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Chapter one

A Young Man's Fancy









 “When I do it like this 
 With a wiffle ball bat…” 
 from “California Dreaming” by Hollywood Undead

“43 AMARANTH? YEAH, I KNOW the place. I’ll be over there in an hour.” 

Seth Stone hit the “end call” button on his phone. He kicked off his sneakers as he pulled his tee-shirt over his head. He threw the shirt on the floor and grabbed at the button on his jeans, unhooking it and squirming his way out of them. He bent over to peel his pants over his ankles, snatching his socks off as he freed himself from them. Standing just an inch or two shy of six feet tall, Seth’s body was slender with a decently toned chest, muscular arms, and a nicely shaped cock poking out of a patch of reddish-brown hair. His was a sweet, boyish face with cheeks that dimpled when he smiled, framed by shiny brown hair that fell gracefully over his shoulders. He was in that period where he didn’t quite look like the boy he was leaving behind, but not yet the man he was becoming, either. 

Now, completely naked, he glanced at himself in the mirror on the back of his door. Satisfied, he threw it open and made his way down the hallway to the bathroom. He started the shower and adjusted the water so that it was nice and warm. 

A little while ago, when he checked out the listings on Tansy Hollow Hookups, or THH, he came across a guy who interested him. His username was Sir-Dave. His photos looked good: he was skinny with a buff chest, long arms and legs with a dusting of hair on them—and a long, thick cock. The description was short and to the point: Looking to top a young guy 18-25. I like skinny, very horny dudes. Come in, strip, suck me hard, and I’ll fuck you deep. This was definitely the kind of hook-up Seth could get his head—and his ass—around. Reading the guy’s profile, Seth decided that he’d most certainly be up to meet with him. 

He sent the guy a message with his phone number in it, telling him to call as soon as he could.

Seth had the afternoon off and he wanted to play. 

Sure enough, Seth’s phone rang less than five minutes later. 

As Seth stepped into the shower, he considered what he was about to do. He occasionally checked out THH, but usually he preferred to meet up with one of his several “regulars,” because it seemed like most of the guys on THH were gross. He had never seen Sir-Dave there before, but he sure did like the picture. It was a shot of his chest down to his knees. In addition to the hair on his arms and legs, there was a light sprinkling on his pecs and a little more around his belly button, starting a happy trail down to a thickly-haired crotch with a fat cock springing up over a pair of large, hairy balls hanging heavily between his legs. The stats section reported that the guy weighed 165 pounds, stood 5’11” tall, and had brown hair and a goatee. Seth felt a tingle in his balls as he recalled what the guy said he wanted. It was exactly what Seth liked.

Scrubbing his cock and balls as he thought about the sound of the guy’s voice over the phone—a slightly raspy, deep tone that confessed the guy’s eagerness to hook up even as he tried to act low-key—Seth realized that he had a boner. Ignoring it, he lathered up a finger and inserted it into his longing butthole. To make doubly sure he was squeaky clean, he fumbled to find the edge of the shower curtain with his free hand, then felt around on the table next to the shower for his douche bottle. 

A few minutes later he was out of the shower. Toweling off, he frizzed up the golden-brown coat of hair on his lower legs. He was much less furry everywhere else except for a nice thick bush covering his balls and forming a nice curtain over his cockshaft. 

Satisfied that he was dry enough, he threw his towel over a rod below the window and casually walked into the hall. His room was at the far end of the upstairs hallway, and that's where he was headed. Unexpectedly, his mom came out of his parents’ bedroom at the opposite end of the hall. The sound made a startled Seth turn around. He didn’t realize that anyone else was home. 

“Mom!” Seth said hoarsely. He sure hadn't expected to see her right now!

“Honey—I didn’t know you were here.” 

“Didn't you see my note on the kitchen blackboard?” 

“No.” 

“I’m going to be out for a while—” Seth realized that he was naked, and his cock was still half-hard. He was standing there butt-naked with a boner. His mom stared at him. 

“I’m going to my room now!” He turned away and quickly headed toward his bedroom door. Inside his room, he shook his head thinking about his mom seeing him totally in heat, ready to go out to get fucked up the ass. 

He opened a dresser drawer and pulled out a pair of boxers which he slipped on. Then, he found a pair of khaki twill shorts and a navy blue tank top. He stepped into his sneakers, skipping the socks—a little less to have to strip off, he thought to himself. 

He thought about his mom again. It felt so weird to talk to her while he was horned up—and naked. Naked was one thing—she had come to see him compete at the Roman Days events for Phys. Ed. class once or twice, but it felt invasive for her to be there in the hallway. He glanced at the clock on his bedside table. He’d better get going! By the time he reached the garage, he’d put the encounter with his mom totally out of his mind. 

There were, after all, more important things to think about. 

********

SETH ROLLED THE CLASSIC GT BMX bike out of the side door of the garage. A 1997 model, it still looked like new. Shiny chrome frame, blue gumwall knobbies (which he’d replaced with “new old stock” from eBay several times—blue rubber wears out faster than ordinary black), original black leather padded seat. The bike once belonged to his Uncle Shane, his mother’s only sibling, who died while she was pregnant with Seth. Shane was only 19 when he died, and Seth’s mom had saved his bike for her baby. 

Perhaps Seth had picked up some of the sadness Susan, his mother, had experienced when her little brother died. Melancholy had remained the hallmark of his childhood, a disquieting undercurrent of sadness in perpetual ebb and flow deep inside for as long as he could remember. He tried to mask it, to put on a brave face, but people seemed to sense that something was going on. He had few friends growing up, and the ones he did have he always kept at arm’s length. He had a reputation of being a loner, which he didn’t mind too much. He’d rather spend afternoons in his room instead of going outside. 

He also loved going on long, solo bike rides. His first job as a post rider for the Local Bike Post was ideal. Like most boys, by the time he was 12, he was doing afternoon and weekend shifts riding post around town. While he had to talk to many people, the interactions were always brief and superficial, usually involving selling the stamp for the package or verifying the recipient. Riding post was solitary work. For Seth, it was perfect. 

His desire for solitude changed when he got interested in sex. Of course, he wasn’t like other guys he knew. He was interested in boys. He wasn’t surprised when he realized this about himself; it seemed par for the course. He acted “cool” at school. It seemed like nobody knew, until he decided to risk everything by telling Brice, a boy he’d known since elementary school, and his only close friend. Brice slept over occasionally. One night, while they were in bed about to go to sleep, Seth, voice wavering with fear, confessed that guys turned him on.

"I don't really feel anything for girls." 

Brice lay there quietly for a moment, a moment that seemed like forever to Seth. Then, Brice whispered, “I’m like that too.” They fumbled around with one another that night, but they quickly realized theirs was a platonic relationship. It would always be that way. That night, they jerked off side by side. Never again did they attempt anything physical with one another. But Brice remained his best friend. 

Seth’s sex drive drew him out of his shell. He soon discovered Tansy Hollow Hookups, where he could find other men who wanted the same things as he did. He loved being able to “shop” listings of local men. Being a young guy, and very easy on the eyes to boot, he practically had his pick of the men posting there. When he found someone he wanted, he aggressively tried to get a hookup going. Sir-Dave was an easy catch; he wanted to strike while the iron was hot. 

A new conquest! Seth was on a mission. He pushed the bike to the street, threw a leg over the frame, and took off, heading out to meet his latest trick. When he reached the end of the street and turned the corner, a voice called out. 

“Seth!” 

He looked in the direction of the voice and saw Eric, a guy in his mid-20s that he’d met on another hookup a few months ago. It turned out that Eric wasn’t into the same stuff that Seth liked, even though he implied he was before they met up. Though Seth lost interest during their only clothes-off encounter, they remained friends. 

Seth hit the handbrakes and his bike quickly stopped with a short, high-pitched squeak. 

“Hey, Eric. How’s it going, man?” 

“Okay here. Haven’t seen you in a while.” 

“I know. I’ve been getting ready to start school in August.” 

“You’re still gonna go to Tansy Hollow U?” 

“Yeah, I’m not leaving to go anywhere else. Yet.” 

“Well, look. I’ve got a couple of new games. You wanna come over on Saturday?” 

“That’d be cool.” 

“I’ll text you.” 

“’K. See you later.” 

With that, Seth put his feet to the pedals and took off. Right now, video games weren’t his concern. Maybe later. Maybe never.

Winding his way through town, Seth soon made it to Amaranth Street. He counted down the houses until he arrived at 43. It was a modest looking place, maybe a little dreary, but it appeared to be fairly well-kept. He dismounted from his bike and pushed it up the walkway to the front porch. He pulled the kickstand down with his foot and stood the bike on the wooden floor planks. He knocked on the door. 

The house was quiet. No answer at the door. 

Seth knocked again. This time, he heard footsteps approaching. The doorknob turned and the big, windowless door opened. 

“What’s up?” The guy wore an old pair of jeans and an old black tee-shirt with a design that Seth didn’t recognize, perhaps because, like the rest of the shirt, the design had faded out. 

“I’m good. How about you?” 

“Bro, I’m doing real good. Now that you’re here.” 

“I’m Seth.” 

“And I’m Dave.” 

Dave moved to the side of the doorway. “Come on in.” 

Seth stepped inside. The room was dark, with just a single lamp on in the corner by the sofa. The room was a little messy, as though Dave recently had some people over. 

“You want a beer?” Dave picked up an open bottle from the coffee table and grabbed a swig. 

“No,” Seth said. “But maybe later.” 

“I gotcha,” Dave said with a knowing smile. He appreciated the fact that Seth was ready to get down to business. “You wanna come to my room?” 

Seth’s eyes lit up, but he tried to act cool. He knew that coming across as too eager would make him seem weird, or too easy, or—what? Whatever, Seth just didn’t do “hard to get.” But why should he? They both knew what he was there for, they both wanted it, so what was the point of acting coy, anyway? 

“Yeah, let’s get started,” Seth said casually. 

“My room's back here.” Dave headed down a hallway leading from his living room. 

This was what Seth had been excited about for the past few days. Waiting for his day off so he could prowl the screens of THH until he found a hook-up. Since he received them earlier this afternoon, his mind kept replaying the pictures Dave had emailed him. The way Dave’s bare chest looked, the shape of his cock, the whorl of hair around his belly button that tapered into a trail leading to the bushy growth of curly hair around the base of his shaft. The familiar tingle of butterflies in his belly was reaching a fever pitch. The feeling was always the same when he was about to score some cock. 

Seth followed Dave into a room darkened against the afternoon sun by blackout shades. After having been in the dark living room, Seth’s eyes were already adjusting to the lower light levels in Dave’s house. 

Dave had furnished his room with a night table on each side of a large bed, a bookcase with lots of audio CDs on three shelves, along with a stereo sitting on top. Low wooden speaker cabinets sat on each side of the bookcase. Unframed posters were tacked to the walls all the way around the room. The bed was made up; the sheets looked fresh. 

Without a word, Dave turned to Seth and lifted his shirt, taking the bottom of it between his fingers right in front of Seth’s pants zipper. Seth helped him by pulling it off, then allowing it to drop to the floor. Dave placed his hand on Seth’s upper arm, gently moving it onto his shoulder then slowly passing his open palm over the chest, down the middle to his belly. From there he slipped his hand around back and continued following the contour of his spine down to his ass, where it came to a rest. 

Seth reached out and touched the front of Dave’s jeans. He could feel the shaft stiffening beneath thick fabric. He slid his fingers along, tracing through the denim the shape of Dave’s growing rod. The shaft was pointed diagonally at first, with the tip facing upward and to Dave’s right. Seth caressed it. It continued stiffening as it straightened up, soon aligning itself behind the zipper that constrained it. It felt nice between Seth’s fingers as it steadily inched upward, growing longer and thicker. Dave’s breathing grew deeper, but he had otherwise fallen very quiet, immersed in the pleasure of having this sexy young guy who couldn't keep his hands to himself in his bedroom.

Seth released Dave’s cock and stooped down to pull off his shoes. He glanced up and saw that his head was level with Dave’s crotch. Dave put his own hand on his crotch as he looked down at the boy preparing for the "main event." 

Seth stood up, unbuttoned and unzipped his shorts, then allowed them to fall to his ankles. He slid his fingers under the elastic band of his boxers and pushed them down. His hard cock bobbed up when he freed it from the wispy fabric. Seth stepped out of his pants and underwear. Now he stood, fully naked. 

Again, Dave reached out to touch Seth’s body, this time allowing the back of his hand to brush Seth’s nipples, tracing his chest down to his belly, then nudging his boner. He pushed it down until his hand passed over it so that it bobbed up and down before coming to rest straight out from his crotch. 

There they stood, Dave with his hard rammer behind his jeans, shirt still on. Seth wore not a stitch. Dave reached up and switched on the ceiling fan, jerking the cord enough times to set it on “high.” It hummed into action, blowing a vigorous cool breeze across Seth’s bare skin. 

“Now where do we start?” Dave asked. 

“I dunno. That's up to you.” Seth was really excited that it was about to happen. 

“How about you get on the bed?” 

“’K,” Seth said, breathlessly. 

He jumped onto the bed and scrambled into the center of it. He was unsure of the best position. Finally, he decided to lie on his side, facing Dave.

Dave pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a well-defined physique. Muscular arms. A tight belly. Nice sprinkling of dark hair around his nipples that trailed to his belly button just like the pictures he had sent to Seth earlier. His hands went to his pants. Then, he paused. 

“Do you mind if I put on a little music?” 

“That’s cool.” 

“It’s kinda my ‘mix tape’ with a buncha shit I like. Like, good music to fuck by.” 

“Fuck yeah!” Seth said. “We’ll get a rhythm going.” 

He had never fucked to music before. It might be fun to hump to a beat. 

“That we will,” Dave said. 

He walked to the stereo then switched on the amp and the CD player. He fumbled around on the shelf to look for the CD. He quickly found the one he wanted and inserted it into the player. 

The first track started. It had a dark, sinister sound, a brooding piece, turned up so loud that it filled the room. Seth watched Dave unzip his pants and let them fall down his legs, then he pulled his feet through so that he was standing naked. 

In the dim light, Seth watched him grab a few things from the top drawer of his dresser. He tore open a condom package and fished the contents out of it, which he then positioned onto the tip of his rod. Slowly, he rolled it down his shaft. He grabbed the other items he’d collected and came over to Seth. 

“Poppers?” Dave held out a small bottle. 

“Okay.” Seth took the bottle in one hand. Still lying on his side, he balanced his weight onto one elbow so that his hands were free to unscrew the cap. He took a big whiff, replaced the cap then handed the bottle back to Dave. 

His head began to reel.

Meanwhile, Dave was busy with a bottle of lube. He squirted a little onto his cock and spread it with his fingers. Satisfied with the coating on his cock, he leaned over Seth to slide his slippery fingers into his ass crack. He found the little hole tucked in the valley between fleshy buttcheeks. He poked a finger deep into it. The penetration felt good to Seth. He was still lightheaded from the poppers, and the finger—then two fingers—in his fuckhole made his cock jump. Dave’s eager fingers felt around inside. 

Dave felt satisfied that he’d found his point of entry and that it was adequately prepped. He pulled his fingers away and opened the poppers. He took a big hit with a deep breath. He attached the cap, then placed the bottle back into Seth’s hand. 

“Do you wanna lie on your stomach?” Dave said. 

It wasn’t really a question as much as an directive. Seth rolled over, his ass facing the ceiling, ready for action. Dave crawled onto the bed and got on top of Seth. He pressed his body against Seth’s, his rock-hard cock sliding between Seth’s legs, finally nestling against his balls. It felt hot to have Dave’s warm chest against his back and the tip of that cock jammed under his nutsac. He arched his back to give Dave better access to his hole. 

“Are you ready for this?” Dave asked. 

“More than ready!" Seth replied. "Do it!"

Dave shifted his body, his cock throbbing against the balls and flesh of Seth’s asscheeks. He retreated a little but still kept his chest pressed against Seth’s back. He took his boner into his hand so he could point it directly into Seth’s puckered hole. 

Then—penetration. Dave’s cockhead forced its way into the tight hole, stretching its way into the dark warmth inside. As a courtesy, he paused as soon as he gained entry into Seth’s rear entrance. But only for a moment. He then resumed the pressure, sinking the shaft slowly but steadily. 

Seth moaned under the pain of pleasure. Even with the poppers, it felt like a telephone pole had been shoved up his ass. 

The feeling was good. 

Dave’s cock continued sinking into the warm, moist butthole until it was all in. As he bottomed out, Seth felt Dave’s hair bristling against his ass cheeks. His own cock swelled from the sensation. Initial penetration was a huge turn-on for him. The feeling of a man invading his most private of places, stretching and straining his hole beyond the relaxation he was able to accomplish through sheer will, the feeling of pure animal magnetism from the man who was taking him—all of these thoughts coalesced in Seth’s mind as the sex began. The sensation drove him to want more and more, intensifying his desire to get it on. 

“You good?” 

“Fuck me!” Seth used only his breath instead of his voice, a hoarse whisper dripping with horny desire. 

Without a word, Dave pulled back, lifting his body from Seth’s back, his cock retreating from its place, farther and farther still, until it nearly popped out. Seth moaned softly as the rim of the head approached his butthole from the inside. Then he went in again. Full steam ahead as far and as fast as he could go. Seth let out a surprised yip. Dave drew back once more…and then in again. Seth was able to relax after the third or fourth stroke. He began to fully enjoy Dave’s anal invasion. As the pounding smoothed into a comfortable rhythm, Seth raised up more and cocked his ass higher to give Dave a better angle to enjoy his pile driving. 

Dave stopped what he was doing. “Hey bruh. You wanna flip onto your back? I wanna look at you while I’m fuckin’ you.” 

“That sounds good,” Seth said. 

Dave rolled off him and onto his back. Dave came up between his legs, lifting them by the ankles so they were straight up in the air. Seth’s ass was easy to access. Seth lowered his legs over Dave’s shoulders. 

Dave’s stiff, throbbing prick poked at Seth’s butthole again. Dave pushed his legs so his knees were nearly against Dave’s chest. He pulled away just a little and the tip of his cock fell into place right at Seth’s back door. With a grunt, he shoved forward, once again penetrating the tight asshole. 

They began fucking again. Seth felt Dave’s nipples on the soft skin on the backs of his legs. Those nipples must’ve been really hard, but then, so were Seth’s. The two settled into a nice, easy fuck, going slow and deep. 

The music Dave was playing switched to another song, this one with a heavy, driving beat. Dave’s body began moving with the rhythm, deep thrust—pull back, deep thrust—pull back. Seth rolled farther back to lift his ass higher so that Dave could go deeper. He began moving in time with the music to complement Dave’s motion. Dave’s eyes locked with Seth’s as he humped in and out, in and out. 

Wait a minute! Seth thought. I know this song! 

As their bodies slammed and ground into each other, he began to sing along, in a broken, hoarse voice. “How can it cease when I transcend/All these images lost in the end…” The impatient snarl of Soilwork’s song drove Seth to fuck harder, compelling him to push back into Dave’s lunging body with greater force, ramming his butthole harder and harder onto the invading bone, complementing Dave’s powerful thrusts forward. 

Dave noticed Seth’s sudden burst of initiative and joined in. He slammed his hips against Seth’s fleshy asscheeks, ruthlessly taking his bottom’s asshole. The two moved like machinery, heavy equipment driving with massive force against one another with the singular goal of reaming Seth’s butthole with Dave’s steely prick. 

“When they call for me/Saying, ‘Son, you’re heartless’/I won’t believe it…” Seth belted out the lyrics as he forced his body against each of Dave’s forward thrusts. It felt so good, so right, to have his asshole taken by this man in a ruthless fuck. 

“Oh fuck!” Dave growled. He grabbed Seth’s ankles again and gripped them hard, shoving his legs back to make his ass stretch tighter so he could plow deeper. He pumped a few more savage thrusts into that hot, steaming chute. “I’m gonna…” 

Right then, without even finishing his thought, he rammed as hard as he could and held deep inside of Seth’s hole. His chest, swelling and contracting with his deep breathing, pressed against Seth’s pinned legs. Seth felt the cock that was buried to its hilt inside of him steel itself.

“Oh, fuck yeah!” Dave shouted as his boner exploded into orgasm inside Seth’s body. Seth felt the solid shaft pulsing, the head throbbing. The brutal pounding he had endured had brought Seth close to his own climax. As Dave’s tool throbbed inside of him, Seth felt his own balls tightening. He moaned loudly as his own load shot onto his sweaty chest. 

His body wracked by his own orgasm, Seth grabbed Dave behind the neck with both hands and held him while Dave pulled out of the reamed butthole, popping his cock loose from Seth’s stretched chute. Seth’s hole continued to spasm as he finished blowing his load. Seth grunted as their fuck ended and his climax dissipated. Dave rolled off and lay on the bed beside him. He grabbed a remote control from the bedside table next and lowered the volume on his stereo. 

“That was fucking nice!” Dave said. 

Seth rolled onto Dave’s chest and planted a big, wet kiss on his parted lips. Dave nibbled at Seth’s lip as they kissed. 

Finally Seth pulled away. “Fuck! My ass is stretched out!” 

Dave reached down and grabbed at the rubber which clung to his cock. He worked a finger under the open end and slipped it off. He threw it onto the floor with a splat. He smacked Seth’s bare ass. 

“You want a beer?” 

“Mmmm, that would be nice,” Seth answered. 

“Be right back.” Dave rose, stretched, stood under the ceiling fan for a moment to cool off, then left the room, still naked. Seth heard him stomping around in the hallway. 

He returned a few minutes later, with two brown bottles, the caps already removed. He swung them in one hand, the necks between his fingers, bartender-style. In his other hand he carried a bag of potato chips. He tossed the bag onto the bed, then separated the bottles and gave one to Seth. Seth, like Dave, was still naked as he lay on the bed in the darkened room. 

“Thanks,” Seth said. 

“Fuck, bruh, that was a wicked nut you blew. Fuckin’ hands-free, too.” Dave jumped back onto the bed and lay next to Seth. “Your asshole just about pinched my cock off when you shot, man! It felt real good.” He grabbed the bag from the end of the bed. “You want some chips?” 

“No, thanks,” Seth said. “But you go ahead.” 

“I thought you might be hungry after all of that.” 

“Just thirsty,” Seth said. He turned his beer bottle up and swilled most of it down in one gulp. 

“There’s some towels in that chest on your side of the bed. Get yourself one. Hand me one too, will ‘ya?” 

Seth reached over and found the towels. They wiped off both the sweat and lube. 

“Hey, did I hear you singing along with the music?” 

Seth glanced away from Dave, embarrassed about belting it out in front of a stranger—odd enough, considering that he was naked with that stranger while giving up his ass to him. He had always felt self-conscious about singing in front of others. The excitement of the moment had overtaken him. Having been lost in the sex he was sharing with this man, his inhibitions were lowered. “Yeah, I know some of those songs.” 

“Well, fuck me. I didn’t know you were a little headbanger!” 

Seth smiled. A sinister crease furrowed his brow. It made him look sexy in the dim light. “Yeah, that’s what I like to listen to. You know, Meshuggah, Mushroomhead, Mastodon, that sort of thing.” 

Dave chuckled. “Cool. You sound like you’re reading the divider tabs in a record store. You like anything that doesn't start with ‘M'?” 

“Huh? Oh,” Seth smiled again. “There’s Soilwork, obviously.” He paused. “And Slayer, Seven Mary Three…” 

“Alright! We’re in the ‘S’ section now!” Dave took a slurp of his beer. “I like ‘Cumbersome’ a lot, too. But it’s hard rock, not metal.” 

“I don’t discriminate,” Seth said. “But my favorites are heavy metal, death metal, grindcore, that sort of stuff. Shit, when ‘The Ride Majestic’ came out, I bought the album online the day it went on sale. Got the limited edition. Took forever to get here ‘cause it came from Germany or somewhere.” 

Dave nodded his approval. “That’s cool. I have that one too. But it’s just the regular one. Hey, are you going to the Headbangers’ Ball this weekend?” He noticed a spot of Seth’s cum smeared on his side. It happened when Seth rolled over onto him a few minutes earlier. He grabbed his towel to wipe it off. 

“Uh…no.” Seth was unsure whether his answer was going to make Dave change his mind about Seth’s level of coolness. He wasn’t really sure what the Headbangers’ Ball was, though he’d heard guys talk about it once or twice. 

“You definitely should go. Lotta guys there. Everyone there likes metal and—” 

“Sounds cool.” Seth tried to act interested. While he liked concerts, he hadn’t been in the mood lately to deal with the crowds. Anyway, truth be told, he’d rather try to set up a “date” or two over the weekend instead. 

“You’d be a good party boy,” Dave added. 

“Maybe. I’m pretty good at parties,” Seth said, lying a bit. 

“No man, I mean—” Dave paused, exasperated trying to explain himself more clearly. “Do you even know about the Headbangers’ Ball?” 

“I mean—I’ve heard of it. But I’ve never been.” Seth was beginning to feel badgered by Dave’s persistence. He thought he’d just answered that question without, you know, actually answering it. 

“It’s a thing a friend of mine holds a couple times a year out at the old Parson’s place. A bunch of guys—headbangers mostly—come out and—” 

“Uh huh, I get that.” Seth sounded impatient. This whole routine reminded him this was the part of hooking up that he hated: the after-sex small talk. Guys seem to think they owe you some “sparkling conversation” after having sex with them. Dave tricked him into it with the free beer. Now, here he was, trapped in an inane discussion about some dumb local concert. 

“There’s music—hard rock and metal, and a DJ sort of thing before the live act. It all happens on a stage up near the house. Plenty of beer, and everyone’s smoking.” 

Dave seemed unaware of Seth’s growing disinterest in the subject. 

“Then there’s the ‘party boys’ out in the back lot. It’s like this giant gang-bang, and all the party boys, well—they get banged.” 

Now Seth’s curiosity was piqued. How had he never heard about any of this before? Was Dave pulling his chain? 

“Where do these party boys come from?” 

“Everywhere,” Dave said, enigmatically. “There’s a buncha brick patios in the back lot, all set up in a horseshoe. Bonfires in the middle. Some of the boys are out there on all-fours, others on lawn chairs, some loose, some tied.” 

“You think I’d be a good party boy?” Seth’s question was tinged with surprise. 

“Well, yeah. You like music, you seem to like getting fucked, you’re fuckin’ cute as fuck.” Dave enumerated the qualities Seth possessed which would make him right for the task. 

Dave climbed out of the bed and grabbed a picture from his dresser. He showed it to Seth. It was a nighttime shot. Since the room was still dark, it was hard to tell what was going on in the photo. “That’s a friend of mine who was out there last fall,” Dave said. “See? He’s on one of the patios, and guys out there can hook up with you when you’re a party boy.” 

“That’s your—friend?” Seth could tell the guy in the picture was butt-naked, on a raised brick patio on all-fours. People were walking nearby. A fire burned not too far in the distance. 

“Yeah. Well, we made friends. Out there—” A devious smile flashed in Dave’s eyes. He stood at the end of the bed looking down at Seth, who still lay on his back, his legs spread as he studied the photograph. Dave’s cock started to chub again as he enjoyed the view. 

“This happens out at the Parson’s Place?” Seth asked. 

“Yeah, it’s out about a mile or two from here, off Wax Myrtle.” 

“I know where it is. I’ve never been out there though.” Seth was still examining the photo. 

“It’s awesome. You’d love it, I think.” 

Seth sat up in the bed. “It might be worth looking into.” He lay back and raised his legs into the air to towel off his asscrack once again. 

“Stay right there! Don’t move!” 

By now, Dave’s cock was fully erect. He hurried to the dresser. Grabbed another condom. Ripping the foil wrapper open, he grabbed the rubber and rolled it on. He jumped into the bed. Got on top of Seth. 

His cock, seeming to know the way by now, pointed right at Seth’s willing hole.

********

“SETH, YOU THINK ABOUT THE Ball, man,” Dave said as the two stood on the front porch. 

Seth smiled, then grabbed the handlebars of his bike. He guided it down the two steps to the walkway below, then threw a leg over it and sat down. “Oooh! My butt’s sore right now!” 

“Fuck yeah, bruh. You really got a nice tight little ass on you. I wanna meet up again.” 

Seth’s shirt was draped over one shoulder. He grabbed it and threw it over the handlebars. He’d be riding home shirtless this evening. 

“Yeah, it was fun for me too. I think I'll ride standing up though,” Seth replied. “Oh, and Dave? I like what we did today.” 

“You got my number. Gimme a call or drop me a text. Hey, and let me know what you decide about the Ball, alright? I know you’ll enjoy it if you go.” 

“I’ll think it over. To tell the truth, I’ve never been with more than one guy at a time. The whole gang-bang thing sounds kinda hot to me, though.” 

“Bro, I can imagine you out there now, just butt-naked, waiting for random dudes to come over and screw your hot little ass.” 

“I’ll let you know tomorrow. Alright?” 

“I’ll be waiting for your call.” 

“Alright. Catch you later.” Seth stomped his feet onto the pedals and rode down Dave’s walkway and out onto the street. A moment later, he hit a bump in the pavement. He decided he was right about standing up. He’d better not put that seat up under his ass right now. 

He stopped at an intersection and waited for traffic to clear. In the still air, he could smell the faint sticky-sweet scent of male-on-male sex. He reflected on his visit with Dave. The sex was awesome, and the conversation afterwards was intriguing, to say the least. 

What if I do the Headbangers’ Ball this Saturday? It would be something different, a chance to experience the thrill of the venerable anonymous hookup but perhaps several times over in the same evening. Would it lessen the excitement of future encounters when he only got it on with one guy? Would he become a dedicated party boy, only able to be sexually satisfied by a whole queue of men waiting in turn to plow his ass? 

These were, Seth thought, all important questions.

Traffic at Seth’s intersection cleared up and yet there he still stood, at the edge of the road, contemplating his doubts. The quiet of the street, punctuated by the start of a central air conditioning unit behind bushes in a nearby yard, massaged his thoughts into these as-yet-unexplored nooks and crannies of his sexuality. 

Then, a gnat buzzed into his ear, bringing his focus back to the present moment, and he started off again. 

After a slow, relaxed journey through town, he arrived home, the lights burning brightly through gauzy curtains. He knew how the next few moments would pass. He’d go inside, then grab a cold pop from the fridge as his mom questioned him about his afternoon. He’d play it off as having spent time with friends, all while standing in the kitchen with his chest bare, the cum from his last orgasm having been toweled off a little while ago. 

Just another evening at home with Seth's family.









