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Ross Deere – Handy Man is the story of a
young man who stumbled into the escorting business by accident. Ten
years later, about to date someone for real for the first time, he
looks back at some of the clients he’s met over the years,
decisions he’s made, and parallels to his current life.

 


Meet lawyers, professors, students, aspiring
Hollywood actors, and many others who, at one point or another,
have found themselves in need of Ross’s services.

 


Ross Deere – Handy Man is an erotic novel,
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​ Randy
Andy

Hi there. I’m Ross. Ross Deere. It’s a
pleasure meeting you.

I’ve been working as an escort in the Los
Angeles area for ten years. This is my story, and I swear to God
and all that is dear to me, that this is a real life story. My
life’s story. Whatever you read here is the truth, and nothing but
the truth. But I’m not just an escort. My specialty is handiwork. I
help my clients with everything from pool maintenance to changing
lightbulbs, fixing appliances or car work. I got into this industry
by chance, never meaning to be an escort or companion.

I love my work. I own my own schedule—well,
most of the time. I’m my own boss, and I love to help clients. As a
handyman, I’m invited into people’s homes, and I get to see things
most people wouldn’t believe. I’m like a shrink, a taxi driver, a
bar keep and a hair stylist, all rolled into one cute face and
attractive body, entering the realm of people with something to
fix. Most of the time, I fix electric fixtures, plumbing, and
general wood work. I move furniture, mow lawns—you ask me, I’ll do
it. Lots of my clients are lonely. They have no friends, no family,
no one who cares, so the handyman gets to listen. I am a very
talented listener. I change the lightbulb in Rosy’s hall while
listening to her talk about her life. I can assemble IKEA furniture
while dishing out life advice. It’s what I do, and without blowing
my own horn, I’m pretty damn good at it.

Why am I telling you all this? Well, the
thing is, I have a date tonight. A real date. My first one in a
long time. And I’m pretty nervous about it. I have no idea how he
feels about my line of work, or what I’ll do if he doesn’t approve
of it. Do I leave the business for a normal day job? Do I not
pursue him? I honestly don’t know. Only time will tell. But what I
did want to do was to write down some of my most memorable moments
from the past ten years. I want to be able to look back on my life
and remember what I’ve done, and why.

Some of the people who’ve walked through my
life at some point have held great meaning to me—some still do—and
they’ve shaped who I am. Maybe I’ll even let him read this
at some point. Maybe I’ll keep this sealed just for me. Maybe I’ll
let my kids read it one day. I don’t know. But I figure it’s better
to have the record than to lose it, forget those memories over
time. What do you think? Is it okay if I confide in you? After all,
they say that paper is pretty patient. Will you listen?

All I know at this point in time is that I
am really looking forward to my date tonight. There is something
about him that seems right. I can feel it. It’s pulsating through
my body, like this great cosmic energy. I just have a good feeling
about him.

My customers come from all walks of life.
Some of them are young, some are old. Heck, Rosy is eighty years
old, and she always has a lightbulb to change. Some are rich, like
Larry, while others pay me through barter or food. I don’t mind.
Helping people is God’s gift to me, and I’ve walked away from jobs
with only the satisfaction of having made someone smile, and their
gratitude. My customers aren’t taking advantage of me. I’d put a
stop to that pretty fast, and I have walked away from situations
where I felt my safety and well-being were in jeopardy.

I want my clients to feel that they have a
friend in me. They have someone to talk to, someone to genuinely
listen and care, not just about whatever problem it is they’re
facing in their home or with their cars, but also matters of the
heart and soul. I know this makes me an odd fellow in my trade, but
that’s their problem, not mine. You wouldn’t believe the things
people confide to me. No, not murder or criminal stuff, but just
things people suffer in their lives, be it illness, abuse or
whatever pain and sorrow can afflict anyone of us. I feel fairly
lucky that, so far, I’ve been spared most of those experiences
firsthand.

I’ve been to houses where women tell me
about their cheating and beating husbands, or mothers who confide
challenges with their kids in me. I’ve had lawyers share the
difficulties they have with certain clients, and I’ve met doctors
who’ve cried on my shoulder over a patient they lost that day. I’ve
even comforted priests who couldn’t handle the confessions they
heard.

You wonder how I deal with all this baggage
unloaded on me? That is a good question, and I’m not sure the
answer is easily written down. I guess it is a combination of
experience (I’ve done this for ten years now), my easy-going
personality (I’m not bragging), and being eased into it. Who knows,
had I been forced to deal with some of the heavier stuff from the
start, I might have run away. I think there’s also an element of
mutual respect between me and the customer. They instinctively know
what I can handle, and the more experienced I’ve become, the better
I am at handling some of the more difficult situations. But yes,
there have been instances where I’ve cried in my truck on the way
home. Maybe I’ll tell you about it someday. But not today. Today,
I’ll take you back to my very first job—my very first customer.

 


* * *

 


When I first got into this line of work, I
was trying to work my way through college, and I had no idea what I
was getting myself into. Call me naïve, but I had no idea that “fix
my plumbing” could mean different things, and not necessarily
getting wet and smelly underneath a sink. I’ll have to tell you
that story some other day. Today, I’m going to tell you the story
of Andy, my first customer. Andy called me on a Monday night, which
is usually quite slow for me. He said his dishwasher had given up
on him, and that he’d had a party the night before and needed help.
Working at the same college I was attending, he must’ve seen my
advertisement somewhere on campus. At first, I wasn’t sure if he
wanted me to come over and do the dishes for him, but he eventually
told me he wanted me to look at the machine to see if I could fix
it.

“Sure thing, man. I can be there in thirty
minutes, if that works for you?”

Andy seemed excited, his voice coarse and
laden. “Sure, that’s just perfect. I guess it’s something with the
plumbing…” He gave me his address, and we hung up.

I got ready, loaded my tools into my
beat-up, old F-150, and got underway. Andy lived clear on the other
side of town, but I wasn’t worried about being late. At that time
of day, there’s little traffic on the freeway. I got to Andy’s
address about five minutes early. I waited in my truck, reading a
text book for my class on renaissance literature. I majored in
literature and history because I love old books. My parents helped
with tuition, but they weren’t exactly loaded, so I had to make
some additional money to pay for tuition fees, housing, et cetera.
While living in the dorm wasn’t exactly luxurious, it still cost
money, and for a boy from North Dakota, being in California at my
dream college, I’d have done just about anything to make sure my
expenses were covered.

Growing up, I often had to help my mom or my
dad on our farm. Yes, I became quite handy with tools, and by the
time I graduated from high school, there wasn’t an electrical
appliance or an engine on our farm that I hadn’t taken apart,
studied, fixed, and put back together. Everything from Mom’s old
laundry machine to Dad’s old tractor had my fingerprints on the
nuts and bolts. I was the pride of my folks, and I was popular with
the girls—and some of the boys—in my school.

Not that I thought I was much to write home
about, but I guess my blond locks, green eyes, and ripped
body—compliments of all the farm work—didn’t hurt. Standing at six
feet, I wasn’t the tallest kid in class, but also far from being
the shortest. With my dimples and the omnipresent smile on my face,
I was a handsome kid—at least that’s what people said, when they
voted me “best looking in class” in our senior yearbook.

I’m not sure I was a jock, or I never saw
myself as such, but I guess I did fit the definition quite well,
being the quarterback of the high school varsity team and all. I
also played basketball and was pretty good at track and field. I
never had any trouble getting dates to any of the school dances,
and my yearbooks were quickly filled with comments from friends.
Compared to some of the other kids in school, my life was easy.

I always treated everyone with respect. It’s
something my mom taught me early on in life, to respect everyone. I
still do. I guess that’s why my business is so successful. I might
not live in North Dakota anymore, but my basic values are still as
wholesome and down to earth. My clients love me for that.

Heck, I could’ve expanded my business a long
time ago, but I just didn’t want to lose that special bond I have
with them. Instead, I’ve had to learn to turn people down if I
can’t fit them into my schedule, and I’ve been able to raise
prices. My regulars aren’t complaining, quite the contrary.

Meanwhile, the clock was on the mark, and I
rang Andy’s doorbell. There was no reply on the other end. I
pressed my ear against the door and could hear the shower was on
inside. I tried the door, and it was open, much to my surprise. I
carefully opened it and called in, “Andy? Are you here? This is
Ross. I’m the handyman you called. Mind if I come in?”

There was no reply from the inside, so I
stepped in, carefully. I closed the door behind me and approached
the bathroom, from where the sounds came.

“Hello, anyone there? Andy? Can you hear
me?”

Still nothing. I got to the bathroom door,
which was half open, but facing away from me, so I couldn’t see
inside. I knocked on the door and asked again, “Andy, you in
here?”

This time I got a reply. “Ross? Is that you?
I’ll be out in a sec. Dishwasher’s in the kitchen. Why don’t you go
on ahead and have a look?”

I looked around to see where the kitchen
might be and proceeded down the corridor. It was a beautiful house,
much different from the dorm I was living in at the time. This kid,
or his parents, must’ve had a lot of money. I found the kitchen at
the back of the house, facing a nice yard. Even though it was dark,
I could make out a lawn, a couple of deck chairs, and a small water
fountain.

Yeah, definitely loaded.

I looked around the kitchen and found the
dishwasher installed right next to the sink. As I always do, I
tested if it was hooked up to the electricity. Check. Then
if the water was connected as it should be. Check. Or if any
of the spray arms were jammed or stuck. The machine was empty and
everything seemed fine. Maybe there was an issue with the
electronics, but the display looked okay.

Suddenly, I heard footsteps behind me, and
Andy walked into the kitchen, dressed in nothing more than a
towel—a tiny one at that. For a second, I was pretty sure it would
fall off. I’m not a prude, but this was more than I’d ever seen in
North Dakota. The towels we used in our locker rooms were twice the
size, and we’d cover ourselves up decently after exiting the shower
stalls. Andy here, not so much.

Here’s the deal. At that time, I had never
defined myself in terms of sexuality. I was fine with looking at a
guy or a gal, and Andy was quite a specimen. He was tall, probably
two inches taller than me, with a swimmer’s build. A coat of fur
covered his chest and abdomen, and his legs were equally hairy, as
were his forearms. He looked like a man’s man, which kind of threw
me off, as my image of that type of guy implied he would also be
quite handy. So why would he need me in his kitchen? I guess my
North Dakotan preconceptions just didn’t work out very well here in
sunny California.

“Hey, you’ve found it,” he said, taking a
few more steps toward me. As I was crouching in front of the
dishwasher, his towel-covered hip came up to my face, and I
couldn’t help but notice the bulge Andy was packing underneath.
Hoping he was a “shower,” I swallowed hard, lust suddenly getting
the better of me. The mere thought of him getting hard was making
it impossible for me to focus. There would be little to no
resistance from the towel, and I was fairly certain that his cock
would simply lift the cloth and peek out from underneath it. My own
dick started to wake up inside my dungarees.

Luckily, I was wearing a pair of shorts
rather than going commando as I normally did, or I’d have been in
immediate trouble. I pack a good nine inches, but I’m a “grower,”
so you don’t usually see much of it, until I’m horny. But by then,
there’s no hiding it. Andy’s must’ve been even bigger—at least ten
inches, a monster cock the likes of which I had never seen, at
least not flaccid. Then again, and this is the honest-to-God truth,
I’d never been with a guy. Not that I had an issue with gay people,
but remember where I’m from. It’s just, well, not what you do. Not
that I would have minded taking that monster in my mouth and
tasting it, but Andy had called me to fix his dishwasher, not to go
down on him.

What I didn’t know yet, was that was
exactly why Andy had called me. Instead, I scrambled to my
feet and stretched out my hand in greeting.

“Yes, sorry for just walking in, but there
was no response when I called from the front door.”

Andy choked out a dark, bellowing laugh,
“That’s why I left the door open, so you could let yourself in. I
felt dirty and wanted to grab a shower. I hope you don’t mind?”

“Mind? Me? No, not at all. This is your
house. You do as you please. Now, I’ve checked your machine, and I
haven’t found anything odd yet. Can you describe the problem for
me?”

“It just doesn’t work. I loaded it the other
day and started the cycle, but nothing happened. I guess it’s
broken.”

“I see,” I responded, as if it gave me at
least an indication of what the issue was. I turned around to look
at the faucet in the sink and noticed a small knob on the side. I
turned it a couple revolutions and tried to start the dishwasher
again. It responded as before, but after a couple of seconds, I
could hear the water rushing and entering the machine. Problem
solved.

“Looks like we’ve found our culprit. You
haven’t been living here for very long, have you?”

Behind me, Andy laughed again, embarrassed
that he hadn’t noticed the knob himself. “You could say that. I
moved here at the beginning of the term. I’ve only been here a
couple of weeks. But I saw your post the other day, and when the
machine didn’t work, I figured I’d call you.” He was blushing now,
which made him even hotter. I was trying to figure out how old he
was, but I couldn’t really tell. He was probably between
twenty-five and thirty.

“You’re a senior?” I asked, trying to get
more information out of him.

“No, I’m a professor. I teach advanced
mathematics.” So, probably slightly more than thirty. I bent down
to gather my toolbox, when he asked me, “How much do I owe
you?”

“Well, I didn’t really do anything, so I
can’t charge you for it,” I said, disappointed in having wasted the
evening for nothing. I turned around to get up and found I was
staring right at Andy’s bulge again. This time, his cock was
peeking out from underneath the towel, a drop of pre-cum sitting
right at the top of the head. I have no idea what got into me, but
at that moment, my other “brain” kicked in, and my tongue darted
out to lick that droplet off his dick. Yum!

It was like nectar. I’d never tasted
anything like it before, and Andy’s cock reacted to the quick touch
of my tongue by growing even faster, looking straight out and into
my face. I couldn’t help myself. I had to take the shaft in my hand
and part my lips to suck it into my mouth. I’d been down on girls
once or twice, but I’d never done this with a guy, and it was
driving me insane.

I must’ve been doing something right,
because above me, Andy was moaning ecstatically. It was impossible
to take all of his dick inside me. He was too big, and quite thick,
too. I don’t have a small mouth, but this was like eating one of
those huge burgers, where you really have to open your mouth as
much as you could to get it all in. I loved every second of it. I
was still crouching and had to get to a different position on my
knees. My own cock was stuck and needed to be freed. With my right
hand, I slipped off my dungarees and pulled it out of my
shorts.

I sucked Andy for all I was worth while
beating my own meat. Above me, Andy was moaning and tossing his
head backward and forward. Looking up at his beautiful, muscular,
and hairy body was making me hornier than ever before. He was
holding on to the kitchen table with one arm for support and
thoroughly enjoying the attention I was giving his dick.

I’d never been given good head myself, but I
quickly found there are tricks for pleasuring a guy. First of all,
you don’t suck like a vacuum pump, but gently move your lips up and
down the shaft, paying particular attention to the area just
underneath the head. Andy was cut, like most guys, but he seemed to
have retained some of the sensitivity to the area. He also seemed
to appreciate it when I moved my tongue over his head or licked the
underside of his cock, from his ball sack all the way up to his
dick head, slowly, like a lollipop. He wasn’t shaven, and his pubes
were thick and dark, the same color as his hair. His ball sack was
beautifully proportioned to his dick, and hung loosely. I couldn’t
stop myself from licking the sack, too, extracting extra-loud moans
and bucking knees from Andy. He was loving it.

He grabbed my head with both his hands and
pulled me to my feet, leaving my dungarees to fall to the floor.
Holding my head between his hands, he planted his lips on mine and
started to kiss me passionately. His skin was rough, stubbly, not
as soft as a girl’s, and his lips felt very different, too. There
was no lipstick, nothing to get in the way of feeling the soft
touch of lips on lips. It was thrilling, almost like small jolts of
electricity as our mouths came together.

His tongue darted out almost immediately,
opening my mouth wider, searching inside, seeking out the area
around my teeth, and fencing with my own tongue. I could tell that
Andy had a lot more experience in kissing than I did. And I loved
it. He let go of my head, and his arms found their way around my
shoulders and waist. He was holding me while kissing me
passionately. I mimicked his style and held on to him, finding the
small of his back slightly damp from the shower, and his body warm
and pleasant to my touch.

When Andy suddenly let go, I was
disappointed, and for a split second, I feared it was all over. I
needn’t have worried, though, because Andy got down on his knees,
pulled my shorts down to my ankles, and took me into his mouth,
giving me head like an expert. I could tell that he had great
experience in doing this, quickly driving me to the point of no
return.

“Andy, wait. I can’t hold on much longer…” I
begged, but he kept on going, undeterred, until I screamed, “Oh my
God, I’m coming!” and exploded in an orgasm unlike any I’d
experienced before. Spurt after spurt, I can’t recall how many,
five, six, seven…shot from my cock, right into Andy’s eager mouth.
He readily accepted them as gifts.

Using my spunk as lube, he kept sucking my
uncut cock head until it was almost unbearably sensitive. Yet, the
sensation of Andy’s lips, coated with cum, sucking my dick, had me
back horny in seconds and begging for more. He swallowed the rest
and proceeded to lick my balls and the length of my shaft, just as
I had done to him. He was driving me mad, and my knees buckled
underneath me.

I barely heard him as he said, “Sit on my
face,” and lay down on the kitchen floor, pulling me down on top of
him. His tongue sought out my ball sack, playing with my balls,
teasing me with the tip of his tongue. What he did next I had not
foreseen. He licked the skin behind my ball sack and moved along
the fine line back to my anus. Sure, I knew that gay men had sex
anally, but this was new to me. Within seconds, it all made sense,
as his tongue reached my sacred spot, my sphincter, my butt rose,
circling around it with the tip of his moist and teasing tongue. I
cried out in ecstasy. I had no idea I had a body part that was so
sensitive. He continued to lick me, gently probing my asshole with
his tongue, tasting my essence.

I turned around and figured I’d give the
proverbial sixty-nine a try. Kneeling over him, my dick, balls, and
ass were in easy reach of Andy’s face, while I could attack his
cock from above. Trust me, if all you’ve ever had is vaginal sex,
stuffing your dick in a bored teenage girl who’d rather be doing
needlepoint or playing with her pompoms, sucking a man’s cock while
your ass is being eaten is quite the experience. I was rock hard,
my dick rocking up and down in a rhythmic motion. My cock head
gently touched Andy’s chest hair, tickling me and making me even
hornier. I was a beast. I was so cock hungry, I don’t think
anything could’ve separated me from that body underneath me.

Being the good guy that I am, I wanted to
reciprocate what Andy had been doing to me. I worked my way around
his huge cock and down toward his scrotum. I licked the sides of
his dick, extracting ecstatic grunts from him, sensitive area,
it seems, and proceeded south to his asshole. Despite the fact
that he’d recently showered, his scent was omnipresent, manly,
potent, and very pleasant. I moved a couple inches closer to reach
his anus, suddenly leaving my ass unattended. Andy realized what I
was doing and lifted his upper body to follow mine. Quickly, he
resumed rimming my ass, just as I was rimming him. Then, as
unexpected as I’d found myself staring at his cock minutes earlier,
he announced, “Fuck me, stud!”

I didn’t have to think. I was unable to
think, and in hindsight, I was being stupid, callous. I simply
turned around, pointed my rock-hard cock at his entry, and pushed,
eliciting a short scream from Andy.

“Not so hard. Gently.” But I was already
inside him, my mind gone. I cannot describe the sensation of having
my cock enclosed by the hot moistness of Andy’s ass. I realized I
needed to go slowly when his face looked pained—pain mixed with
pleasure—so I gently pulled back, almost to the point of having my
cock come out completely. Then I rested, allowed Andy to relax,
before gently pushing forward and back again. I spit on my cock to
add lubrication then pushed in slowly, all the while watching
Andy’s face change from pain to something that displayed the
inability to make up his mind, to finally, pure pleasure. When I
noticed how much he was enjoying himself, I picked up the pace and
started to fuck him harder and harder. I pushed in and out like a
piston in the valves of a high-revved engine. I was so fucking
horny nothing could’ve stopped me at that moment. Nothing!

I went on and on, and when I finally looked
at Andy again, I saw a longing on his face. A longing that I
instinctively recognized as a desire to kiss. I moved forward and
bent down on him, not relinquishing my thrusting motions, and met
his lips in another passionate kiss. He grabbed me and held on to
me tightly while I was fucking him for God and country. My t-shirt
hung loosely on my chest, and through the thin cloth, I could feel
his cock rubbing between his abdomen and mine. I was approaching
another climax, and Andy must’ve felt it too. He started to squeeze
his sphincter around my cock, as tight as he could, only adding to
the friction and the pleasure. The tension quickly sent me over the
cliff and into another orgasm, this time deep inside his ass. I was
exhausted, and collapsed on Andy’s body, not withdrawing from him,
simply going limp inside him, too tired to move. He held on to me,
gently rocking me for a while.

After what to me seemed like an eternity, he
asked, “Mind if we get up for a bit? This floor’s cold and you’re
heavy.” He chuckled, and his voice had a beautiful, almost innocent
quality to it, very much unlike the coarse voice earlier. I rolled
off him, noticing that my t-shirt was all wet from Andy’s cum. He’d
climaxed simultaneously with me.

“Aw, shit. I didn’t bring a backup shirt
with me tonight,” I said, disappointed with myself, because I
usually take an extra shirt with me when I’m working. Between water
damages and leaks, I’m often left soaking wet.

Andy laughed. “Don’t worry, I’ll throw it in
the washing machine. It’ll be done in an hour, or are you in any
rush?”

I couldn’t say that I was. “No, not
really.”

Andy got up from the floor, put the towel
around his waist, pulled the t-shirt up and over my head, and left
for the bathroom. I stood there, alone in the kitchen, buck naked,
yet with my dungarees and shorts tangled around my feet and still
wearing my boots. When Andy came back, he laughed at the sight.
“Say, why don’t you get out of this stuff and follow me to get
cleaned up?”

I shrugged and got out of my boots then
stepped out of my overalls and shorts. I picked them up and
followed Andy to the bathroom.

“Here’s a towel for you. Want to take a
shower?”

“Sure, that’d be great.”

He pointed to the bathtub behind him, and I
climbed in and got the shower going. I hadn’t realized that he was
going to keep me company, but he started to talk while I lathered
up. “So, this isn’t the first time you’ve done handiwork like
this?”

I had to chuckle at the comment and was
probably blushing behind the shower curtain.

“What makes you say that?”

“Nothing in particular. You just seem
experienced. Do clients often mean something else when they ask you
come by to fix something?”

“Uh, no. Quite frankly, you’re my first.” I
was clearly embarrassed now, telling him the truth.

“Oh, I see,” he said from the other side of
the curtain. “So, I’m privileged?”

“Well,” I continued, “I’m not really
experienced at all. You’re my first customer here in Los Angeles.
Period. I just moved here for college, and I figured the handyman
work would help pay for my tuition. I’ve done a lot of work like
that back home in Bismarck.”

Andy was laughing out loud now. “But you are
gay, aren’t you?”

Had anyone seen my face right then, they
would’ve probably described it as crimson red. I was feeling very
hot.

“I don’t know. I’ve never actually been with
a guy before. You’re my first. I’m not that experienced with sex,
either. I’ve only been with a couple of girls back home.”

Suddenly, the shower curtain flew open, and
Andy stared at me. “You’ve never been with a guy before?”

I shook my head.

“Wow, you’re incredible,” he said and
climbed into the shower, joining me. “I’m your first, eh? You make
me so fucking horny!”

I could tell by his steel-hard cock bouncing
up and down at every little move he made. He kissed me then
proceeded to turn me around and lather me up with soap from top to
toe, not missing a single spot. The sensation of his large hands on
my body was driving me crazy, and when he moved to my cock and
balls, rolling them gently in his soapy hand, I was glad to have
already come twice that night, or I’d have exploded all over
again.

His ministrations were deliberate, combining
the touch of his body, sliding his hard cock up and down between my
ass cheeks, while his hands massaged my chest and abdomen, my cock,
balls and thighs. Every time his cock slid up or down the crack of
my ass, I exhaled a loud moan. Andy must’ve taken that as a sign,
because he slowly continued to wash my body, cleaning off the soap
before taking my ass cheeks in his hands. He spread them apart,
fucking my hole with his tongue. I was desperately holding on to
the wall as he rimmed me into seventh heaven.
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