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FUMBLER ON THE ROOF


Landon Dixon


Timmy Mathers started working for the Lantrell Brothers Roofing Company on 6 June, a day that lives in infamy for the crew that has to work with him; a day that was the first day in the beautiful relationship between Timmy and his ultra understanding boss, Doug Howard.


Timmy had just flunked out of university after two listless, error-prone years, and had already gone through three jobs in short order, when the Lantrell Brothers hired him to shingle roofs. They were desperate for workers, as a recent tornado and subsequent hailstorms had swamped their order books.


Doug picked Timmy up in a company truck at the designated street corner early that morning, the rest of the crew already aboard the super-sized King Cab, in various states of dozing and disinterest. But everyone angrily pricked up their ears and rubbed their eyes, when Timmy banged his toolbox against the side of the truck before he had even gotten inside.


He was trying to swing the metal box up into the bed of the truck, but didn’t get enough air, smashing it against the brand-new black paint job. The toolbox exploded on contact, spilling tools all over the road, slicing a long, thick divot of paint out of the side of the truck.


Timmy glanced sheepishly through the door at Doug at the wheel, his toolbox hanging wide open like a red screaming mouth in his hand. “Whoops, sorry.”


“You know, you don’t even need to bring your own tools, Timmy,” Doug responded. “They’re all at the worksite waiting for us.”


The crew impatiently waited, as Timmy rescued his low-grade Wal-Mart equipment from the roadway, stuffed it back into his rusty toolbox and carefully placed said box in the bed of the truck. Forgetting to fasten the latch on the front. The next bump the truck hit sent tools spraying up into the air, raining down on the traffic behind.


“New guy always gets the donuts,” Doug informed Timmy, with a wink at the rest of his work crew. He’d pulled into a Tim Hortons and parked.


“Uh, sure, no problem,” Timmy replied with a grin. He pushed a soft, slender hand through his soft brown hair, his brown eyes looking around uncertainly. “But, uh, can you lend me some money? I don’t have any.”


The guys groaned and reluctantly forked over the cash.


Timmy made it in and out of the crowded donut store without incident. But as he was crossing the parking lot, loaded down with a cardboard tray of six extra-large coffees and two boxes of assorted donuts, his toe suddenly caught a crevice in the pavement the wrong way. He stumbled and desperately saved himself from a face plant in the cement by shooting his hands out in front of him, sending the coffee and donuts flying. They landed with a splash and a splat on the hood of an idling police car.


It took five minutes of explaining and cajoling from Doug to rescue Timmy from that sticky situation. The cops were furious at the desecration of their patrol car, yes, but even more furious at the wanton destruction of the delicious coffee and donuts.


The crew finally made it to the worksite, an apartment complex consisting of four large two-storey buildings grouped around a central courtyard. They headed for the closest building, the west one, where stacks of new shingles were waiting for them on the back of another truck already there.


Timmy grabbed a pile of the heavy, tar-backed shingles, spun around, sliding the shingles off the truck and taking the full weight of them. His long, thin arms couldn’t handle the load, and the shingles piled forward, down one after another onto the right boot of Greg Mullen one of Timmy’s workmates.


“Holy horseshit!” Greg exploded, his steel toe not enough to cushion the blow. He jumped back and hopped around, holding his foot. Then he refocused his hurt and rage on Timmy, charging at the young man.


Doug had to intervene again to keep Timmy from getting killed. Greg had thirty pounds and two inches on Doug, but the dark-haired, well-built crew boss carried a lot of strength, as well as authority. He soon had Greg subdued and Timmy up on the roof.


“That guy’s a one-man wrecking crew!” Greg growled.


Doug stroked his chin contemplatively, watching Timmy shakily ascend the ladder to the roof in his skintight white Dockers (totally unsuitable, but yet not unbecoming, to the dirty job). Doug’s dark eyes twinkled, his tanned, handsome face beamed and his lush, red lips broke into a smile. “Oh, I don’t know. There’s something I like about the guy.”


Timmy was given a crowbar up on the roof and ordered to start tearing up shingles. He eagerly accepted the long iron ripping tool and swung it around, narrowly missing decapitating another worker standing behind him. He went to work, all by himself, on one side the roof, the rest of the crew well and safely away on the opposite side.


There were no more serious near misses for the next couple of hours, other than the occasional torn-up shingle that was rather carelessly winged down off the rooftop, skimming Doug’s yellow work helmet a couple of times down on the ground. But then the new shingles were hauled up onto the stripped roof, and the nail guns handed out.


“Where’re our Kevlar vests?” Greg asked, gesturing at Timmy who was staring into the business end of his gun.


Doug laughed. Then stopped laughing when Timmy pressed the trigger on his gun and wouldn’t let go.


Nails spat out all over the place, Timmy wrestling with the jumping gun, his finger squeezing the trigger for a better grip. The crew hit the deck, hugging the roof, while nails whizzed overhead, thudding into wood, impaling the ground below.


Until, finally, the steel-spitting gun sprang right out of Timmy’s hand and leaped over the side of the roof, seemingly as anxious to get away from the guy as the rest of the crew.


For the remainder of the day, the nail guns were off-limits to Timmy. He was assigned the innocuous job of handing shingles to his co-workers, who then nailed them into place. There were a few jammed thumbs and scratched forearms, but everyone survived.


“We should be getting fucking danger pay!” Greg grumbled, as he descended the ladder from the roof at the end of the day.


Timmy brought up the rear. He hooked a foot the wrong way in a rung and took a header off into space. Doug was standing directly below, holding the ladder steady. He darted to the side and caught the flailing young man in his arms, saving him from a certain broken neck.


“You’re not much of a load, are you?” he said, grinning, hefting Timmy in his strong arms. “You guys go on ahead!” he yelled at his crew. “Me and Timmy are going to go over the day’s work.”


Greg climbed in behind the wheel of the King Cab, muttering, “I hope he puts a nail gun to the back of that guy’s head and puts us all out of his misery.”


Doug was about to give Timmy some much-needed words of advice, when it suddenly started raining. “Let’s go inside,” he said, pointing at the empty suite the crew had been using for its washroom facilities all day.


“Sure,” Timmy said, following his boss.


Doug entered the empty apartment. Timmy tried to, but tripped on the doorsill and crashed into Doug, sending both he and his boss crashing down to the shag carpeting.


Doug stared up at Timmy in his arms. Timmy stared down at Doug’s handsome face, feeling the heat of the hard man’s body beneath his own ungainly form. And then he kissed Doug, attempting to apologize for the latest disaster he’d caused.


It was the first right move he’d made all day.


Because Doug responded in kind, kissing Timmy, pressing his plush lips deeply into the other man’s thin lips, squeezing him tight in his arms. Timmy sighed blissfully in the warm embrace, with the soft, wet movement of Doug’s lips against his.


Doug slid his hands down Timmy’s back, over Timmy’s mounded butt cheeks in his white pants. He gripped the firm pair, squeezed them. Timmy moaned into Doug’s mouth, his body surging with heat, cock with blood, sizing up against Doug’s own expanding erection.


The two men kissed each other hotly, hungrily, Doug working Timmy’s cheeks, clutching, massaging, kneading. He shot his tongue into Timmy’s mouth, and those buttocks jumped in his hands, Timmy’s cock grinding against his.


Doug pumped up, Timmy pushed down, the two men rubbing their rods together. The curtains were drawn on the vacant apartment, just the two of them in each other’s arms on the floor, a couple of men passionately working the edge off a hard day’s work.


Doug jammed his hands down the back of Timmy’s pants and underwear and grabbed onto the man’s bare butt mounds, clenching the smooth, burning skin. Timmy wiggled with delight, flapping his tongue against Doug’s tongue, undulating his cock against Doug’s cock. “Oh, God, I think I’m going to come!” he gasped in the other man’s astonished face.


“Hold that thought!” Doug barked, shoving Timmy upward to release some of the pressure on their cocks.


Timmy managed to control himself, just barely. He did as his boss asked and stripped off his T-shirt, shoved down his pants and underwear. At the same time, Doug whipped off his work shirt, skinned down his work pants and jockeys. He cupped Timmy’s trembling pecs above him, their cocks pressing lightly together skin on skin now.


Timmy moaned as Doug lifted his head off the carpet and flicked his tongue against one of Timmy’s puffy pink nipples and then the other one. The nipples tightened and lengthened, buzzing with the impact of the wet tongue slapping against them, swirling all around them. Timmy quivered in Doug’s hands, his cock leaking pre-come onto Doug’s cock.


Doug sucked a nipple into his mouth and tugged on it. Then did the same to Timmy’s other nipple, enjoying the rubbery taste of the swollen buds. He painted the man’s deeper pink areolae with his spinning tongue, appreciating their pebbly textures.


“You know how to sixty-nine?” he asked at last.


Timmy popped his eyes open and stared down at Doug, his chest heaving, shining. “You mean suck on each other’s cocks at the same time?”


“Bingo!”


Timmy proved to have the right tool for that job, was surprisingly adept and utterly enthusiastic. After he’d spun around on top of Doug, without crushing the man’s nose with an errant knee, he grabbed up Doug’s long, hard cock and gobbled the mushroomed tip of the towering erection.


“Yeah!” Doug groaned, knowing that if he dug deep enough he’d eventually find something Timmy was good at.


Timmy dropped his head down, swallowing half of Doug’s pulsing, vein-ribboned shaft. He planted his hands on the man’s tanned, muscled thighs and brought his head back up, then down again, dragging his lips and tongue along Doug’s cock, sucking.


Doug grunted his satisfaction at a job well started. Then he gripped Timmy’s bare ass again and stared up into the man’s dangling purple hood and along the length of Timmy’s engorged cock. The inept workman had been built well between the legs by some master craftsman. Doug inhaled Timmy’s bulbous knob and almost all of his thick, swollen shaft.


Timmy jerked, his teeth biting into Doug’s cock. He sucked again, keeping pace with the wet-vaccing pressure Doug was applying to his dong. They bobbed their heads in perfect unison, hotly, wetly pulling on each other’s pricks.


Timmy’s lack of stamina reared its head again, this time right in Doug’s mouth. Doug tasted salty jizz oozing from Timmy’s slit, almost gushing as he kept on sucking. He jerked his head back, leaving Timmy’s dripping dong to quiver above him. “Mind if I nail you?” he asked Timmy. “To the floor?”


Timmy popped his mouth off Doug’s cock, his body off Doug’s body. He dove down flat on his belly on the thick carpet, and Doug rolled over and up onto the stretched-out man, mounting his buttocks.


Doug sponged his hard, beating cock in between Timmy’s butt cheeks, sinking into the young man’s bum cleavage. Timmy’s pillows enveloped Doug’s cock in heat and softness. Doug pumped his hips, gliding his dick along the smooth crack. Timmy moaned as he pumped his own cock into the carpet.


Doug knew he had to work fast. He pulled some lube out of a pocket of his bunched-up work pants and sprayed his cock slick, then Timmy’s crack. And then he stuffed his dick back into the cleavage, rubbing the lube around with his cock.


“Oh, fuck me, Doug!” Timmy groaned, grabbing handfuls of shag. “Please, fuck me!”


A happy crew was a hard-working crew.


Doug reared up, gripped his dong and dipped it head first in between Timmy’s cheeks, pushing the bloated tip against Timmy’s butt hole. Both men groaned, as Timmy’s pucker flowered open under the pressure and engulfed Doug’s knob.


Doug dropped deeper, sinking his shaft into Timmy’s hot, tight anus, slowly stretching, plowing, probing the furthest depths of Timmy’s electrified bung. Until Doug’s thighs were being cushioned by Timmy’s buttocks, his cock buried to the balls in Timmy’s butt.


Doug pumped, Timmy pumped; Doug fucking chute, Timmy fucking shag. The tempo escalated, the heat rose, pressure built and passion boiled. Doug thumped against Timmy’s cheeks, setting them to shuddering wildly, pounding his cock into Timmy’s gripping hole. Timmy moaned and bounced, his cock thumping the carpet.


The men burned at fever pitch, joined at the blazing friction point of cock and ass, Doug thrusting frantically, Timmy whimpering desperately. Doug’s thighs blasted off Timmy’s butt cheeks, so rapidly it became one continuous sound, the squishing noise of cock sawing chute no longer audible at all.


“Fuck!” Doug cried, shuddering, spurting. His pistoning cock went off in Timmy’s ass, pouring out his pent-up lust.


Timmy yelped and bucked, spraying the carpet, overcome by it all. He’d never expected his first day on the job to end with such a bang.


The rest of the crew were more than a little dismayed and disgusted to see Timmy back at the worksite the following day. But they were mollified somewhat by Doug’s assurance that he could mold the young man into a first-class worker with some personal attention.


That meant Timmy never set foot off the ground. While the other men worked away up on the roof, he was kept busy down below, acting as Doug’s personal assistant. It was a job that kept the young man fully occupied, day and night.




BOB & CAROL & TED (BUT NOT ALICE)


M. Christian


“What are you afraid of ?” Not spoken with scorn; with challenge though. This was Carol, after all. His Carol. The question was sweet, sincere, one lover to another: Really, honestly, what are you frightened of ?


Robert fiddled with his glass of ice tea, gathering his thoughts. He trusted Carol – hell, he’d been happily married to her for five years so he’d better – but even so, it was a door he hadn’t opened in a long time.


They were sitting in their living room. A gentle rain tapped at the big glass doors to the patio, danced on the pale blue surface of the pool beyond. In the big stone fireplace, a gentle fire licked at the glowing embers of a log.


Carol smiled – and, as always, when she did Bob felt himself sort of melt, deep inside. Carol . . . it shocked him sometimes how much he loved her, trusted her, loved to simply be with her. He counted himself so fortunate to have found the other half of himself in the tall, slim, brown-haired woman. They laughed at the same jokes, they appreciated the same ear of jazz, they both could eat endless platters of sashimi, and – in the bedroom, the garage, the kitchen, in the pool, in the car, and everywhere else the mood struck them – their lovemaking was always delightful, often spectacular.


“I don’t know,” Bob finally said, taking a long sip of his drink (needs more sugar, he thought absently). “I mean, I think about it sometimes. Not like I don’t like what we do, but sometimes it crops up. A lot of the time it’s hot, but other times it’s kinda . . . fuck, disconcerting, you know? Like I should be thinking of what we’re doing, what I want to do with you—” a sly smile, a hand on her thigh, kneading gently “—instead of thinking about, well, another guy.”


Carol leaned forward, grazing her silken lips across his. As always, just that simple act – one sweeping kiss – made his body, especially his cock, stiff with desire. “Sweet,” she said, whispering hoarsely into his ear, “I don’t mind. I think it’s hot. I really do.”


Bob smiled, flexing his jeans-clad thighs to relish in his spontaneous stiffness. “I know. It just feels weird sometimes. I can’t explain it.”


“What do you think about? Talk to me about it. Maybe that’ll help a little bit.” Her hand landed in his lap, curled around his shaft. “Pretend I’m not here,” she added, with a low laugh.


He responded with a matching chuckle. “Oh, yeah, right,” he said, leaning forward to meet her lips. They stayed together, lips on lips, tongues dancing in hot mouths. Bob didn’t know how to respond, so he just followed his instincts – his hand drifted up to cup Carol’s firm, large breasts. Five years and she still had the power to reach down into his sexual self, to get to him at a cock-and-balls level. But there was something else.


“I think it’s hot,” Carol said, breaking the kiss with a soft smack of moisture. “I think about it a lot, really. The thought of you with—What was his name again?”


Bob doubted Carol had really forgotten, but he smiled and played again. “Charley. College friend.” Charley: brown curls, blue eyes, broad shoulders, football, basketball, geology, math, made a wicked margarita. Charley: late one night in their dorm room, both drunk on those wicked margaritas, Charley’s hand on Bob’s knee, then on his hard cock. “We fooled around for most of the semester then his father died. Left him the business. We stayed in touch for a year or so, then, well, drifted apart. You know.”


“I think it’s wonderful,” Carol said, smiling, laughing, but also tender, caring, knowing there was a Charley-shaped hole somewhere deep inside Bob. Carefully, slowly, she inched down the zipper on his jeans until the tent of his underwear was clearly visible, a small dot of pre-come marking the so-hard tip of his cock. “I think about it when we play. When we fuck.”


Bob suspected, but hearing Carol say it added extra iron to his already throbbing hard-on. Carol normally wasn’t one to talk during sex. This new, rough voice was even more of a turn-on.


Bob felt a glow start, deep down. Even to Carol, Charley was something private, but hearing Carol’s voice, he felt like he could, really, finally, share it. “He was something else, Charley was. Big guy, never would have thought it to look at him. That sounds stupid, doesn’t it?”


“No it doesn’t. You’re speaking from the heart, sexy. Since when is anyone’s heart logical or fair?” Carol had gotten his jeans down, quickly followed by his underwear. Bob’s cock had never seemed so big or so hard in his life. It was like two parts of his life had met, with the force of both working to make him hard . . . so damned hard. Carol kissed the tip, carefully savoring the bead of come just starting to form again at the tip.


He smiled down at her, taking a moment to playfully ruffle her hair before allowing himself to melt down into the sofa. “I wouldn’t call him ‘sweet’ or ‘nice’, but he could be sometimes. He just liked . . . fuck . . .” The words slipped from his mind as Carol opened her mouth and, at first slowly, carefully, started to suck on his cock. “Fuck . . . yeah, he liked life, I guess. I don’t even think he thought of himself as gay or anything. He just liked to fuck, to suck, to get laid, you know. But it was special. I can’t really explain it.”


“You loved him, didn’t you – at least a little bit?” Carol said, taking her lips off his cock for a moment to speak. As she did, she stroked him, each word a downward or upward stroke.


Bob didn’t say anything. He just leaned back and closed his eyes. He knew she was right but that was one thing he wasn’t quite willing to say – not yet. He’d come a long way, but that was still in the distance.


Carol smiled, sweetly, hotly, and dropped her mouth onto his cock again. This time her sucking, licking, stroking of his cock was faster, more earnest, and Bob could tell that she was aching to fuck, to climb on top of him and ride herself to a shattering, glorious orgasm. But she didn’t. Instead, she kept sucking, kept stroking his cock, occasionally breaking to whisper, then say in a raw, hungry voice: “I think it’s hot . . . not him just sucking your cock . . . but that you have had that. Bet sometimes . . . we look at the same guy . . . and want to know what he’d be like . . . to suck . . . to fuck.”


Even though Bob was . . . somewhere else, damned near where Carol wanted to be, he knew she was right. It was hot, it was special, and he recognized that. He wanted to haul her off her knees, get dressed, and bolt out the door to do just that. The kid who bagged their groceries sometimes at the Piggly Wiggly, that one linebacker, Russell Crowe – he wanted to take them home, take off their shirts, lick their nipples, suck their cocks, suck their cocks, suck their cocks.


Then something went wrong. Just on the edge of orgasm, Carol stopped. Bob felt slapped, like ice water had just been dumped into his lap. He opened his eyes and looked, goggleeyed, as Carol got up off the floor, straightening her T-shirt over very hard nipples. “Didn’t you hear that? Of all times for someone to ring the fucking doorbell.”


Tugging up his pants, Bob rehearsed what he’d say. Mormons? Slam the door in their faces. Door-to-door salesman? The same. Someone needing directions? “Sorry, but you’re way off,” then do the same . . .


Just as Bob got to the living room door, he heard Carol, who’d been a lot more dressed to start with, saying, “Ted! How’s it hanging?”


Bob rounded the corner, a smile already spreading across his face. Of all the people to have knocked on their front door, Ted was probably the only one who would have understood.


Ted and his charming wife Alice lived just across town. Normally, Bob and Carol would never in a million years have crossed paths with them, but it so happened that Ted worked in the coffee place right across the street from where Bob worked. After six months of going back and forth, Bob finally struck up a conversation with Ted and found out, much to his delight, that the tall, sandy-haired young man and he had a lot in common: the Denver Broncos, weekend sailing and Russell Crowe movies. Bob and Carol felt very relaxed and even sometimes sexually playful around Ted and Alice – even going so far as to having a kind of sex party one night, when they all got way too wasted on tequila and some primo green bud that Ted had scored the night before. All they’d done was watch each other fuck, but it had been more than enough to blast Bob and Carol into happy voyeuristic bliss and fuel their erotic fantasies for weeks afterward.


“Low and to the right,” Ted answered, smiling wide and broad. He planted a quick kiss on Carol’s cheek. Bob gave Ted his own quick greeting – a full body hug that only when he finished did Bob realize had probably given Ted more than he expected with regard to Bob’s still rock-hard dick.


Bob and Carol smiled at each other, feeling relaxed and still playful in the presence of their friend. “Where’s Alice at, Teddy? Somewhere in the depths of Columbia?” Bob asked. Alice was the other half of Bean Seeing You, their little coffee house, and was often away trying to wrangle up all kinds of stimulating delicacies, not all of them coffee-related.


“Worse than that,” Ted said, playfully ruffling his friend’s brown locks. “Deepest, darkest Bakersfield. I’m kinda worried about her – the last expedition down there vanished without a trace.”


Everyone laughing, more out of released tension than Ted’s weird brand of humor, they retreated back to the living room and the couch. As Bob and Ted sprawled out on the couch while Carol got some drinks, Bob couldn’t help but wonder if their friend had figured out that they’d been almost screwing their brains out a few minutes before. The thought of it made Bob grin wildly.


“Come on, bro,” Ted said, picking up on the smile. “Out with it.”


Suddenly tongue-tied, Bob was glad when Carol walked in with three tall, cool drinks. “One for the man of the house—” Bob “—one for the handsome stranger—” Ted “—and one for the horny housewife.” Carol. “Cheers!” she concluded, taking a hefty swallow of her own drink.


Bob and Ted toasted her, Bob almost coughing as he drank – the drinks were stiff and then some. He smiled to himself again as he sank back into the sofa. Talking about Charley made him feel like a secret had been released from some dark, compressed part of his mind. He felt light, airy, almost like he was hovering over his body, looking down at Ted – tall, curly-haired, quick and bright Ted – and Carol. Carol, who even just thinking of made his body and mind recall their wonderful lovemaking.


Sneaking a furtive glance at Ted, Bob looked his friend over more carefully. In his new, unburdened vision, Ted looked . . . well, he wasn’t like Charley, but there was still something about Ted that made Bob think of his college friend – no, his college lover. Something about their height, their insatiable appetite for life, their humor.


“Is it hot in here or is it just me?” Carol piped up, laughing at her own cliché. Bob and Ted laughed, too, but then the sound dropped away to a compressed silence as Carol lifted off her T-shirt and theatrically mopped her brow.


Bob’s mind bounced from Carol’s beautiful breasts, and her obviously very erect nipples, to Ted’s rapt attention on them. He was proud of Carol, proud that she was so lovely, so sexy. He wanted to reach out and grab her, pull her to him. He wanted to kiss her nipples as Ted watched. He wanted to sit her down on the couch, spread her strong thighs and lick her cunt until she screamed, moaned and held on to Bob’s hair as orgasm after orgasm rocketed through her as Ted watched. He wanted to bend her over, slide his painfully hard cock into her, and then fuck her till she moaned and bucked against him as Ted watched. He wanted Ted . . .


Carol’s shorts came off next. Naked, she stood in front of them. Like a goddess, she rocked back and forth, showing off her voluptuous form. But even though he loved her and thought she was probably the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, Bob turned to look at Ted.


Ted, with the beautiful Carol standing right there in the room with him was, instead, looking at Bob.


Bob felt his face grow flushed with . . . no, not with what he expected. It wasn’t embarrassment. Dimly, he was aware of Carol walking toward him, getting down on her hands and knees again and, in a direct repeat of only minutes before, playfully tugging his cock out of his jeans and starting to suck on it.


Still watching Ted watching him – and Carol sucking his cock – Bob smiled at him. In Carol’s mouth, his cock jumped with a sudden influx of pure lust.


Carol, breaking her hungry relishing of his dick, said. “Bob, I really think Ted would like you to suck his cock.”


Now Bob was embarrassed, but not enough to keep him from silently nodding agreement.


“I’d love that,” Ted said, his voice low and rumbling. “I really would.”


“Take your pants off, Ted,” Carol said, stroking Bob’s cock. “I want to watch.”


Ted did, quickly shucking his shirt as well as his threadbare jeans. He stood for a moment, letting Carol and Bob look at him. Bob had seen his friend’s cock before, but for the first time he really looked at it. Ted was tall and thin, his chest bare and smooth. His cock was big – though maybe not as big as Bob’s (a secret little smirk at that) – but handsome. It wasn’t soft, but it also wasn’t completely hard. As Carol and Bob watched, Ted’s cock grew firmer, harder, larger, until it stuck out from his lean frame at an urgent forty-five degree angle.


“Bob,” Carol said, her voice purring with lust, “suck Ted’s cock. Please, suck it.”


Ted crawled up on the sofa, laying down so that his head was on one armrest, his cock sticking straight up. His eyes were half-closed, and a sweet, sexy smile played on his lips.


Bob reached down, turning just enough to reach his friend and not dislodge Carol from her earnest sucking of his own dick, and gently took hold of Ted’s cock. It was warm, almost hot, and slightly slick with a fine sheen of sweat. He could have looked at it for hours, days, but with Carol working hard on his own dick, he felt his pulse racing, his own hunger beating hard in his heart.


At first he just kissed it, tasting salty pre-come. With a flash of worry that he wouldn’t be good, first he licked the tip, exploring the shape of the head with his lips and then his tongue. As his heart hammered heavier and his own cock pulsed with sensation, he finally took the head into his mouth and gently sucked and licked. Ted, bless him, gave wonderful feedback, gently moaning and bucking his slim hips just enough to let Bob know that he was doing a good job.


As Carol worked him, he worked Ted. They were a long train of pleasure, a circuit of moans and sighs. Time seemed to stretch, and distance compress, until the whole world was just Ted’s dick in Bob’s mouth, Bob’s dick in Carol’s mouth – all on that wonderful afternoon.


Then, before he was even aware it was happening, Bob felt his orgasm pushing, heavy and wonderfully leaden, down through his body, down through his balls, down through his cock, culminating in a spasming climax that made him break his earnest sucking of Ted’s cock to moan, sigh, almost scream with pleasure. Smiling at his friend, Ted followed quickly behind, with only a few quick jerks of his cock, as Bob rested his head on Ted’s knee.


Bob felt . . . good, like something important, magical and special had happened. The world had grown, by just a little bit, but in a very special way. Resting on his friend’s knee, Carol kissing his belly, he smiled. Everything was all right with the world.


Later, as the sun set, and everyone was feeling very much exhausted by many more hours of play, Ted stumbled to the front door, with Carol helping him navigate through the dim house. “Thanks for coming,” she said with a sweet coo, almost a whisper, so as not to wake the heavily slumbering Bob in the next room. She kissed him, soft and sweet, smiling to herself at the variety of tastes on his lips.


“I was happy to. Very. Thanks for asking me to . . . come,” Ted said, smiling, as he opened the front door.


Carol smiled. “Thank you for giving him such a wonderful gift. Next weekend then?”


“Definitely. Next time I’ll bring Alice.”


Another gentle kiss, a mutual “Goodnight” and the door was closed.




DISCIPLINARY LOVE


P. J. Rosier


Hi! I’ve got a few hours while my partner is out at work so I thought I’d jot down some thoughts about our lifestyle together and how I got into it. If you are a guy who likes other guys or are just bi-curious, as I was, I hope you might be interested – and stimulated!


Growing up, I never thought about guys in any sexual sense, only girls. I was just average height but, I reckon, quite good-looking being slim and with olive skin, no pasty white face and red pimples for me! I made out with a number of girls but there was never a real spark of passion. Oh, it was fun and the sex was good but it never touched me more deeply than that. Funny thing: when it came to penetrative sex, I always liked to take the girl from behind and not in the usual place either. It would be face down, a couple of pillows under her belly and parting her pretty little rear cheeks to lube her tight little arse with KY Jelly and then sliding in there. It was surprising how many liked that; they knew, at least, they weren’t going to get knocked-up and they certainly knew they’d been had afterward.


By the time I got to my mid-twenties, I knew I needed something more and, trawling the internet sex sites, I realized how attracted I was to pictures of men. Naked men in ones or twos, men with big balls and bigger cocks, anal intercourse (yes, that rang a bell!), even the Thai ladyboys; it was all fascinating.


Not just fascinating but getting me hard and wet, too. I knew I just had to meet a man and try it out.


Well, to cut a long and, let’s face it, boring story short, I went through every classified personal ads site I could find and every time I thought I had found a great guy, I discovered he was a time-waster, a cyber sexer with no intention of meeting up. I expect you know the sort of thing. Then, quite by chance and not even looking, I found a dating site that looked professional and well run. Having to register and fill in personal details, etc. before being allowed to advertise made it seem more likely the guys there would be seriously seeking genuine relationships. After a few enquiries, I arranged to stop off at a bar one night after work, to have a drink and meet up with another subscriber to the site who sounded keen – and intelligent, too.


Well, there he was, standing at the bar, this really fit guy who looked to be in his early forties, taller than me (just), slim and tanned. I don’t remember now what we chatted about initially but soon we were talking like old friends about work, cars, sport and everything else except, of course, sex. By this time, we were sitting in a booth and my intended one drink had developed into three or four. I was feeling quite relaxed and so was my new friend (and I’ll call him Jim because that’s his name and, although he treasures his anonymity, you can’t trace him from that).


I was beginning to think that Jim had somehow moved a bit closer on the bench seat along the wall when I felt his hand rest on my thigh. I must have looked surprised because he removed it straightaway. He said, “I don’t want to rush you, sorry.”


“No, don’t apologize,” I said, “Leave it there, it’s nice.”


And I began to tell this guy, who had been a stranger a couple of hours or so before, all about my needs and frustrating sexual quest. And he nodded and understood and I could see the sympathy in his eyes.


Well, you’ve guessed. I never did get back to my rented hovel that night. We went straight to his flat. It was a really strange feeling going through the lobby and into the lift, feeling the smart elevator glide us up to a totally new experience for me. I had butterflies in my stomach yet I was excited. Jim smiled at me and just lightly touched my hand with his. I got hard immediately – and we weren’t even in his apartment yet!


Jim offered me a seat on his couch and got some more drinks. I said, “Are you trying to get me drunk, not that I’m complaining.”


He laughed and sat beside me. We sipped at some short drink I didn’t recognize, when Jim put down his glass and leaned toward me. His arm went round my neck and he drew me against him. I could smell a nice manly scent of aftershave or something; before I could think about it more, his lips were nuzzling my cheeks and, as I turned, I got a full-on kiss.


He drew back. “How was that, I hope I didn’t shock you?”


“Wonderful,” I said.


His hand slid across my thighs and caressed my groin, just lightly. He felt how hard I was, unzipped me and began to rub a little harder through the material of my briefs.


“Oh no, stop, please! You’ll make me come too quickly.” I could hardly speak. I think my blood pressure must have gone through the roof by then.


He stood and, taking me by the hand, led me into his bedroom. “Would you like to freshen up with a shower?”


Would I! Another first I had long contemplated: a hot and sexy shower with a hot and sexy male lover.


In the shower he turned me to the wall and began to soap me down. Lather trickled between my shoulder blades and down the small of my back to between my buttocks. His fingers followed, massaging, stroking, cleansing. I turned and he repeated this worship by touch, as I fancifully thought of it, from top to toe. But, on the way down, he paid especial attention to my balls, gently squeezing and kneading them. My cock was standing up rigid and, with the shower spray and all that lather, I couldn’t tell how much was my pre-come that made it slippery and how much was just soap! It didn’t matter but, oh boy, I was so hard every vein stood out.


Before I could erupt, we swapped places and I did the same massaging thing to him that he had done to me. When I got to his cock it wasn’t quite as hard as mine; I suppose this whole experience was a lot more usual for him than it was for me. I knelt in the shower tray and put my lips to the head of his penis and gently sucked him in, my tongue just brushing his erection. He stiffened then all right.


We left the shower and didn’t bother to dry much; we were both too aroused. Just wrapped in bath sheets, we stumbled to his bed, fell on it and, as he sucked me and I did the same for him (but very much for real this time, no need to hold back), it was the classic soixante-neuf that I had read about many times but never tried, not even with a girl (but then you’ll recall my predilection for taking those babes from behind).


After that, I moved in with Jim permanently. The sex was good and it felt strange, but very stimulating, for the first time to be on the receiving end of the anal sex he wanted me to have and which I had once performed on girls. When he gently flipped me over onto my belly (often first thing in the morning), lubed my sphincter and started to enter me I felt a tightness of breath as though this was the thing I’d been waiting for, for years.


His fingers would open my buttocks and his cock press against me there. I swear I could hear a slight “pop” as it slid through my guarded muscle ring and into my virgin arse. The stretching was like nothing I had ever experienced before: a fire hose nozzle of engorged sex aroused by my derrière. Could it be any better? He went in deep right from the first and he went in bareback: I just loved the sensation of his sperm flowing into me. His weight on my back, his hands on my cock and balls bringing me off between his fingers in time with his own strokes. He was then, and still is now, a fantastic lover. He is inventive, kind, thoughtful and monogamous. But, and I entirely accept this, he is the dominant partner: he is older, affluent, in a senior position in his line of work and with a simply stronger personality. I am quieter, more subservient by nature and love his protection and the feeling that he cares only for me. I am the almost perfect wife. It was the “almost” that caused the trouble between us.


One evening, we had been to a midsummer party, Jim and I. It wasn’t gays only, it was entirely mixed, mostly work colleagues of Jim’s and their friends and families. We both wandered off to talk to different people and I found myself chatting to this slim and attractive girl; a real eye-opener and with a tight and curvy butt (you know my tastes!), she was someone I could really have gone for in the past. As it was, that rear got me hard and wet.


Well, we started to dance together and there was a bit of smooching and petting in the dimly lit room where other couples were locked together, swaying against one another to the sound of the music. Later on, we went outside into the grounds of the hotel where this function was being held and sank down to the ground. Somehow her skirt, short anyway, ended up around her waist and I don’t recall any panties. I know that, very quickly, I was tight inside her. Afterward, we lay there, spent but fulfilled.


And that is how Jim found us.


I couldn’t see his face too well in the dark but I saw him stiffen and turn and stalk away. It wasn’t difficult to imagine what he was thinking. Shortly afterward the party ended and we got a taxi home. Jim didn’t say a word in the cab and he didn’t say a word when we got back; he just went straight to bed.


In the morning he had gone to work before I got up. There was a note on the kitchen table. It said: “I’m disappointed with your behavior but I’m sorry not to have said so straight away. I’ll put that right tonight.”


That evening after dinner, which was held in rather a chilly silence, Jim sat me down on the couch. He sat opposite and leaned toward me intensely.


“You know the most important thing in a relationship? It’s trust. I thought I could trust you and yesterday I found I couldn’t.”


I found tears were gathering in my eyes much as I despised myself for weeping so soon and I tried to blink them back. “I’m sorry, Jim, I really am. It was the booze and the temptation. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I’m impulsive and probably a bit bi still, you know?”


Then he reached over and put his hand on my arm and stroked it, saying how he cared for me and how he wanted me to be a better person and a stronger one, less tempted to jeopardize our relationship.


And he told me to go and strip off and come back. Which I did, wondering all the while.


There were tears of shame in my eyes when I came back in. Naked, I suddenly felt aroused as well as upset and I was very conscious of my cock, pretty big and partly erect, swinging from side to side as I moved. Jim beckoned me over and, as I had imagined he might, he guided me over his knee. Oh, that felt so strange. The rough feeling of his trousers against my genitals. I was still so hard, I couldn’t believe it!


With one hand on my waist steadying me, he began to spank my bare behind, his very strong hand beating a rhythm of discipline into my buttocks. At first I tried to count, then I lost all sense of that and just found the number of strokes merging into a perfect storm of pain, on my cheeks and then on the backs of my thighs. Adding to the pain was the humiliation, naked and so very vulnerable to my lover who had, I knew, every reason to chastise me.


Finally, he stopped and I slid from his lap to the floor. I burned so badly there yet, despite that, I was still just as hard. Extraordinary after that beating. Jim saw, of course. He said, softly, “Come here.” I went and stood in front of him. He put out his hand, the one that had pounded me so unmercifully, and very gently held my cock. Then he began to work his hand back and forth, back and forth. I could feel the sperm rising, the sudden shortness of breath and extra hardening, the desire for instant relief – and I came, over his hand as he held me.


“No need to go to bed unfulfilled,” he said. “Now, off you go.”


And I did. Sent to bed like a naughty child but with a token of my lover’s affection for me, despite my burning rear which I knew would mean sleeping on my belly that night and maybe for several more to come.


I fell asleep almost immediately, exhausted by the emotional turmoil. I had a strangely real dream about being spanked in front of a room of people and not minding it one bit (I must be an exhibitionist on the quiet), and woke to find Jim in the room with me. He slid carefully onto the bed from behind, his hands around my waist, his cock (very hard and erect, I noticed) pressing on my sore, red cheeks. He held me until I dropped off again, this time to a deep and dreamless sleep.


He didn’t fuck me, not then.


Of course, the next morning was a different story!




RIDING THE RANGER


Julian Benedict


The clock on the wall behind the desk said 7.53. Dorian’s plane was scheduled to board for take-off at 8.20. He maneuvered his crutches to a seat at Terminal E, eased himself into it. He had titanium legs that cost his insurance company a fortune, but he was more comfortable on a plane without them. He was folding his crutches when he saw a good-looking blue-eyed dude leering at him and smiling warmly. He got that a lot. Dorian was an androgynously beautiful young man. He worked out three times a week and his arms and chest were well contoured, his hips narrow and solid, his legs ending right above what would have been his knees. There was something about a double amputee with an angel face that sexually aroused a significant number of attractive men.


He had folded his crutches and was engrossed in a Robert Parker novel when he glanced up to check the time. That was when he saw Paul Spenser. Dorian worked for the forest service in accounting. Paul was a forest ranger and had reasons to appear in the building on occasion . . . or possibly he invented reasons. He was an incredibly handsome hunk who had been making it clear for sometime with looks and gestures that he was attracted to Dorian, but thus far nothing had come of it. In spite of Dorian’s self-assurance he almost never made the first move. He didn’t usually need to.


Paul smiled at him and walked up to the desk. When it was time to board he noticed Paul was ahead of him in line. When Dorian got to his assigned seat, Paul was sitting there by the window.


“Hi,” he said. “I told the clerk we worked together and she checked to see that this seat hadn’t been assigned. What I told her wasn’t exactly the truth but I hope you don’t mind.”


“Not at all,” Dorian said, folding one of his crutches. Dorian didn’t realize how much this guy turned him on until this minute. His stomach was fluttering.


“May I help you?” Paul asked, and those warm, gold-flecked brown eyes had Dorian’s cock stiffening.


“Yes, thank you,” he said, not really needing the man’s help, but wanting it.


The ranger’s strong hands slipped under Dorian’s arms easing him down in his seat. God, those incredible brown eyes. And the man’s touch sent shivers up Dorian’s spine. This was going to be one hell of an interesting flight.


As soon as they were in the air, Paul took Dorian over, ordering him drinks and being solicitous of his every whim. Dorian was accustomed to this; it was the combination of his handicap and his angel face. Sometimes pretending to be helpless was to his advantage.


Paul put Dorian’s tray down when the stewardess brought their drinks and conveniently the tray served a dual purpose. It hid the ranger’s hand when he gently slipped it to the inside of Dorian’s thigh and affectionately squeezed. This aroused Dorian so much that an involuntary groan escaped him. His cock was filling and straining against his trousers. Dorian pushed up against Paul’s hand, wanting him to unzip his pants.


This was an evening flight and it was beginning to get dark inside the plane. It couldn’t happen too soon for Dorian. He couldn’t remember the last time he had been this aroused.


Turning to the ranger, Dorian whispered, “Is that all you’re going to do?”


“Do you want me to do more?” Paul asked, and his sweet politeness excited Dorian all the more.


“God, yes,” Dorian said, and his voice was tremulous.


“Turn about is fair play, you know,” Paul whispered, smiling as he unzipped Dorian’s trousers. Sliding his hand under Dorian’s silk briefs, Paul gripped his throbbing cock, gently stroking it. “Very nice,” he whispered.


Dorian shuddered. “Oh damn, that feels good! Put your tray down,” he whispered. It was quite dark now, thank God.


“Your wish is my command, beautiful boy,” Paul murmured, quickly obliging.


Dorian excitedly worked his hand inside Paul’s trousers. What he found made him gasp. Paul’s cock would have made a stallion proud, and it was bone hard.


“Oh fuck,” Dorian groaned. Leaning over to Paul as he vigorously jacked him, he whispered, “I want that monster cock in my mouth, big man. I want to suck the juice right out of you.”


“Christ,” Paul groaned. “Not if you don’t slow down. I’m about to come in your hand.” Still gently pumping Dorian’s cock Paul said, “Tell me, are you done after one time?”


“Hell, no,” Dorian said, feeling a little insulted. “I can go four or five times a night.” He was glad the seats in front of them were vacant.


“Me too,” the ranger whispered. “But, baby, I’m so damn worked up I have to come before I can make any further plans.”


“Uh-huh,” Dorian moaned. Paul had been skillfully stroking his cock since he started, and Dorian was so close to shooting off he wasn’t rational enough to string three words together.


“What I’m going to get from you tonight is going to entitle you to a first-rate blow job, baby, so I’m going to suck you off now, OK?”


Dorian didn’t know exactly what Paul meant by that, but he was too out of his mind to care.


Paul looked around to see that almost everyone was asleep. He lifted the trays, lowered his head, his hand pointing Dorian’s stiff cock straight up, and promptly sucked it into his mouth with one powerful suction.


“Oh!” Dorian gasped, so excited his hand was mindlessly pumping Paul’s cock like crazy. Paul was working his tongue around the velvety head of Dorian’s cock, sliding his lips and teeth up and down his long shaft as he sucked greedily. Too far gone, Dorian jerked and stiffened. He was coming hard, violent shock waves shooting down his spine through his cock. Paul hungrily drank him in, shuddering as Dorian felt Paul’s cock erupting in hot gushes over his fist.


Paul didn’t let go of Dorian until he had sucked him dry, savoring every drop. Dorian was so weak he was near passing out. For a long time they slumped against each other, exhausted.


Dorian didn’t know how long he had been asleep when he woke with a hard-on. Paul had been gently massaging and stroking him, tickling the head of his cock with his fingernails, and had Dorian intensely stimulated. Unfortunately, about that time the pilot’s voice came over the speaker, waking everyone with the announcement that they were about to experience some turbulence and should fasten their seat belts.


Undaunted, Dorian’s charming ranger smiled. “Talk to me, sweet boy; tell me about yourself,” he said. “Do you have a lover? Do you enjoy only men, or do you like women as well?”


That was the first time Dorian recalled anyone showing an interest in who he was. It was a pleasure telling the big ranger that he had not had a lover for a while, had never been deeply involved with anyone, and that he’d had a few women before discovering that he very much preferred men.


His ranger was totally masculine, a big man, lean and muscular, yet with an irresistible gentleness about him. He volunteered that up to his twentieth year he’d experienced only women until he went on a week-long field assignment into one of the national forests with an older ranger and discovered to his mystification that he was sexually attracted to this handsome, charming man. This was disturbing to him, especially since he had no idea how the man would react to his feelings.


One night the temperature dropped into the subzero range and the man told the young ranger emphatically that if he didn’t want to freeze to death he would do well to get into his sleeping bag with him.


Deeply grateful and trembling violently from the bitter cold he had scampered into the older man’s warm sleeping bag and into his arms. “You poor kid, you’re freezing,” he’d whispered, pulling Paul’s cold clothes away from him and snuggling him close. The man’s hard naked body was like a furnace and before long the young ranger’s trembling was not from the cold.


That night, with infinite tenderness and skill, the man had kissed and caressed him, sucked him off, then seduced him with tender, patient coaxing, lubricating him deeply and thoroughly with gently probing fingers. His rigid cock then took Paul’s virginity, fucking him long and deep, while he massaged Paul’s cock, bringing him to two powerful orgasms. Then, after sleeping a while, the man had fucked him again, taking his time, until the young ranger was drained and spent, his life changed for ever.


Dorian had to admit he’d never had that kind of experience. His lovers were younger and less skilled and he’d never gone all the way. He’d never been as turned on by anyone as he was by this older man sitting next to him. He had been so engrossed in Paul’s story that he’d hardly noticed that the turbulence was behind them and most of the passengers had snuggled down in their seats and were going back to sleep.


“Now, where were we?” Paul whispered, and his breath on Dorian’s neck made Dorian shiver.


“You know what, I have to go pee,” Dorian said apologetically, as he grabbed one of his crutches.


Putting his hand on Dorian’s and removing the crutch, Paul said, “You don’t need those. Let me take you back there. Just get behind me and throw your arms around my neck.”


“I’d feel silly. What would everybody think?”


“They won’t think anything because they’re all asleep,” he whispered, “now climb on.”


In the cramped toilet Dorian undid his pants and, when Paul held him over the stool, they dropped to the floor. “That’s OK, little boy, you’re not going to need those for a while,” he whispered. “Now go potty.”


When Dorian finished, Paul put the lid down and, holding Dorian easily with one arm, he opened his trousers with his other hand. He pushed them down and sat down on the stool. “Now, straddle my lap,” he whispered, and a tide of excitement washed through Dorian in waves of adrenaline.


“What if someone comes to the door and wants in?” Dorian asked. His voice was shaky.


“Don’t worry, sweet boy. No one will bother us; they’re all asleep.” He reached down and took something out of the pocket of his pants. “Now, I want you to put your arms up around my neck and just lay your head on my shoulder, all right?”


Without answering, Dorian did what he was told, thinking how good he felt in Paul’s arms.


“Now, pretty boy, I want you to completely relax,” he whispered in Dorian’s ear as he stroked his back to calm him. “Don’t be afraid, baby. I’m not going to hurt you. Are you all right?”


“I think so,” Dorian whispered. “You know, I’ve never done this before.”


“You’re a virgin, so just hold on to me and close your eyes. When I touch you, try not to tense up because the more you relax the easier it will be, OK?”


“OK,” Dorian whispered.


He took a little peek to see that his ranger had a condom packet and a tube of something that he was skillfully opening with one hand. Dorian closed his eyes and felt Paul’s fingers laden with lubricant massaging him around his hole. First one finger, then two fingers gently slid in and out, working the lubricant deep into him. Carefully, he was stretching Dorian, working the lubricant in deeper and deeper. It felt wonderful. Now Paul was massaging a spot that was driving Dorian mad with pleasure, making him push against Paul’s fingers. Yet his cock, painfully stiff, was humping against Paul’s belly.


“Does that feel good, baby?”


“I’m going fucking crazy,” Dorian said, groaning. “I can’t stand it.”


“Good, just try not to come. Not yet.” Suddenly, he removed his fingers and Dorian whimpered in protest. But then Paul growled as Dorian felt his cock push up into him. Oh God, it was so big.


“Hold on,” Paul said, his voice ragged, as he pushed Dorian down on his engorged cock, and simultaneously thrust up into him. Dorian cried out, feeling a burning pain, but Paul held him down, relentlessly forcing his greased cock up past the tight muscles.


“Shhh, baby, it’s all right,” he crooned, placating Dorian, but he shuddered as his bulging cock greedily thrust into the tight virgin hole.


Abruptly the pain was gone, the pleasure unbelievable, as Paul penetrated him deep, stroking in short, smooth motions.


“Oh fuck,” Paul groaned. “Oh fuck, this is good!”


Dorian suddenly knew why he was so sexy to men. Without legs, he was the ultimate sex toy, like you would order in a sex catalog. He was made purely for fucking.


With one arm around Dorian’s back, pressing him close, Paul reached down and gripped Dorian’s rigid cock in his other hand. Stroking it hard, he thrust smoothly into Dorian, grunting and moaning.


Dorian’s heart was pounding. With no legs to stand, his thighs helplessly spread apart, he was deeply impaled on Paul’s hard slick cock, being deliciously, royally fucked.


“It’s all the way in, baby,” Paul muttered. “I can fuck you good now.”


Jesus, that huge thing was deep inside him! He was trembling on the crest of orgasm. “I don’t want to come yet,” he sobbed. “I’ve never felt anything so good.”


Paul was fucking him deep now, gasping, grunting, jacking Dorian’s pulsating cock in time with his strokes. “Can’t come yet, too good,” Paul panted, barely able to talk. “Too good,” he groaned, mindlessly. “Don’t come.”


“OK,” Dorian whimpered, weak with the ecstasy of it. He rested against the man, panting light, shallow breaths. Oh God, heaven had to be getting fucked like this non-stop for ever.


The ranger had begun thrusting into Dorian faster, harder, like he couldn’t stop himself, making guttural animal noises. “Oh shit,” Dorian sobbed. “Coming! Coming!” He had Paul in a death grip, shock waves coursing through him, every nerve on fire as his cock gushed spasms of spunk over Paul’s fist.


“Oh fuck! Oh God, oh God, oh God!” Paul howled. His back arching, he slammed into Dorian’s tight little ass. Paul was coming. Dorian could feel Paul’s cock flexing in him as he shot repeatedly, filling the condom.


For a long time he held Dorian to him, breathing hard, his heart pounding like a jackhammer. At length he whispered, “Are you all right?”


“Am I alive?” Dorian said, dreamily.


“You are so damn hot! I’ve wanted you so long,” Paul murmured. “I didn’t know it would be in an airplane toilet. Am I going to get to fuck you again?”


“Try to keep me away,” Dorian said.
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Colson burst into the dressing room, groaned, “Oh, for Christ’s sake, Roger! You were supposed to be on the set half an hour ago.”


Colson was the assistant director of the big budget swash-buckler, “Jolly” Roger Doyle one of the stars. Doyle was sitting on his red velvet couch in his dressing room, one leg bent, foot up on the cushions, other leg sprawled out; in between his legs, his redheaded “personal secretary”, Benjie, sucking on his cock.


Roger raised his rum and coke. “I’ll get there any minute now, Colson,” he slurred. He placed his other hand on Benjie’s bobbing head. “Any minute now. Just putting a final spit and polish on my sword, you see.”


“For Christ’s sake!” Colson moaned again. “You’re drunk, too.”


Roger grinned, pushing up and down on Benjie’s head, his cock getting urgently sucked by the twenty-year-old, shaft glistening hard between Benjie’s red, puffy lips.


“You know, Roger,” Colson went on, turning his head slightly to avoid looking at the blatant display of oral gaiety, “we know what you’re up to.”


“About seven inches and sailing on!” Roger sang.


Colson grunted. “You’re trying to delay production on this film until Adam Kidd has to report for induction. So then you can take over as star. Don’t think we don’t know what you’re up to.”


“Ten days now, isn’t it?” Roger remarked, groaning when Benjie tugged especially wet and tight with his mouth. “Then the lad goes into service for his country, to win the war for the Allies, God bless him. And the show must go on, with Jolly Roger Doyle still back here on the home front.”


Colson sighed, took one more quick look at the slobbering blow job, then slammed the dressing-room door and stormed back to the set.


Roger watched the door close with a grin. Then he gave Benjie a tug on a tuft of red hair. “Easy there, son. You’d think you were working for the studio, the way you’re pulling pipe. We have all the time in the world.” He took a swig of his rum and coke. “While Mr Pretty Boy Kidd only has ten short days left before he starts waging the bloody battle of the USO.”
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