that or our
dicks are just going to fall off while we’re fucking him.” He knew
within the hour Leo would want to get fucked again, and this
repetition would last for the rest of the night.

“I thought it was supposed to stop,” Digger said,
reaching down to massage his flaccid cock, as if to make sure he
still had one.

He looked so exhausted and Anton felt so sorry for
him, he reached over and started to massage Digger’s dick himself.
“Under normal conditions it does wear off,” Anton said. “When I
went out last night to check on the nightclub, I had a long talk
with another vampire who comes in sometimes. The guy with the long
white hair and beard.” This guy was one of the more aloof vampires,
on his own, without a clan.

Digger spread his hairy legs wider so Anton could
massage his balls, too. “The guy who was turned in 1910 and always
wears the weird suits and hat?”

“Yes,” Anton said, gently rolling Digger’s balls
between his fingers. “He’s the one who was turned in England and
was on the Titanic when it sank. He’s odd, but he knows a lot and I
heard some valuable information from him last night. I asked him
about Leo’s situation, hypothetically, and without mentioning any
names. He claims that when two very strong vampires turn a human
without warning, the results can often be unusual. I think that’s
what happened with Leo. We’re both very strong, and he’s still in
shock…in a transition period.”

Digger spread his legs wider and said, “Fuck man,
don’t stop playing with my nuts. It feels so good to just have you
massage me and I don’t have to actually do anything. This pressure
is killing me.”

Anton leaned over and he kissed Digger’s balls. “Poor
baby,” he said. “But I think the old vampire with white hair might
have given me a good idea.”

“What is it? I’ll do anything,” Digger said. “I need
a break. I never thought I’d say this, but I’m so sick of sex I
can’t even think about it anymore.”

“I hear you, buddy,” Anton said, as he sat back and
continued squeezing Digger. “The old guy told me that in order to
get a vampire in transition back to normal you have to shock them
sometimes. It’s only one theory and it may or may not work. In
Leo’s case we have to figure out a way to shock him with too much
sex.”

Digger sent him a horrified glance. “More than what
he’s already getting? I don’t think I’m strong enough for that,
dude. You may as well just put me out in the sunlight and get it
over with fast, or stab me in the heart with a wooden stake.”

Anton laughed. They’d both been turned when they were
in their twenties and both were still considered young, strong
vampires. Digger was only exaggerating, which he tended to do quite
often with everything. “Calm down,” Anton said. “What I’m talking
about is something really harsh; something so over the top it will
shock Leo right back to normal. If he realizes what’s happened to
him, the side effects might end.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“I don’t think it can hurt.”

“What do you have in mind?” Digger asked. “I’ll do
anything, and I’m not joking.”

“I overheard a couple of guys at the nightclub
talking about this photo shoot,” Anton said. “There’s this British
rugby team and some US football team that both do these nude
calendars for charity every year. All the proceeds go to the
charities and the guys have fun doing it. This year, as a
promotional event, both teams are going to be in New York next week
filming what’s being called the ultimate jock calendar of all time.
It’s the ultimate mortal male objectification. And I have a feeling
that’s just what Leo needs: more jock dick than he ever dreamed
about in his lifetime. He’ll overdose on it and, with luck, he will
be shocked back to normal.”

Digger sat up and gaped at Anton. “Are you suggesting
what I think you’re suggesting?”

Anton sent him a notorious grin. “It couldn’t hurt;
it might even help.”

“Do you think you can actually pull this off?” Digger
asked. “I wouldn’t even know how to go about organizing it.”

Anton wrapped his fingers around Digger’s cock and
pulled it gently a few times. “Just leave it all up to me,” he
said. “I know a few people in the right places.”

Before Digger could reply, a naked Leo jogged into
the living room with a blood mustache and a full erection. He
jumped in between them and grabbed both their dicks. “Who wants to
fuck me now? I need a man so bad. I want you both to
fuck me at the same time again like you did last night. I’ll
climb up on Digger’s lap and sit on his dick. Anton, you get
behind me and start fucking me the minute I get Digger
inside me.”

Digger and Anton exchanged a glance, and then Digger
nodded at Anton and said, “Do whatever you have to do. This has to
end.”

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Although Anton had to call in a few favors to find
out the exact details about the all male jock photo shoot with the
British rugby team and US football team, in his search for
information he ran across an old acquaintance he’d once met during
a visit to London. The guy’s name was Justin Langtree and he was
the “kept” lover of the owner of the public relations firm that
represented the British rugby team. Justin was also a vampire who
kept a low profile in London. He’d been turned in the 1970’s when
he was only twenty-two years old and he’d never quite acclimated to
the vampire lifestyle, so he wound up pretending he wasn’t a gay
vampire and passing as straight mortal man…an interesting two time
closet case.

He would purposely look for married lovers and men
who would not want to see him during the daylight hours. Although
money was never an issue for him, he pretended to be a handsome
young rent boy who couldn’t even afford a car on his own. He also
had a penchant for married straight men in their thirties and
forties in the closet. If they were dads it turned him on even
more. They were safe men; he didn’t have to worry about anything
lasting. He knew they would never ask anything more from him than
he would ask from them. His relationships never lasted longer than
six months to a year, but he seemed satisfied with his
circumstances and didn’t seem to want more than what he had.

At the time, Justin’s relationship with the married
father of three who headed the PR firm in London had been waning
slowly. When Anton mentioned to Justin he wanted to throw a huge
party for the guys participating in the photo shoot at his
nightclub in New Jersey, and then he explained why we wanted to
throw it for Leo, Justin found the concept amusing and he said he
would do what he could. They discussed this on the telephone and
before they hung up Justin asked, “Just to be sure I have this
clear, you want to throw a huge party for all the guys, at your
nightclub, so you can get them to gang bang this hot little newly
turned vampire slut who is in transition and out of control with
sex?”

Anton said, “That’s as simple and complicated as it
gets, Justin. I don’t know what else to do with him. Digger and I
are hoping to shock him out of this phase of transition.” He’d
already explained that he and Digger were in love with Leo and he
was hoping they would have a three-way long term relationship.

“I’ll do my best,” Justin said. “My married friend
owes me a few favors. And it’s not a bad deal anyway. I don’t think
there’s anything planned for the guys to celebrate after the photo
shoot. He might even like the idea.” Justin always referred to his
lovers as “friends.”

“Tell them I’ll pay for everything,” Anton said.
“Make it clear I’ll provide limos and anything they need to get
here. I’ll supply all the booze and food they need. I’m planning to
use the biggest room in the club and there will be male and female
strippers. And the guys can invite anyone they want, all expenses
paid. Just make sure you let them know this isn’t going to be a
g-rated baby shower party. It will be more along the lines of a
bachelor party.”

The next day Justin phoned Anton and said his married
lover thought it would be a great idea and the guys would love it.
So Anton told the manager of his nightclub he was having a private
party in the big room and he would handle all the details alone. He
told Digger to keep Leo busy while he made the arrangements, and he
knew it wasn’t a moment too soon. Digger had figured out the only
way to satisfy Leo’s intense need for sexual gratification was to
fuck him with a huge, embellished dildo. As dull…and idiotic…as the
dildo sounded, it took a lot of the pressure off Digger to perform
and it seemed to calm Leo down for at least a couple of hours at a
time.

On the night of the jock party, Anton told Digger to
go to the club first to make sure everything he’d planned was being
executed. This would be the first time since Leo had been turned
they would be taking him out of Digger’s apartment and Anton didn’t
want anything questionable to happen. Introducing a new vampire to
the outside world with care was as important as teaching a new
vampire how to survive without being discovered. He didn’t want Leo
lusting for men and losing control in public in his unusual
condition, and he didn’t trust anyone else to take care of
this.

It’s a good thing he’d planned ahead. On the way down
to the parking lot at Digger’s apartment building in Newark, Leo
flirted with two guys in baggy shorts carrying a basketball. He
told them they had nice fuzzy legs and they gaped at him in
disbelief as he looked them up and down. Anton knew Leo couldn’t
control himself and he got Leo into the car as fast as he could.
Anton found the only way to keep Leo from jumping out of the car on
the way to the club and chasing every man in sight was to grab the
back of his head the moment they got into the car and force it
between his legs. He figured his dick would provide a diversion for
Leo.

Leo’s urges didn’t stop in the parking lot, and
Anton’s dick didn’t seem to satisfy him. As they drove to the
nightclub and passed good-looking young men on the streets of
Newark, Leo kept licking his lips and grabbing his crotch. At one
point, when they stopped for a red light and saw a rough-looking
unshaved man talking on a cell phone on the corner, Leo started to
pull down his pants and spread his legs. The guy standing on the
corner looked into the car and dropped his phone when he saw Leo
sitting there half-naked. Anton hit the gas, pulled away fast, and
that’s when he pushed Leo’s head between his legs again and told
him to suck until they reached the nightclub.

They pulled up to the club with a loud screech and
stopped short. Leo had just blown Anton to the finish and he was
sucking the remaining drops of come from his dick. When he finally
lifted his head and wiped his lips, he sent Anton a glance and
said, “I’m sorry. I just can’t help myself. I wish I had some
control. I feel so silly and so out of control. What’s wrong with
me?”

Anton rubbed the back of Leo’s head gently. He loved
Leo so much he couldn’t even put it in words. He smiled at him and
said, “Don’t worry. I think you’ll be fine soon. You know how much
I love you and you know I’d never let anything bad happen to you.
We’ll get through this. I promise.” Then he grabbed Leo’s hand,
lifted it slowly, and kissed his palm.

For an instant, it seemed as if Leo had calmed down a
little. That desperate look seemed to have left his eyes. He didn’t
seem ready to lurch at the first unsuspecting man. When they
entered the nightclub, he acted perfectly normal with everyone. Leo
had worked at the nightclub as a bartender up until Digger and
Anton had turned him that awful night and he hadn’t been back there
since. He hugged everyone and smiled so much it warmed Anton’s cold
vampire heart. Leo didn’t make one single inappropriate remark or
gesture to any of the other hot young male bartenders who worked
there. In fact, Anton was beginning to wonder if his idea to cure
Leo’s urges might have been a huge waste of time. Maybe he’d made
the full transition that night and he didn’t need shock therapy.
Maybe he was coming back to normal and they could all move on to
the next level in their three-way relationship. Anton had plans. He
wanted a home, a life, and maybe even a small family.

However, the moment they entered the back room and
Leo took one look at all the rugby and football players, he grabbed
Anton’s hand and squeezed it hard. He didn’t look at Anton. He
continued to stare from one young jock to the other, and he said,
“Can you smell it, Anton? I feel that urge again. I don’t think I
can control myself in here.”

“Smell what?” As a vampire, he’d learned to control
his overly active sense of smell to the point where he could shut
it off at any time.

Leo ran his tongue across his bottom lip. “The smell
of hot young men. The scent of dick. It’s everywhere.
The room is filled with it. It’s like a combination of jock straps,
and muscles, and spicy deodorant, and sweat socks, and everything
that makes men as wonderful as they are. It’s the most intoxicating
scent next to blood in the universe. I don’t think I can control
myself. I don’t even know why I’m saying all these ridiculous
things, and I know damn well they are ridiculous. I can’t control
myself.”

By that time they got there, the after photo shoot
party was already a few hours along and Digger was dancing with a
guy and two girls at one end of a small dance floor to the kind of
loud music Anton had always hated about this century. He’d always
thought it déclassé and vulgar. Anton turned and looked at Leo’s
expression and he knew the party hadn’t been a waste of time after
all. He released Leo’s hand and said, “Have fun, baby. I don’t want
you to control yourself in here. Do you know what to do?”

“I think so,” Leo said, gaping at all those young men
drinking beer and shouting with deep voices.

“If you’re not sure, let me know and Digger and I
will help you out,” Anton said. He was talking about a form of
hypnosis all vampires can perform where they can get mortals to do
anything they want by just looking at them the right way and
planting thoughts in their heads. They did have one set term for
this hypnosis. Many referred to it as borrowing because in
most cases they were taking a piece of someone’s consciousness for
a short period of time and controlling everything they did. In this
case, Anton was talking about Leo using his power of hypnosis on
the football and rugby jocks that were partying that night with a
few of their other straight male friends. From what Anton could
see, the jocks were more interested in the female strippers than
the male strippers and Anton knew this could be an issue if they
weren’t handled with care.

“Can I please go now?” Leo asked. He stared at a
group of young men drinking beer. “I need men. I need
dick. I’ll let you know if I need help.” The eager
expression and the hungry look in his eyes caused a chill to rush
up Anton’s back. He sounded so ridiculous it was hard to imagine
how gentle and refined he’d once been as a human.

Anton kissed him on the lips and said, “Go have fun.
I’ll be watching in case you need me.” As vampires, they had their
own set of standards mortals would never have understood. It didn’t
bother Anton in the least to send Leo into a crowd of young men
that way. Although vampires believed in love and long term
relationships even more than mortals because their relationships
lasted for centuries…forever…in some cases, they didn’t all believe
in monogamy and it wasn’t unusual for vampires to take on multiple
sex partners, even those in long term love relationships. They knew
how to separate emotion from sex, to keep everything plain and
simple without judgment or self-doubt. Of course there were many
gay male mortal couples Anton knew who had these open agreements
with their mortal lovers, too. It wasn’t only part of vampire
culture, but also mortal gay culture.

As Anton and Digger stood off to the side and
watched, Leo performed his vampire hypnosis on every jock in the
room, plus a few young male friends the jocks had brought with them
to the party. There were so many men Anton lost track and he
stopped counting. He figured there had to be at least 200. Many had
heard about the party through social media and come in their own
cars. By the time Leo was finished hypnotizing them two hours
later, every guy in the room was watching him on a separate stage
as he stripped down for them.

The handful of women guests stood back and watched
without saying a word, as if anticipating Leo’s next move. The
female strippers Anton had hired stood there with their hands on
their hips glaring at the way Leo commanded everyone’s attention,
stealing the spotlight and upstaging everything they did. So Anton
and Digger paid them well and told them it was time to go home.

The striptease Leo performed that night for the jocks
took longer than usual. He seemed to enjoy being up on the stage
with about 200 drunken young jocks shouting at him with deep
voices, waving their fists. When he was finally naked, he got down
on his knees on the stage, turned around, and backed up to the
screaming young men. And when he wiggled his ass in their faces and
they started reaching for it, he spread his legs wider and arched
his back for them.

As one beefy rugby player poured beer all over Leo’s
ass, Digger looked at Anton and said, “I hope this works. He
doesn’t look shocked to me.”

As one of the football players jumped up on the stage
and pulled down his zipper, Anton looked at Digger and shrugged.
“We’ll see, man.” He didn’t have a clue. “At least he knows how to
conquer them all with his look. He’s a powerful vampire for someone
so new at it.” He was talking about how well Leo had hypnotized the
men.

Instead absolute mayhem, the young jocks seemed to
follow a set pattern without actually being told what to do. When
the first young jock jumped onto the stage and pulled down his
zipper, Leo went down on his back and the guy kneeled over Leo’s
head. While the guy pulled his dick out of his pants, another guy
jumped up on the stage and he crawled between Leo’s naked legs. The
guy spread Leo’s legs apart, lifted them up a little, and then he
pulled his dick out of his pants. First, he poured some beer on his
cock, and then he poured more beer on Leo’s ass. As he mounted Leo
and went deep, the other guys who were watching and shouting rowdy
vulgar things like, “fuck the bitch,” started to pull their dicks
out. The women leaned forward and gaped.

The other guys stroked while they waited to take a
turn on Leo, in this ultimate tag team event. A line formed on the
stage. The two guys who had fucked Leo first went to his sides and
grabbed his legs and held them open so each guy waiting his turn
could get in and out faster. There was no need for lube; he was a
vampire and couldn’t feel pain the way mortals did. Each fuck
lasted about a minute or two and each guy came. Although Leo didn’t
have to worry about sexually transmitted diseases either because he
was a vampire, Anton had provided free condoms to everyone that
night so the guys themselves wouldn’t be exposed to anything and
Leo didn’t seem to mind the condoms. As long as he was getting
stuffed continuously, he didn’t seem to mind anything.

Some of the guys turned him over and fucked him on
his hands and knees. Some guys turned him around and fucked him
sideways. A few guys even made him stand up so they could fuck him
upright and hold his throat at the same time. For the first hour,
Anton felt a low grade pain in his stomach. He kept exchanging
glances with Digger and frowning. In one hour, almost a hundred
guys had fucked Leo senseless and he still couldn’t seem to get
enough.

At one point, when a big burly bear of a man had Leo
bent in half on his back and almost upside down, Anton frowned at
Digger and said, “I’m starting to worry. He’s not getting bored.
He’s not shocked at all. He likes it.”

Digger made a face. “Me, too, dude. The little slut
can’t get enough.”

“Don’t say that,” Anton said. “He’s not a slut.”

Digger pointed at the way the big guy was fucking Leo
and said, “Seriously? What the fuck do you call that? He’s a
fucking slut. Face it, Anton.”

“It’s the transition,” Anton said. He didn’t want to
hear this. “He’s in love with us. He can’t help himself. We have to
make allowances.”

“We have face the facts,” Digger said. “He might
never come out of this and he might always be a little slut.”

Anton didn’t reply. He turned and watched as the big
bear of a football player came, pulled out, and a tall red-haired
guy with strong thighs stepped up to take his turn tagging Leo in
the same position.

About an hour after that, Anton noticed a huge pile
of used condoms about six feet away from where the jocks were still
taking turns on Leo and Anton started to rub his jaw and wonder if
this fuck party hadn’t been a colossal mistake. After another
ginger jock dismounted and loped away, a tall muscular guy from the
British rugby team crawled between Leo’s legs and removed his pants
completely. When the other drunken guys saw him remove his shirt
and the rest of his clothes, the eager women started cheering.
Digger kicked the chair Anton was sitting on and said, “Oh fuck,
this isn’t working. It’s getting worse. This is really fucked up,
man.”

As Anton glanced over to see Leo’s expression, his
eyes widened and he pressed his palm to his stomach. Leo’s eyes had
glazed over and he’d asked two of the guys who had been watching
him get fucked to grab his ankles and spread his legs wider so the
tall rugby player could slide right in. The rugby player didn’t
look like the rest of the guys. There was something different about
him that reminded Anton of an actor he’d seen on a television
commercial for cell phone service. His thick, unruly, wavy brown
hair fell to the nape of his neck with wild twists and turns. His
bushy beard covered most of his chiseled features, including his
lips. Although his smooth upper body created a contrast, his long
fuzzy legs compensated for the body hair he lacked everywhere else.
In many ways, he reminded Anton of a caveman he’d once seen in a
picture book, and all he needed to complete the look would have
been a loincloth and mud on his face.

Leo’s expression suggested eagerness and anticipation
the moment the caveman grabbed his nine inch erection and put on a
condom. Leo nodded at the two beefy football players holding his
ankles so they would open his legs wider. When they did this, the
caveman pointed the head of his dick to Leo’s hole and rubbed it
around the lips of Leo’s anus a few times. Then the naked bearded
caveman shoved it all the way in and stuffed Leo’s ass so fast and
hard Leo’s head jerked forward and his eyes bugged out so far it
looked as if he were having some kind of seizure.

When they saw Leo’s lips move, Anton and Digger
exchanged a quick glance. They couldn’t actually hear what Leo was
saying over the deep throaty voices of the other guys, but they
could read his lips. He was mouthing the words, “Fuck me harder,
you hot fucking dirty stud,” and saying things that raised Anton’s
eyebrows more than a few times. The other guys, still clearly under
the hypnotic spell Leo had cast over them, shouted crude things
like, “Fuck the bitch. Breed that ass. Give that little whore what
he needs.” A few of the women who looked like normal everyday moms
joined them, in a light-hearted way that clearly appeared more
farcical than dangerous.

One red-headed football player jumped up on the stage
and shoved his dick into Leo’s mouth while the caveman fucked him.
Another rugby player moved up and started rubbing his balls all
over Leo’s face at the same time. The caveman bit his lip harder
and fucked faster. He started to slam into Leo’s ass with such
intensity Leo’s entire body jerked and another football player had
to get behind him and hold his shoulders to keep him from falling
off the stage.

Digger flung Anton a glance and said, “We are in
fucking trouble, man.”

“I know,” Anton said, in a low deadpan tone. “He just
can’t seem to get enough, the poor thing.”

“I lost count of how many guys have fucked him
tonight,” Digger said. “But I’m starting to think we could line up
every guy in the city of Newark and it still wouldn’t be enough
dick to satisfy him.”

Anton felt drained of emotion. He remembered how
innocent and sweet Leo had been before they’d turned him and he
longed to go back in time and do things differently. “I love him so
much. We made a huge mistake by turning him and there’s no changing
that now.”

In a rare show of emotion for Digger, he reached out
and put his arm around Anton and said, “I love him, too. You’re not
alone. I feel the same way right now, bro. I just want him to come
back to us, is all.”

Anton leaned into Digger’s side and kissed his neck.
“I love you, too. We’ll figure something out. I promise. This will
end one way or another, for better or worse, and he will find peace
if it’s the last thing I do.” He’d always been the one to solve the
serious problems. Digger had a tendency to give up too soon.

Digger held Anton tighter and said, “I don’t know,
Anton. We might have to lock him up if this continues. I don’t see
any other way.”

In rare cases, vampires who had been turned without
warning and couldn’t make it through the transitional stage
eventually found themselves locked in coffins for eternity. Anton
didn’t want to think about that. He couldn’t deal with the thought
of losing Leo forever. “Let’s just get through this night,” he
said, rubbing Digger’s thigh. “I know we still have each other and
I know that should be enough, but I don’t think either of us is
ready to give up on him yet.”

The caveman’s hips moved faster; he pounded Leo’s ass
with more force. Anton watched with parted lips because he’d never
seen a mortal man fuck with such aptitude. He’d been with mortal
men who had legs as long and strong as the caveman and none of them
had ever fucked that long or that hard. In Anton’s experience, most
mortal men tended to move too fast and only cared about their own
climax. But this guy broke all the rules and exceeded the limits.
And it seemed to be driving Leo into what could only be described
as a proverbial mindless state of ecstasy.

The caveman wound up pounding Leo’s ass for about 45
minutes. By that time the other guys had formed a semi-circle
around Leo and the caveman to cheer them on. Some drank beer and
stroked their dicks. A few of them still hadn’t pulled up their
pants yet and they’d grown erect again just watching the show.

When the caveman went deep one final time, his head
went back and his body went dead still. His face turned a bright
shade of red when he came and his fuzzy legs shuddered a few times.
Leo came, too, and without even touching his own dick. He had a
football player dick in his mouth and two guys from the rugby team
were squeezing his chest muscles which seemed to make his climax
more intense. Anton understood this because he was a vampire. Every
nerve ending in a vampire’s body becomes heightened and exaggerated
during sex, during climax, especially the nipples. He remembered
the first time he’d had sex after he’d been turned and all the
physical sensations it had brought to him. But in his case he
hadn’t lost control the way Leo had and he’d been able to handle
his over-stimulated senses right from the beginning.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
\IN %@@T@

g o

GANG BANG FANGSTERS





OEBPS/tmp_29be2e125f76632210d2fd202798d6ca_1CigZt_html_11d70ec2.jpg
& » .
GANG BANG FANGSTERS





OEBPS/tmp_29be2e125f76632210d2fd202798d6ca_1CigZt_html_m33777d58.jpg
ryan field

ANGSTERS
K 2

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE





