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CHAPTER ONE

Reaching Across the Car
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Rob didn't even realize he was walking past the parole office until he was there. He was on his way home after a fruitless visit to the model train store on Ninth Avenue—a gift for his friend's son, but unfortunately, the store was closed for renovations.

So Rob was walking back to where he had parked, some distance away since he didn't have any change for the parking meter. Normally he didn't mind getting his car towed—because he could afford it and he rather liked punishing his asshole of a father with fees on the family credit card—but not today. He had a hot tip on a lifeguard at the pool who might let Rob take a swing on his dick.

That was what Rob loved to do: track down macho alphas and service them sexually, usually in exchange for some money or beer or weed, or this one time even a motorboat. The best part of rough trade, as far as he was concerned, was humiliating his father by wasting his money on it.

"Hey man, you got any change? I ain't homeless or nothin', I just need to catch the bus," said a man at the corner. He looked like he had just come out of the parole office, and Rob was struck dumbfounded and flushed by the sight of him.

He had scruffy black hair, uncut in the back, untamed, a little greasy, not quite a mullet but almost, all layers and tangles of unwashed hair. He was heavily tattooed and mustachioed, with a scruffier beard underneath that. He wore a sleeveless black shirt that showed off those tattoos: biker symbols, Rob guessed, and some words in flowing script. The shirt wasn't made sleeveless, the ragged edges suggested he had cut the sleeves off.

"I'm sorry?"

"I ain't a bum, I just need to catch the bus, man," he said.

"You want a ride? Where are you going? I don't have any change on me," Rob blushed a little, coyly, his dick twitching at the sight of chest hair bulging out from under the man's tattered tee shirt. There was a rip in the side, Rob could see, a small one, but he caught a tantalizing glimpse of the man's torso.

"I'm goin' to Cherry Boulevard, man, you serious? You gimme a ride?" His voice was low and rumbly like a distant volcano, but it pierced the veil of horniness that had gripped Rob. He wanted this man very badly. The man looked at Rob a little oddly, like he didn't really trust him. But Rob was small and lean and visibly fearful of him, and this man was a broadly muscled, thickly built macho, with a vaguely biker look though Rob suspected he wasn't really a biker. He probably just hung out in biker bars.

This was precisely the sort of man Rob had come here to find. "Sure," Rob said. "Come on this way."

Rob had been here for awhile in hopes of finding men like this trashy hustler. Up til now, Rob's success had been minimal. He kept close to the man so he could see his hefty body shift with every step of his heavy feet, his well-worked shoulder muscles flexing too as though it took all of his power to walk.

You could tell those muscles came from work and from fighting, Rob thought, not the gym. 

When they got to the car, Rob went over in his head the route to Cherry Boulevard, which was on the other side of town. "What's your name?"

"Buck," he said. "Thanks for givin' me a ride, man." His mustache quivered. "I wasn't kiddin', I ain't a bum. I ain't some punk." His muscles quivered where they stuck out from his sleeveless shirt. "I ain't really homeless neither."

"Oh, okay. Yeah, I didn't think you were."

"I got, y'know... I'm between places to live, that's all," he said.

Now Rob remembered there was a homeless shelter on Cherry Boulevard. That must be where Buck was going. He cleared his throat. "Hey, do you wanna stay at my place? I could use some help with something, I'll let you stay there if you help me with it." Rob paused, mind racing as he tried to come up with an innocuous task Buck could do. They arrived at his car then, and Buck got inside. He was so tall he had to stuff himself in. Rob started the engine and turned the radio off right away. "Uh... You can change oil, right? My car needs an oil change."

"I can do that," Buck said.

"Are you on parole?" Rob pulled out of the parking spot and into traffic.
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