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Prologue


„Upscale casual wear“, what is that supposed to be? The company's management seminar was scheduled to take place next weekend from Friday. This dress code was issued so that everyone could feel comfortable. What was meant by that? He owned 15 suits, a third each intended for summer, winter and transitional periods, matching shirts and around twenty ties. His figure demanded custom shirts because there was no standard shirt with a collar size of 43 and sleeves in European size 37.


Outside the company, he wore either one of his three different blue jeans, Levis 501, T-shirts, sweatshirts or tracksuits. Three checkered flannel shirts in classic, strong colors such as red or blue and two others whose collars could not be closed supplemented the collection. In addition to two pairs of black slippers, he found two of the Timberland brand shoes, all of which he also wore to work, otherwise he only walked around privately in sports shoes. That was the whole treasure. Since he worked almost exclusively in other cities and never near his residence, hardly anyone there knew him in a suit.


Eventually he gave up the unsuccessful search in his closet, soon strolled through a shopping street in Vienna outside the belt and came across a men's fashion store that offered a sports jacket on display as a bargain for 150 euros. It was actually American-style with two buttons, but with a classic cut and two side slits on the back, tailored according to the English version. Two flap pockets complemented the breast pocket on the left. Actually a hermaphrodite between the jacket and Navy Blazer, in a pleasantly rich blue, he expertly noted.


That was something he could live with. Not everyday clothing and yet practical, can be combined with chino pants or something similar in an elegant version or plain with jeans, i.e. with a suit shirt, trousers and tie, which can definitely be used at work if he didn't meet the top management. What could go wrong at this price if it fit? Plus, it looked fashionable. It could therefore be interpreted that he bought it solely for the sake of the company, which wouldn't seem bad because he tried hard. That's why he entered the store and first looked for pants in size 33/30 inches that fit his jeans.


Late he had discovered that it seemed to be a Southern shop, so the size was available Italians or Spaniards average smaller than Germans, he recalled. The pants fit right away He had the jacket brought out of the shop window as the seller said it could fit perfectly. He was right. One thing really bothered him: he desperately looked for an idea of how his personal taste would come into its own despite the lack of money, as he told the waitress.


The sports jacket that fit him like a glove was ultramarine blue. The light gray pants complemented it perfectly, but the buttons didn't fit at all. The black plastic things outclassed the piece, which looked expensive in and of itself, as a cheap mass-produced product like KIK. What was still tolerable about the sleeves bordered on the term indescribable if he mustered the two central buttons? The designer must have been blind or in love.


Fashion demanded two in the middle, three on each sleeve, even if there were no buttonholes there. The business didn't have any buttons, so he still had to get creative. Since everything was perfect, he spent a little over 300 euros on a new combination of his work clothing, which he currently uses as ‚upscale casual clothing wanted to use. Fashion demanded two in the middle, three on each sleeve, even if there were no buttonholes there. The business didn't have any buttons, so he still had to get creative. Since everything was perfect, he spent a little over 300 euros on a new combination of his work clothing, which he currently wanted to use as ‚upscale casual clothing‘.


A special offer praised a light blue striped casual shirt for 10 euros made of good cotton, which he immediately grabbed because it fit on his arms, waist and jeans. The seller, apparently from the other bank, gave him a narrow silk scarf, a gold-framed colorful foulard as a scarf or neckerchief, which gave the whole thing a casual touch as a fashion accessory. To do this, he taught him to tie a casual-looking knot to the side.


When he got home, he threw his things on the bed, took the blazer and took the subway to the city center. The destination was the Knopfkönig at Freisinger-gasse 1, the former imperial and royal purveyor to the court. There he was somewhat satisfied with his button technique, at least enough for the weekend. Round metal and black background with brass rim gave the garment made of worsted virgin wool a noble impression, in keeping with the fake of a navy blazer.


He sewed on the eight new buttons at home, as well as one of the two sizes as a reserve on the inner edge. A blouson made of goat's rough leather that he bought in Copenhagen, the two casual shirts in delicate shades of blue with a breast pocket, slippers and dark brown, light summer fabric trousers completed the outerwear in the rolling suitcase.


The whole thing was successful. The ladies liked the foulard knotted as a scarf when he left the jacket in the room, especially when he told them a story about the salesman, which revolved around his joy in young men when he was allowed to advise them on their outfit.


On the journey home on the Federal Railway he also enjoyed the interest of a young lady, who, however, seemed more interested in his reading, the novel ‚Nabob‘, by Irène Frain, than in himself. Only when she realized in conversation that his extended family had an Indian woman from Goa who he greatly valued and who had married his cousin, did the conversation revive and she began to take a closer look at him and question him.


She received the story of the male-friendly waitress in response to her skeptical look at the foulard, which she had noticed as his shawl. She could laugh heartily about it and advised him not to use this combination if he was looking for a woman as a girlfriend.


„Why“, he said with a smile. „Works perfectly. Or aren't we already deep in a conversation where you want to convert me“?


„Once again using the old tricks“, he then heard someone laughing behind him: „Hello beautiful woman, forgive me for my objection. My name is Richard and I have known this gentleman for a long time. Don't believe a word he says and the day will end more pleasantly for you“.


„Believe you“, laughed the stranger.


„Knowledge is power, isn't it, Ernst“?


„Okay. I can't introduce you to the young lady because I don't know her myself. If you have frightened them now, you will pay, that is the least you deserve as penance“.


„I'll definitely pay for my Melange myself, don't panic gentlemen. I really would like to know too what else you want to tell me about this charmer here“, she grinned at Richard and pointed her head towards Ernst.


„Unfortunately my information is several years old. As students, we once traveled together to Turkey, where he fell madly in love with a prospective mathematics teacher from Germany and then disappeared abroad. I'm seeing him again for the first time today“.


„Did you meet your love there too“? Pointing to the fairly new wedding ring, she smiled.


„No. I didn't get beyond my district. Otherwise never further than Caorle. Real Viennese, you know. Living abroad isn't for me, I'm too down-to-earth“.


„How was he before“? The mischief was breathing down her neck.


„Sporty and romantic, but quite nasty to the ladies. But they always liked that, which I still don't understand“.


„Do you want to make it palatable to me“, she smiled.


„What else would I have to do“, he grinned back and got her laugh. „What else would I have to do“, he grinned back and got her laugh.


„Run away before it gets too late“, Ernst advised her.


„I do anyway. My friend is picking me up, who certainly won't be happy if I get out with you. His bad luck that he doesn't have enough trust“.


„Always the woman who stirs up jealousy. It never ends“, Richard sighed. „We should invite your friend and my wife to the nearest Café together so they can get to know and love each other“.


„Aha - haven't been married long yet“?


„Too long. On the other hand, there are enough advantages“. His mischievous grin was contagious.


„You're right. But we have to pack up, Hütteldorf was here and I still have to go back to my compartment. Have fun“!


„You too“, it sounded in the choir.


The two old acquaintances arranged to meet later at a Café downtown and also said goodbye.


The Café Melange is located on a short alley that branches off from Roten-turmstrasse onto Hoher Markt. The old Viennese coffee house with magazines and a flair that seems homely has always been Ernst's destination on Monday. There he read the Kronenzeitung, Die Bunte and other editions of newspapers and tabloid magazines for which he did not want to spend any money.


Richard came a little earlier They briefly told each other their story of the last few years after they had not heard from each other after Ernst had travelled to Switzerland His and Richard's lives had few more relationship points, which was not surprising after all these years and their respective personal development. That's why they saw no reason to change this situation, as neither of them could see any point in it. Finally they talked about their journey together at the time, which had brought them very close to each other. When they separated from each other, they both knew that only a coincidence would bring them back together.


When Ernst later ordered a small brown one with a ham and cheese toast, vivid memories of his old student residence, the Panorama in Vienna, came back.









Camping


They met in Vienna and quickly found each other likeable. The three couples were each about the same age, the gentlemen nagging the thirty, the current brides the twenty-five. All came from the sports and university environment. Three of them had already lived for a long time in the same huge student residence called Panorama.


Susi was in a relationship with Alex, called Sascha, the mathematician, a surprisingly good BMX cyclist Kristina led Gerald by the nose, which he liked to put up with because she was beautiful, he was a former figure skating athlete, now a trainee teacher who could no longer be active due to injury and Michaela was currently testing her chances with Volker, a competitive athlete who still had national chances as a pole-vaulter and therefore still trained intensively, which gave his toned body increased attention among women.


They had rented a private mountain hut in the Ennstal Alps, near the Gesäuse, for a week. From an acquaintance of the BMX athlete. To do this, after arriving by train, they had to go on a short hike on a supposedly easy-to-climb forest path that would take them to the lonely hut. They were given a plan with a sketch of the route. They don't need to worry about food, because a clear mountain stream leads fresh spring water directly into the kitchen and everything is in stock of basic foods. They would only have to take care of the need for fresh meat, fruit and vegetables or eggs themselves. Of course, the hut would have to be carefully cleaned before departure. They would have to - as Sascha mentioned several times very clearly - leave the house as they would like to find it. That would have been the basic condition for the use permit.


As the weekend progressed, the fourth day had begun, it happened as it had to happen. The couples began to quarrel violently and finally two newly in love, Volker and Kristina, left together, but left behind a mess that no one wanted to get rid of.


The bond between Sascha and Gerald had become quite tight these days because both loved nature and wanted to travel a lot, which the cheeky Kristina had hated. She vehemently rejected hiking in the forest or even up the mountain in particular, as well as her duties as a member of the six-person group Interim budget. Michaela and Susi had also become closer friends. There was also a worrying crisis between her and Sascha. The bond between Sascha and Gerald had become quite tight these days because both loved nature and wanted to travel a lot, which the cheeky Kristina had hated. She vehemently rejected hiking in the forest or even up the mountain in particular, as well as her duties as a member of the six-member interim household. Michaela and Susi had also become closer friends. There was also a worrying crisis between her and Sascha.


They received visitors on Wednesday. After a look, the owner understood the situation and explained to them that he wanted to find a clean hut in the morning the following day, because on Friday it would be too late, they would disappear and the next group would be seriously offended by the mess.


When he appeared again early in the morning, of course nothing was done and he no longer tolerated any new excuses. „I demand a bargaining chip: one of you will stay here and clean everything. You're welcome to draw lots to see who it should be, but now“.


They retreated to one mattress warehouse while he inspected the rest of the area. When he appeared again, they had decided, explained Susi: „Sascha stays here as collateral, but we'll come back by 11 a.m. at the latest and then clean together“. With that the three left.


Of course, no one showed up at lunchtime, which meant pretty hard work for the human pledge, who was allowed to learn how embarrassingly clean this mountain hut owner used to run his hut. After all, everything was as reflected when she arrived. Pretty soon afterwards, but it was already getting dark, the others arrived.


Immediately afterwards they witnessed an interesting performance. The innkeeper asked the ladies to pack their satchel and come with him so that he didn't want to risk anything anymore. He would put her on the night train to Vienna, that's it. Gerald had to stay because the empty bottles would have been thanks to the guys on a much larger scale.


The ladies mouthed and drew their beaks and finally obeyed. After a while, the two people left behind heard the engine of an SUV howling and the noise moving away.


Sascha was pissed off and simply explained: „Now it's your turn“!


„I didn't want ...“


„I'm not interested. You'll pay“.


„I have no money“.


„You'll pay cash“.


„How is that supposed to work? I only have 20 euros left for something to eat and the return ticket to Vienna“.


„Just like I had to pay - for your dirt“.


„But …“


„Nothing with but‘! Cash and immediately“.


„How do you imagine that, without money“?


„How I was forced to pay for the food consumed, which the hut owner has to buy again by tomorrow morning“.


„What does that do“?


„About 220 euros“.


„You paid for this“.


„What was left for me“.


„You didn't have 200 euros left. None of us except Volker had that much cash“.


„So all I had left was something else to pay off the debt“.


„What should I do then“?


„Come here to the corner table. Do the rest I haven't gotten around to yet. The fireplace needs to be cleaned in the corner. Here“.


„The tiled stove? Understand“.


He squeezed himself between the sturdy table and the bench, which protruded into the room without a backrest on his side when he was forced to go there.


Sascha handed Gerald a pair of heavy leather gloves, which were apparently soot-tight with a band on his wrist. He had to help him with this because the second alone could not be attached Gerald did not notice that a longer strap had already been attached to both gloves, while Sascha helped him in and closed the joint guard standing behind him and surprised his fellow student by quickly hooking the second end of the strap, a short push and throwing the now finished loop over the mighty corner table. He rushed to the other side of the table and attached the connecting strap on each side near the table legs to the existing metal rings under the table using a karabiner from their climbing equipment. The young man, fixated in the butterfly position, was bent over the table. Sascha surprised his fellow student by quickly hooking the second end of the strap, a short push and throwing the now finished loop over the mighty corner table. He rushed to the other side of the table and attached the connecting strap on each side near the table legs to the existing metal rings under the table using a karabiner made from climbing equipment. The young man, fixated in the butterfly position, was bent over the table.


Before he could articulate his confused astonishment, Sascha had already changed sides and stretched another strap between the other two table legs a little above the height of the knees of those bending over so that escaping was no longer an option.


„What's this“?


„As I said before: Cash payment“, replied the mathematician unmoved.


„But I still don't have any money“.


„I didn't have either. The innkeeper was used to it. ‚What's the point, he replied coolly, ‘then I'll get it in cash. You weren't the first and you won't be the last. This method always works, just wait and see. I'll show you now so you understand it right away“.


With this he began to open Gerald's belt, forced him to lift his stomach slightly to expose it and pulled down his pants and panties into the back of his knee, then over his ankles. Then he picked up his smartphone in an exaggeratedly conspicuous manner and photographed the tied man from all sides.


Gerald felt insecure and heard him rumble in the kitchen until he realized what to expect. By then it was already too late because the area around his rosette was soaped in, the hind cheeks up to the edge of his thigh. He struggled violently, but that didn't help him. After a few minutes, his barber used a plastic scraper to brush off the hair removal cream on which the curled hair remained stuck. Soon after, he was completely smooth, the first time since childhood.


He felt a finger stroke the hairless seat and pubic area, then he heard: „This doesn't work for women. It's very easy with boys. They obey and bow because they internally admit that now the Lord will be in charge in the house“.


Gerald heard Sascha leaving the room again. However, he no longer heard any noise until suddenly the voice next to him whispered: „A teacher should always be dressed like his pupil. This makes it easier to have the necessary empathy. In addition, he is liable for each individual of the consequences caused by his outrage“.


Gerald couldn't make sense of it until he realized that his own leather belt was now on the table next to his head.


„220 euros, a good price for this night“, he heard shuddering as a burn was already drawing his first hind cheek, followed by an administered second handshake“.


When his butt stopped twitching, he was presented with the finished cell phone photo, probably for sending to a social network address.


„I have clearly signed my contract with you. Should I put it online now or are you obediently serving your guilt from now on“?


„I ...“


A burning blow interrupted his stammering. His own belt was obviously an extremely useful tool for naughty boys. Before he could think of a suitable answer, the second blow streamed at him. Mindful of the scene he had experienced before, Gerald prepared for more welts that didn't stop there. After six impressive dance exercises on his raging cheeks, a break brought some relaxation.


The cell phone documented what happened in detail. The video recording presented somehow appealed to him. Then he was able to watch the hectic dance of his globes, which had submitted to the belt and paid him tactful respect. Somehow he got very hot when he realized that his penis had betrayed him and especially his feelings. The shots showed the apparently approving, tactful uplift of his masculinity and his last fully extended tight stand Somehow it all happened as if he were removed from being, outside of his real consciousness.


„Going live or not“? The voice forced him mercilessly back into the present.


„Of course not“.


„Okay. Are you liable for all consequences and obey? I want your word“!


„I guess I have to“, Gerald murmured.


Then he felt the firm grip on his embarrassing stand and the words: „All results will be appropriately eliminated by you“. With that, Sascha changed places and stood in front of his pupil, who quickly noticed what was meant by it. He hadn't yet gotten around to thinking and his teacher's erect, plump member was already pushing into his mouth.


„First Communion. You swallow everything I donate to you. After that, you lick me clean“.


While Gerald was still thinking about what should happen, the strap on his bare bottom continued to push him, accompanied by: „Just like you would like one to do to yourself. Nobody knows better than a man how a guy loves it“.


Gerald was dumbfounded. The strap on his buttocks spurred him on, drove him to exhaust himself, to caress the stand offered, as if to prevent his hind cheeks from feeling the severity he had previously experienced. So he wasn't surprised when the spoiled stiff grew more and more bulging until he discharged himself in a kind of explosion. Gerald was dumbfounded. The strap on his buttocks spurred him on, drove him to exhaust himself, to caress the stand offered, as if to prevent his hind cheeks from feeling the severity he had previously experienced. So he wasn't surprised when the spoiled stiff grew more and more bulging until he discharged himself in a kind of explosion.


He was still swallowing at the donor when he realized that an intruder was throbbing on his rosette and wanted entry. Since his reaction was not yet fully up to speed, the member managed to do so and felt the stiffness quickly begin to sink into him. After a few centimeters the conqueror stopped and lingered - the gate was penetrated. Slowly, very slowly, his anus muscle accepted the stretching and over time became accustomed to the intruder. With a lot of patience, at first only by the inch and only after a few minutes a little deeper again did the gentleman dig his butt and only carefully gave in to his urge. Carefully abandoned the conquered gate again several times in between, Sascha let him catch his breath until he steadily sought entry again, which muscle strength could no longer deny him. The back gate became more and more supple, permeable and his astonishment increased when he realized that his rosette was stretching towards the stand every time, almost pleading, until the rectum was fully filled again. An interesting feeling, from which the next stage developed.


When he first heard himself moaning quietly, but getting louder and hoarse, his butt rhythmically stretched and stretched, the true conquest began, he was already in other spheres and screamed out his desire to finally be taken, which of course Sascha had not yet planned. He wanted to capture the swan song of the lovingly deflowered pupil on tape so that there wouldn't be any unnecessary questions later.


More and more, in the same rhythm, getting involved in the respective reactions, he took his fiancée and proved to her who her guy would be. Only after her throaty outcry, accompanied by the cramping rosette and a violent outpouring of the pupil, did the gentleman take up his work and ride the rosy mare to Athens, without mercy, ignoring the crescendo of the accompanying music.


Both remained breathing heavily, wedged together as the animal lay on the tabletop with two backs. Later, the conqueror rose and removed all traces of his previous slide. The warm, damp cloth cleaned the gate and a fluffy towel prepared the terrain again.


„Sweet ass, smooth, scorching hot and tight - just a virgin“, heard Gerald whispering behind him: „Now he's mine, your butt, a delicious bite for both of my rods. Look here“!


The cell phone played a highly erotic video sequence in which all of the mounted man's hair on his forearms stood up. However, no traces of foreplay could be seen on his depilated hind cheeks. The intensity, the voluntariness with which the globes rose, demanded the raging, was unmistakable He saw a rosy mare whose desire was satisfied, which even documented her enthusiasm with a violent beam that she shot between the table legs. The cell phone played a highly erotic video sequence in which all of the mounted man's hair on his forearms stood up. However, no traces of foreplay could be seen on his depilated hind cheeks. The intensity, the voluntariness with which the globes rose, demanded the raging, was unmistakable He saw a rosy mare whose desire was satisfied, which even documented her enthusiasm with a violent beam that she shot between the table legs.


The limb that was slowly threatening to slip out of her seemed to be almost sucked in again when the rosette stretched greedily towards him, asking for a further stay or a new visit, so to speak.


„Now you are my pledge“, he heard, before the conqueror left the kitchen. His sharpened senses realized that his master washed himself clean and then returned. Then who he is. His panties were adjusted again and his casual trousers and belt used returned to their original place.


‚Why this‘, he thought as he heard engine noise from a distance. Minutes later the landlord arrived.


he heard.


He heard: „Have you clearly explained to him what manners are required on the mountain“?


„As I said, I no longer have any money and you wanted a deposit. It was necessary to show him that he must not disappear without pay. I did my part and am going to sleep now. We will leave tomorrow morning. Surely you'll take us to the train station“?


„Of course. Take the top bunk, I think he'll want the bottom one later“.


„Okay, good night and thank you for your insight“. With that, Sascha disappeared.


„We still have a bill outstanding. We don't like carousing on the mountain, but I see your general willingness and let you vote. The rod on or in the butt“? In doing so, he exposed the cheeks like Sascha before him and admired the smooth, girly skin. He recognized the upbringing that had accomplished by the slight redness of his butt and rosette and internally praised his acquaintance.


„I'll ...“


In the meantime the innkeeper had come in front of him and Gerald realized: Now there was a guy standing in front of him who wouldn't do much feather reading with his beefy arms, which is why his butt sent the message to his brain that he didn't want to feel his pranks under any circumstances, but rather immediately surrendered.


„Your own rod, but be careful“.


„Of course, you're definitely still a virgin“. The subdued smile in the voice told both of them what was going on, the tight strap was released, he was freed from the bent position. Then the beefy gentleman on his arm gently pushed him to the second bed, where they were supposed to stay alone overnight.


The next morning it got later, because Sascha and the mountain hut landlord, who got up early, apparently still had something to clarify. Gerald continued to doze for several hours because it had taken a very long time for the innkeeper to declare himself even. However, he hadn't taken a photo, asked another question and enjoyed the night with his willing bedmate. He knew that he couldn't complain about it either and fell asleep again until they finally woke him up for lunch. They then cleared away the rest and left the quarters, which were waiting for the next guests.


The farewell at the train station was short. With a strong handshake, the innkeeper said goodbye to Gerald while whispering something in Sascha's ear. After that, they got in and took a seat in an empty coupe.


„I have a video that excites me“, Sascha began.


„You should delete it because I paid everything down to the last cent. Cash, you and your friends are fully compensated, what do you actually want to do with it now“?


„Look at your phone, the original is already overdubbed. My version doesn't show a license plate that points to you. I cut it last night. You now also own this version. Tell yourself if you would ever delete this“?


In doing so, he had made Gerald so curious that he began to play it. The reaction didn't take long to arrive, which Sascha noted with satisfaction before Gerald had also become aware of it; his boner had risen, sticking in his pants and cramped him.


„That's why I know you'll call me more often soon. Maybe plan a trip to the mountains because I enjoyed your radio play for hours“.


„I didn't know what was happening to me. Despite his physical size, he was smaller, if you understand what I want to say“.


„At a certain level of passion this is unimportant. Only pure pleasure counts, the nerves hardly register any differences after a certain extent, the only thing that counts is consistency and experience. The third email contains a radio play that you will definitely want to enjoy. Someday. It's not a video, no names are mentioned. Why should you, you don't even know his“.


Before Gerald could answer, the door opened and a young man entered, politely asked if it was acceptable and sat down. He had apparently noticed the protruding stand immediately, because he pulled out a newspaper and hastily buried himself in it. After a few minutes they had seen through him because he was leaning inconspicuously in both laps, apparently happy with the sight.


Sascha got cheeky: „Do you like radio plays“?


„Do you mean me“?


„Yes“.


„Sometimes. It depends“


„Also frivolous“?


„Who my age wouldn't“?


„Do you want to listen now“? This question came from Gerald, which surprised Sascha. Apparently something had developed there. The previously silent student became increasingly extroverted.


„Gladly, there is currently no one in the hallway who is likely to be bothered by it“. With this he completely closed the almost completely closed curtains to the corridor window and sliding door. „The conductor has already checked me. Hardly anyone will get on at this time, we still have a little more than two hours to go to Vienna“.


Gerald turned it up a bit and started the wave file. After the first few minutes the tension became almost unbearable. The boy had cramped his legs to hide his now unmistakable stand, which of course he was unable to do. Finally he asked: „Who is this“?


„What if I“? Gerald replied mockingly.


„I would envy you“, came the honest answer.


„About the role as a woman“?


„Not tried yet, but to have new experiences, should continue training“, it came back cheekily.


„Where are you headed“?


„Vienna, Pfeilheim“.


„Fancy a visit to the Panorama“?


„I have until Tuesday. My lectures don't start until the day after tomorrow. However, I have to take the detour to my home to call and leave my luggage“.


The train had now stopped for the last time and was now thundering towards Vienna.


Gerald sat down next to the new guest and played with his cell phone until he finally started the anonymized video. The first sequence ripped the boy off his stool: „But …“


„You must never despair, this can happen to you too“, Sascha comforted him.


When the guest rose, the true extent of his interest became measurable, he certainly had to be included in the guild of silent givers of joy for ladies, for about 20 cm loomed unmistakably into the room.


Sascha - stepping behind him - gently brushed off his loose-fitting pants and exposed the tools, which were immediately grabbed by Gerald, who closed his familiar lips around the device, which also made the man defenseless. Sascha's grip on his testicles had already ended any idea of resistance in him.


With the minutes of silent music-making, the guy's rigid attitude ended. He finally sat down on the seat, sighing softly, in front of which Gerald knelt and said the evening prayer with deep enthusiasm. The quiet outcry ended the scenario and the victory was theirs.


„No detour. It's your turn tonight. You will pay for the service, cash, with all your strength. What's your name“?


„Ernst. But I've never …“


„Never mind. Now you will experience your premiere“.


„But ...“


„But nothing. Do you want your video via MMS“?


„I give up“.


„No, you will give and take as befits an athlete and gentleman“.


„But ...“


„Enough“! Sasha's stern tone dealt with any attempt at further dissent. The night for three was not recorded on tape. That's why it never happened.


Real men can keep secrets.


Ernst soon became better known in the home because he was very friendly and helpful and also knew about the technical topics that presented the other students with difficulties in understanding. Some closer friendships quickly developed and after the summer semester he and his fellow student Richard agreed to make their way through Turkey together on vacation because life there would be pretty cheap.


„I take the sleeping bag, you never know what it's good for“. His voice sounded safe because Richard knew his decision made sense. The good piece had previously accompanied him on every trip, especially to the Eastern Bloc, for years, had become his luggage and was mostly used to protect against unclean bed linen or questionable mattresses.


„Okay. Then my large camping blanket should also find its way into the trunk. After all, it is not said that the beaches will all have dust-fine sand. This means that sharp-edged stones or roots cannot plague us. Finally it goes along the entire southern coast of Turkey“.


The first maxim of the two was to throw as little luggage as possible into the car, as in summer hardly any laundry and even less elegant clothing would be necessary the further towards Syria they would go.


They embarrassingly wanted to avoid too much burden. The heat would be enough to camp wild on a beach at night if necessary, even without a tent, which is why they left all the other camping stuff behind. Only one tin pot with a handle was added, which seemed perfect with a tripod stand made of branches to boil water or, if necessary, to heat canned food. They also limited this to four preserves that could be stored in the toolbox under the spare wheel, two with large white beans and two with vegetable corn, each replacing a full meal.


The old Audi Coupe was suitable for spending the night in it on the reclining seats if necessary, if it rained or if it was necessary to survive hours of waiting. Her other luggage consisted of a sports bag and a toiletry bag, which could be stored in a shoulder bag that contained everything you needed to survive, i.e. papers, sunglasses and the like. On the neck, everyone wore a kind of amulet with the credit and ATM card and emergency money, 200 dollars in two hundreds.


They wanted to be prepared so that no one in the car would suspect anything worthwhile would be stolen. A result of long experience traveling to unsafe areas where neither of the languages they speak would be understood, so improvised sign language would have to be sufficient as communication.


The car passenger train with the ÖBB sleeping car to Trieste took them almost overnight to the ferry called ‚Orient-Express‘, where they had booked one of the upper outside cabins, the most expensive investment in their vacation, which was supposed to last four weeks. Since the ship route led via Athens and Istanbul, short trips to both cities were planned, which is why they had equipped themselves with enough drachmas, such as Serbian dinars and forints for refueling and eating on the return journey via the Autoput, the transit route through the former Yugoslavia. This money was carefully hidden in the Audi.


Only partially developed as a multi-lane highway, this route passes four of the six republics of the Socialist Federal Republic of Yugoslavia, which is why Tito gave it the name ‚Street of Brotherhood and Unity‘. It was and remains the main transport link from central to south-eastern Europe, the standard route of Turkish guest workers to and from Austria. The Autoput was one of the most notorious roads in Europe: poor condition, a lot of traffic by trucks and completely overloaded in the summer months. No relaxing travel, as tired drivers and daring overtaking maneuvers caused numerous accidents. Therefore, as singles, they had scheduled their trip outside of the usual tourist and summer holiday dates in September.


The section, which was important for them in the opposite direction, led from Belgrade via Paraćin and Nis via Leskovac and Kumanovo to Titov Veles. From there on a country road through the Vardar Valley to the Greek border in Gevgelija/Evzoni, the end of the Autoput after almost 1,200 km through Yugoslavia.


From Belgrade they wanted to branch off towards Hungary and enter Szeged via Novi Sad and Subotic. From there, to the end of the holiday by the country road to Hódmezővásárhelykutasipuszta, now Székkutas, in order to satisfy the nostalgia of her mothers, whose yearning to get there through the film ‚I often think of the film named Piroschka‘ by Hugo Hartung, actually, to be able to boast to the travel-shy ladies of having been to the place where their youthful dreams were sometimes still haunted, with Liselotte Pulver, Gustav Knuth, Rudolf Vogel and Adrienne Gessner, the grande dame of Austrian film. Finally, from there, again on secondary roads, they wanted to go back to Vienna via Solt, one of the few Danube bridges, towards Szekesfehèrvar via Györ.


It started promisingly. For the first time on a cruise they were not used to the luxury offered to them in the double cabin, with a view of the sea and their own bathroom/toilet. The casino in the ship brought Richard luck, as he got off in Kuşadası with a profit of more than three hundred dollars. The croupier had apparently found her likeable.


„Luck in the game, luck in love“, raved the winner and continued: „At the Temple of Apollo we will pick up two tourists who will then accompany us, bet? I promise you a great night“ - today


„Wait“, said Ernst, „but I will take you at your word, loudmouth“.


They crowned their interim stays in Athens and Istanbul with a short trip to the Plaka and to a fish restaurant on the Asian bank in the former Byzantium/Constantinople. They had promised to see both cities again.


They set out from Kuşadası and on the first day explored the excavations of Didyma, now Didim, with the oracle sanctuary of the god Apollo. The following day they wanted to go to Selçuk, the ephesus of antiquity, to visit the Celsus Library, the theater and the remains of the Temple of Artemis of Ephesus, once one of the seven wonders of the ancient world, on its outskirts. They fed wild trees with fresh figs, which apparently no one wanted, because many overripe fruits lay fallen on the ground. As predicted, they also met two cute students who were traveling in a group on a bus and so the roulette winner failed and said: „So it’s different: luck in the game, bad luck in love“.


Since it started to get dark, they looked for a hostel and quickly found what they were looking for at a ridiculous price today of 3, - euros per person with breakfast. A farming family had apparently rebuilt their former stable, built a little away from the residential building, and set up three guest rooms there at ground level, with antique-looking cots from the armed forces of the imperial and royal monarchy, it seemed. In terms of light, there was a lonely light bulb on the ceiling with around 40 watts, the rest was provided by the bright moonlight. The sight of the mattresses confirmed that taking the sleeping bag with you on the first day was worth it. The camping blanket also justified its use. A built-in shower next to the toilet, without hot water, was available as a washing facility at the end of the concrete hallway, which didn't matter at this hot time of year.


Freshly showered, Richard extinguished the useless light and buried himself in the sack, the zipper of which ended approximately in the middle at the end of the head, but could be closed on both sides for ventilation; however, the zip could only be operated from the outside so that the closure piece did not scratch on the inside. When Ernst came into the room, they were the only guests, his friend swore uninhibitedly. The zipper was jammed on his neck and he was trapped like in a bag. Only the head still protruded.


That gave Ernst the idea: „You promised me a great night and I see you want to keep your word, as it should be, for a real man“.


The other was confused and, as his friend knelt on the ceiling, trimmed the bagged man's torso between his thighs. Above the towel around his hips was the athletic figure that Ernst had maintained with regular training. His friend was more of a Winston Churchill type. Although he hadn't gone out of line yet, he was quite similar to a boy with some baby fat. „You, you, you don't want to ...“, he stuttered.


„I just accept your offer“, laughed the aspiring jockey, who wanted to have fun until he realized what the dim light and the spicy situation had done to his penis. From his perspective, his hooded horse peeked directly under the bath towel and was frightened by the fact that someone seemed to be looking forward to a hot night and was visibly indicating this.


„But I have …“


„Promised me a hot night“, the seated man added, amused by the fatal situation in which the other was at his mercy, he tried with all his might to throw off the unwanted rider and of course, trapped in the sack, had no chance. All he achieved was that the bath towel came loose and Ernst crouched naked above him, in the jockey seat where he had loosely balanced the previous rodeo. His center of gravity had slipped forward and therefore his tail was sticking directly in front of Richard's face, who turned his head to avoid being impaled.


Leaning back again, the rider realized what options were open to him. He smiled, straightened his face with his hands on both ears so that Richard had to look at him, leaned forward a little so that his stand rested exactly on his lips. „You won 300 dollars, apparently your fee for that night. Someone was very forward-looking with the lucky angels, he smiled“. I also received a gift from the Greek gods, like yours. It fits perfectly, because the ancient athletes also mostly received their prize in kind. Do you want to insult Apollo, the god of moral purity and moderation, prophecy and the arts such as music, poetry and singing? The site of one of his holiest temples. Think of Achilles, who insulted him before Troy and had to die because he desecrated Apollo's priestess. This night you may consecrate, sing and make music to him what you have prophesied and prophesied in his name for today“.


„Ab...“., the sound went down in the short jerk with which the plump tail entered his mouth, allowing only indistinct stammering, for Ernst was fairly well built everywhere.


„Panpipe playing is your first choice“, he encouraged the musician: „I didn't know you wanted to promote such talents, but I'm happy to provide the instrument on which you can practice your scales“. Somehow Ernst suspected that he shouldn't stop initiating experiences with talking and acting at night that would make this vacation unforgettable for both of them. „Suck nicely, lots of tongue, with your lips, without teeth, just as you like it, as you told me, from your last friend, who fulfilled your wishes so perfectly. Suck nicely and swallow well, as you love it yourself. Whatever you want someone to do to you, do it to your friend now“. He pushed his tail back and forth slightly in order to find a common rhythm by gently weighing his hips.


Richard had found his way into the task without a chance of doing anything differently, indicating that further resistance would no longer be expected that night. While he felt that the stand was filling up more and more, seemed to be getting more and more bulky, he prepared not to get anything in his throat so as not to have to swallow and puke. He completely missed the fact that his donor had now pulled up the lower zip closure a little, opened the sleeping bag with it and exposed his own hips.


As the climax began, the tail twitched and the seed poured eruptive, Richard swallowed and licked his penis, as if his life depended on it. Not all the twitches had died down yet, his penis was removed and he was suddenly turned onto his stomach. Immediately afterwards he felt that his butt was now outside, and the still saliva-moist stand had already penetrated his rosette, which he could no longer prevent because he had already overcome both sphincters and sank into his rectum.


„The Greeks knew that an Erastes and his Eromenos would have a lifelong friendship and regularly sealed the experienced athletes, the active ones, in order to actively and tangibly confirm them. A pedagogical relationship usually developed, the aim of which was the comprehensive training of Eromenos, just as we began with it and use ancient values as a model for our further journey, wanting to give them the importance they deserve“.


He began to fix the butt shaking under his tail with his hands on his hips and slowly but vigorously to present his arguments, open the gate and make it consistent that there was no longer any doubt who was the master of the key. Since Richard's head was buried in the cushion and he received little air, every verbal reaction was switched off and he could only adapt to the beat in order to be able to breathe freely again over time, which soon happened when the ass reluctantly opened to his intruder, welcomed him.


„Greece full on the first night“, he heard, followed by: „As Achilles took his Patroclus, so I will raise you as my Kallipygos, the magnificent ass who found his master. His master's voice he will obey from now on until the holiday is over; perhaps further afterwards as it develops“. He began to sink deep into his butt until he felt his cheeks sharpening on his thighs, to which he forced his will to the beat until he exuded himself hotly into the bucking ass and puffed violently.


The reaction seemed clearly positive, because the conquered also seemed to have overcome a peak and gasped too. Instinctively, he continued to squeeze his cock into a hot corner as far as he could, enjoying the twitching and rubbing on his stand, which brought him back to life fairly quickly and prompted him to recapitulate. „Go, now take yourself with my tail“, he demanded and received his expression of respect when it rose bucking and fell again to the beat, the rosette pulled together determinedly and pushed towards him, the unmistakable sign that his master was recognized as such. This time he did not pour himself, but remained hard and on the conquered for a long time, this time out of exhaustion, which Richard did to him.


The sleeping bag zip could soon be opened when Ernst tried to find a solution a little later while his penis began to shrink. A piece of fabric, actually just a thicker thread, had become jammed and could be removed with some luck.


„Off to the bathroom“, he ruled over the passives and rushed ahead to prepare for the following night. When the other man complied, his ablution was already over and he returned, preparing the camp for the night that would remain for them. When Richard returned, he found the sleeping bag spread out and slipped into it. His friend had been waiting for this and snuggled up with the words: „It's a little too cold outside on the louse mattress. Back“! He lay down on the side behind the others and closed the zipper. This meant that they were squeezed together and, due to their position on the side, in a kind of spoon position in which Ernst's hand rested on the crown jewels of the person lying in front of him. It didn't take too long until he could no longer control himself and his penis steadily rose.


„I..., I'm not gay“, Richard started a conversation that broke off with a serious laugh: „Me neither, I just like fucking. Since I haven't had the opportunity to try this species yet, I was curious. You got me really hot when you were blowing so enjoyably. Then I thought, if so, then really until the end and took you like a woman. I can now say, yes, I feel bisexual, I enjoyed it and I will do it again when the opportunity comes. In any case, everyone I take to bed in the future will now get my cock up their asses because I have noticed that this offers a particularly close and hot experience“.


„But ...“


„I'm sure you enjoyed it too, otherwise your boner wouldn't grow in my fingers like it does right now. This is not a sign that you would be or will be gay, but proof that every man, when ridden properly, looks forward to a tight cock in his ass when he doesn't have the opportunity to get a woman into bed get. The next couple of female students who come with us will confirm me. But that doesn't mean you didn't realize that you can dance at two weddings without focusing on a single type of bride“.


„I didn't see it that way. I can't and I don’t won’t to tame my boner. Therefore ...“


„That's why he's happy when I show him that he could definitely do his job if he wasn't under my control. Moment. I'll now put a rubber over it for you so that the sleeping bag doesn't get dirty when you cum. Okay? Don't move, he'll be stuck soon“.


Said, done. The now reinforced tail was slightly massaged, which did not leave him calm and as a result Richard, in his budding lust, pushed himself backwards with his hind cheeks, between which he soon felt the stand of the man behind him rubbing himself there. When he then pushed his hips forward again, the glans moves down behind him and sat down on the rosette as before. Ernst began to masturbate him, a rhythm was established and both hips moved in time. On the third attempt, part of Richard's rosette staked and with the fourth thrust it was staked. Now the hand began to masturbate him hard and firmly, so that the entire body of the conquered began to move, impaling itself on the tail within him.


„Faster, you really want it, go, faster, you're going to come now, go, go, go, yeaaaahh“! Richard's body had become angry and rubbed itself against the immobile erection, driving the sword up to its hilt in its ass while filling his condom in several bursts. Now he lay quietly and remained silent. Then Ernst suddenly felt that his hips were starting to move slightly again, hugging him and apparently wanting action. He complied without being asked and very slowly began to move in time, driving his piston to work with a steady movement in the rosette until he felt a real concession.


Apparently nature had taken over the scepter, in the truest sense. The coronation insignia, the sign of power, had conquered his empire and now administered it like the Bulava, the command staff of the Zaporozhian Cossacks, the daring horsemen of the East. The sharp ride passed over the Turkish grassy steppe, through karstic sinkholes and barren vegetation, until the sea became visible in the expanse and the steed galloped towards it until it had reached the surf in which it came to a halt, Ernst astonished that he had unconsciously ridden in and out his pupil that night. Crowded together, they both fell asleep until morning woke them up with bright sun. The morning latte had already found its sheath, the urge of nature and the youth of both completed the rest. While crowing the roosters, Richard's accompanying music was lost in their noise.


The shower reawakened her spirits. They were soon ready to travel when the farmer's wife appeared and called for breakfast. Surprised, they sat down and enjoyed fresh white bread with sheep's cheese, which obviously came from their own production. Seasoned with oregano, parsley, salt and freshly ground pepper, it was a royal meal. Her respect for the landlady and her hospitality increased. They decided not to let themselves go either. They rounded up their bill for the equivalent of around 6 euros to 10 and bought sheep's cheese and bread as provisions so that they could enjoy these dishes again at lunchtime. The farmer's wife waved after them in a friendly manner. She had not expected such a gesture from the two Austrians dressed so casually.


They quickly found the road to Selçuk. The small remains of the Temple of Artemis of Ephesus were not so intoxicating, but in the Archaeological Museum, where the finds from the excavations were exhibited, they were able to get a rough idea of this wonder of the world.


At lunch, which they had in a meadow, they spoke seriously again because Richard wanted to start talking about the past night again.


Ernst interrupted him: „Didyma was one of the most important oracle shrines of the god Apollo, making it one of the most important Greek oracles. The exact process of giving a prophecy is not known. The pilgrims received their oracle sayings in their final form by priests in verse. Yesterday at night I remembered a verse, our oracle for the journey, in my dream. Listen, I try to capture the content, not the rhyme melody:


Who recognizes what he desires,


Who experiences what moves him,


That happens to him,


What he carries within him.


If you want to rule, learn to serve!


Are you ready for this?


To offer it to others gladly,


Your time will come soon.


They found a quiet hotel, with three stars, which probably meant two in the Austrian standard, for around 20 euros for a double room with breakfast. Everything was clean, the two beds were covered with sturdy mattresses and the wet area was in the usual shape that they should get used to. The shower was right next to the toilet, only separated with a plastic curtain that flooded the floor when you took a shower. The drain on the ground swallowed everything pretty quickly, but without their bathing sandals it would have become uncomfortable over time. There were no carpets in the room; the furnishings were sparse, but pragmatically speaking, everything a traveler needed for one or two nights was there. Long-term tourists were hardly to be expected here. The food in one of the town taverns tasted delicious again, as there was no longer a large crowd at that time and many of the tourist places had already closed.


Lahmacun, the Turkish pizza, spicy, the fast food made from thin flatbread with minced meat, finely chopped vegetables and spices like sumac saturated them. They alleviated the unusual spiciness with Ayran, the yogurt-based drink. As dessert they ordered Lokum, the Turkish honey, cube-shaped pieces of honey and starch with various nuts, pistachios, coconut flakes and dried fruits, accompanied by the Turkish „Kahve“, the coffee whose description Ernst quoted from his memory of an old travel guide: „Hot as hell, black as your soul and sweet as the women in the harem“. Fruits ended the delicious but inexpensive meal. They took some of them with them to the hotel. If she was hungry or thirsty at night, water melons were ideal.


When they found themselves in the room later in the evening - the place seemed deserted - after their shower they agreed to empty the Efes beer bottles that they had bought at the bar as a precaution before it closed. Full water bottles were a permanent fixture in the room anyway, so that no one should drink from the tap at night.


„I have thought about the poem, about your oracle“, began Richard. „I went into myself at lunchtime during your short nap on the meadow and wondered what it could mean to me. I always admired your body, your irrepressible sportsmanship and wondered why. Now I know what I had thought about out of curiosity that happened to me yesterday; I was simply put to bed without asking what I had to say about it. Still, it was hot. I have learned to serve, to be served, but far from any of my previous thoughts. I had to open up inside, let myself go completely to enjoy myself and it worked from that point on. What did you mean when you said yesterday that you wanted to raise me as your Kallipygos, the magnificent ass“?


„Yesterday I conquered your butt, showed you what only women know about me and it was interesting but also dangerous because I no longer asked myself if I wanted to, but it was simply given, what my body wanted. Every man, at least I think, who has a pretty ass in front of him no longer asks at a certain moment who his owner is, but rather that he now belongs to him, wants or should be taken away. This also applies, because every real guy will put his brand on the back cheeks presented if he holds a rod in his hand for whatever reason“.


„What do you mean by that“?


„What I said. A tight ass, especially on a man who is not yet an adult and is still crazy, needs a firm hand so that he can learn who he owes his upbringing to and that there is an authority that actively explains to him what he has to change“.


„This is ridiculous. Even my father stopped trying something like this years ago because he failed several times“.


„You see the result. This semester you only managed two tickets - out of eight that you had planned. To do this, you ruined several parties where you were drunk because the lady you were adoring didn't want to hear you at all. What you need is an extensive dose of the old method, through your butt into your mind until you feel it again. What do you want to do now? Stopping around in the middle of nowhere? You're welcome to do it. I have the two scripts that are necessary for the repeat appointment. I have no problem with you working with it for three hours every day and I ask you about it. Only and last chance. But only and in my own way. You will be checked daily with the rod in your hand. All you need to do is get one of these and one straps and hand them over to me. You have until tomorrow evening, then the window closes“.


„I would never have believed that you would take care of my academic success“.


„Your mother asked me to help you on vacation if possible. I promised her that I would talk to you, a promise I'm keeping right now. I'm just not ready to ruin my vacation because you want to get drunk and fuck women. Those who cause your next intoxication if they don't like you. The clock is running. I'm tired. Tomorrow we drive towards Bodrum and it will be a long drive along side roads“.


In Bodrum, ancient Halicarnassus, stood the mausoleum of the Persian satrap Mausolos, another of the seven wonders of the ancient world. There was almost nothing left to see except built-in stones, cannibalized in other buildings. An overnight boat trip with anchors in an otherwise inaccessible bay on a Gulet, a two-mast sailing boat made of wood, was on her itinerary. They parked at one of the little marinas. The marina was fairly well stocked, but many of the captains had already finished their seasons. Still, you found an older guy who was willing to earn some pocket money since it was just a short overnight joyride. After anchoring in a protected bay, his small crew was supposed to return by dinghy and only pick them up again the next day. They were supposed to arrive at 15 p.m., the trip would last until midday the following day. They couldn't afford more.


They lost sight of each other at the market when Ernst started talking to an Italian student whom he tried to convince to go along. In vain because she explained that she would immediately get seasick, but thanked her for the offer. He later caught sight of Richard in one of the cafes on the edge of the market, sat down next to him, also ordered a Şiş Kebap, the traditional grill skewer with marinated lamb, tomatoes and peppers, plus bulgur and Cacık made from yogurt, cucumbers and garlic. Of course the essential ‚Çay‘, Turkish black tea, and Pide, the flatbread made from yeast dough. Afterwards there was Helva, better known as Halva, extremely sweet with sesame and honey, plus the inevitable Kahve.


Sweaty from their previous experiences, they went to the extremely clean tourist toilet so that they didn't get into too many problems on the ship in the evening and at night. They then slowly strolled through the old town to the harbor and arrived to coincide with the departure. It was an arousing feeling to ride a sailing ship, although the fun lasted barely two hours until they reached their destination and entered the secretive bay where they anchored with engine power.


The skipper had written down another ship name for Ernst. His relative in Marmaris would also take even smaller routes at this time of year as an enthusiastic angler. However, in a much smaller boat that is only partially suitable for sleeping, but the current weather would actually challenge an overnight stay on the beach. The coves would be grandiose and absolutely deserted. After a long swim in the clear sea water, the grill ran hot and everyone enjoyed freshly caught sardines with tomatoes and onions on flatbread. A heavenly meal, as these paradise apples really deserved the name, although far from being red throughout, they had spots of all sorts of greens and yellows. They came from the farm of one of the sailors; the taste was fantastic.


The crew then broke away and only the captain remained, a medium-sized, robust guy with a weatherproof face. He assigned them a cabin, showed them the possibility of leaving, the marine toilet, a manual pump toilet that pumps the feces outboard, but warned against using them if they were not forced to do so by an emergency. They were supposed to climb overboard down the ladder and piss outside, as there were no waves in the bay, so everyone their age could expect the descent. He expressly made sure whether they could swim, because they should get a larger business directly in the seawater, as hanging in the outside toilet, in the ropes on the aft deck, which includes permanent seawater flushing when driving quickly, is not for beginners.


After sunset, he offered Yeni Raki from a bottle, which they happily smoked in their armchairs on the aft deck and listened to the music from the local station. As always after some alcohol, Richard became rebellious, which the captain didn't like at all. His eyes looked disapprovingly at those of Ernst, who was unable to stop his friend's flow of speech, who was desperate to inaugurate the naval toilet as he made noise. The Turk's patience suddenly ended and he said: „You're acting like a stupid cabin boy, so you'll be treated like that too“.


He grabbed the young man with a lightness that left both mouths open, grabbed his arm and thigh and threw him overboard about 2 meters into the bay.


The clapping was followed by a second or two of calm until a snort indicated that the person being bathed was approaching by swimming. „Don't come back on board until you're done. Hold on to the climbing ladder and have fun with the special toilet for cheeky badgers“.


The cure seemed to be working. In order not to spray everything wet later and since it was still sufficiently light, Ernst put two towels over the railing, where he would come back on board, also jumped into the water and also eliminated his need to hold on to a ship jam. When he got back on board, he was surprised to see the captain, who had bent over the table on the aft deck to the newly appointed cabin boy and was about to spank his ass with a dewy end while his swimming trunks were lowered. Two welts were already clearly visible and the twitching of the cheeks confirmed the sailor's declared intention to show the flag first before he wanted to order the sail to reef. After six impressive declarations of intent, he let go of the rope and watched the wild dance of the globes with amusement, which only settled down to calmer tempos over time.


„You have the choice“, he explained to Richard: „The next six either from me or from your partner. Whom do you want“?


„Ernst“, he heard whispering. The ship's master then handed him the dew and demanded: „Show him that no one on board mutinies with impunity“. The first blow didn't quite land on the butt, but also drew the right thigh, which is why the trampling of the legs became more intense. The captain had changed the side of the table and was holding his arms tight and had the globes happily performed. The costume had several effects. The white, fleshy ass was already red, sometimes striped crosswise, and raged over the edge of the table. The other episode was clearly visible, both to Ernst and to the sailor, who didn't hesitate for long, took out his cock, held his thickly swollen member to Richard's lips and demanded: „Thank you“! The spanked man suspected that it would be cheaper to obey him and opened his mouth. „Your end he needs too“, the captain pointed to Ernst's lance: „He chose you before, so the sternpost belongs to you. Experienced sailors take what they can get“.


That was clear. Moderately moved, starting with magnitude 4, the rhythm increased over a bit coarse to very coarse seas. Soon there was force 7 of the seas scale according to Petersen, high seas and it could be heard from afar The ship's master instructed Ernst: „Los Bucko, as a helmsman who ensures order and discipline on board with unforgiving severity, it is your damn duty to raise the young boy to be a cabin boy“. To do this, the appointed sailor supplemented his professional efforts by clapping his ass cheeks with his palms in rhythm, whereupon the verbal effort increased further. Almost at the same time as his victory, he felt that of the sailor, who was proven by his moans. „Now off to the bunk with him. I don't want to see anything from him until tomorrow; I want to hear that his upbringing continues“, demanded the captain and let go.


Ernst grabbed the cabin boy by the neck and pushed him forward into the cabin. There he had his pupil kneel in front of the bunk with his butt held high and completed the work. He pulled the belt out of his discarded jeans and let it dance on his ass cheeks until his raging cheeks twitched to the beat and offered themselves curling fire red. He put his plump tail to the rosette, penetrated as far as he could and enjoyed the sharpening of the glowing globes on his stomach. Greed overwhelmed him and he took the young boy with all his might, which also pleased the captain with clear accompanying music, who watched the ancient sailor play through the secretly opened door slot.


This night taught both of them what they had missed so far, albeit in different roles. Ernst could understand from the color of his work that tomatoes were once called love apples. The tight bunk left Richard no choice but to fall asleep with the stake in the flesh, who rose at sunrise after awakening and began his day's work again.


They then jumped into the bay and, after swimming extensively, climbed back up aft. The captain was waiting for her with coffee. After the first cup, he ordered Richard to strip off his swimming trunks and show his butt. He looked favorably at the painting from the previous day, which was still all too clear.


„Good job“, he praised Ernst and added: „Keep it up. Daily. In a few days he won't dare to perform like he did yesterday. If he gets cheeky, he can get to know the team better. He will have his painting ready for everyone on board to view just outside the harbor. Stand there at the railing and look outside. My boys should know that mutiny still has its serious consequences“.


Richard didn't dare contradict. Shortly after the crew came on board, Ernst was once again required to use the belt, which - almost - everyone enjoyed and erected their masts. The captain gave communion again and only then did he let the boy put his swimming trunks back on. The welts extending beyond the edge of the fabric were clearly visible, which is why Richard remained seated the entire return journey until he was allowed to put on his jeans during the landing maneuver. When the ship rested moored in the harbor, the captain waved them both into his cabin and handed the bill to Ernst.


He was surprised to see that they had only been charged for their own food and the crew's food, which lacked charter costs. At his questioning look, the captain explained: „I can't charge anything to parts of the crew, even if they're just a cabin boy. You kept watch at night and thus contributed your part. You did the conversation yourself and I had a great time. I wish you a safe journey through our beautiful country. Goodbye, friends“.


While Richard was already saying goodbye to the team, he held Ernst back for a moment: „He needs this more often, believe me. He first has to learn that he has to hold his ass when he is ordered to. He will one day be a good husband, but until then he has to go through your school. He'll be tamed in two weeks. Then let him ask for it himself. What he's going to learn up to that point helps him. We've raised wild boys this way many times before, who only grew up after that. Have fun in Turkey“!


They got ashore, looked for a place by the harbor and satiated themselves with kebab. Afterwards they bought some provisions and water to start the journey to Marmaris, which would certainly take hours. On the journey they met a young pair of siblings on the side of the road who were selling fresh figs in a plastic bag, around a kilo, for a ridiculous price. The fact that they had relieved the trees protruding in the area of these fruits had no bearing on them, because that's how all four were happy. Some because they received money and others because the figs tasted excellent.


When they took a rest so that Richard could devote himself to his studies under the shade of trees, Ernst strolled through the barren vegetation and later dozed for a while to regenerate his strength for the strenuous journey on the mostly dusty side roads. Near a small bay, which may have created an estuary, they stopped and ventured into the deep blue sea, here they first experienced how beautiful this land could be; far and wide no man could be seen, them alone with crabs and starfish, which lay like exotic signposts in the fine-grained sand under the unmoved, crystal-clear surface.


The journey continued; it became mountainous, the road led into the hinterland, which they crossed in a large arc to reach their destination across the next peninsula. When they arrived in Marmaris, they looked for a guesthouse, a little away from the beach, where they were once again almost the only guests. After refreshing themselves with a shower and dinner, they tried to find some nightlife in the city. They met two Germans who had been hanging around this port city as tourists for some time and knew pretty much everything. They took them to busier restaurants and finally to a disco. The journey continued; It became mountainous, the road led into the hinterland, which they crossed in a large arc to reach their destination across the next peninsula. When they arrived in Marmaris, they looked for a guesthouse, a little away from the beach, where they were once again almost the only guests. After refreshing themselves with a shower and dinner, they tried to find some nightlife in the city. They met two Germans who had been hanging around this port city as tourists for some time and knew pretty much everything. They took them to busier restaurants and finally to a disco.


While the younger, slightly chubby Sandra and Richard were tipsy and dancing together, Ernst had an interesting conversation with Petra, an older sociologist, around thirty. She looked at the dancing couple and explained that both would soon fall out of the ordinary. Sandra would never be interested in Richard in her life, but would enjoy being adored because that would have happened so rarely in the last few weeks. However, she believes that her worshiper could become abusive as soon as her friend turns him down, in about an hour or two.


Ernst couldn't hide his surprise and Petra continued. In Turkey, in slightly better circles. Such an incorrigible guy, albeit at the age of 15 or 16, when such a character threatens to emerge, is sent to a single younger uncle, often to Anatolia, to Cappadocia, where very barren country life involves a lot of work on the farm. There are no public holidays because the livestock has to be looked after, the soil has to be cultivated and without a wife, the simplest food and ascetic environment would be natural to wash yourself in the cold water at the well through several times a day in the sweltering heat as the only luxury.


Since the boy is under his uncle's thumb from morning to night, his upbringing to work diligently would be assured, but with small side effects. It wouldn't be unusual if the single guy, when using his belt to deal with small mutinies, made it clear pretty quickly who the sole master of the house was and many a previously spoiled boy found out that he was in the country far harsh customs apply. Running away would be pointless, because there is nothing far and wide and no one lives except other farmers who would have fun babbling the boy first and then driving him back to his relative with the strap. Since the boy is under his uncle's thumb from morning to night, his upbringing to work diligently would be assured, but with small side effects. It wouldn't be unusual if the single guy, when using his belt to deal with small mutinies, made it clear pretty quickly who the sole master of the house was and many a previously spoiled boy learned that there were far harsh customs in the country. Running away would be pointless, because there is nothing far and wide and no one lives except other farmers who would have fun babbling the boy first and then driving him back to his relative with the strap.


The boy had to take on all household chores and thus replace the woman, which often expanded into all matters, so that in addition to the role of housewife, other tasks also flourished over time. The mutinies that were initially expected and their effective fight are almost perfect for bringing these complementary agendas closer to him. The work clothing is cut wide, held with a belt, wearing underwear is pointless in the heat and washing on the trough several times a day is the best protection against infections.


This would also determine the place where the farmer tends to take the disobedient boy to his chest after cleaning if the young man was appropriately in an optimal willingness to raise children. Reaching for your neck, bending your head, clamping your head between your thighs, using the belt would be the best prerequisite for breaking the beginning of resistance and asserting the farmer's will ironically. Since the boy does not have to do sedentary work, no caution would be required and he would be punished accordingly.


After the second or third costume at the latest, the pupil would realize that voluntarily bending over the trough, table, gate or other suitable things does not change the harsh punishment, but it does change the convenience of not injuring yourself like a slate to move in. However, this would change the position, because with his victim caught between his legs, beating him up, the educator has difficulty maintaining his balance. However, it is easy to strap the rear globes from the side from behind and has an additional effect that goes without saying. Curly ass cheeks and a guy who doesn't have a wife quickly lead to the offered replacement being gratefully accepted, which brings with it another level, another level of upbringing and then the boy serves for the special tasks of the missing wife at night.


Where should the boy complain? Those who sent him there expect him to come back well-behaved. His only chance is to submit, work hard and ask for a return at his parents' annual visit, which usually happens after a year or two because the boy is urgently needed in his parents' business if he comes back sufficiently tamed.


In the meantime, Richard had reached the status where he was in danger of becoming abusive. Anne warned Ernst in time and retreated to the washrooms with Sandra. Ernst grabbed his friend by the neck and hissed: „Off! We're leaving, now“!


„But ...“


„You're tipsy and you're starting to act again. What do you think they do with drunk people here in the foreign country? What do you think police officers do to you as an unbeliever overnight when you're drunk in their cell? Have you ever thought about it? Islam rules here“!


„But …“


„No but. We're leaving, I've already sorted this out with Anne. She takes care of Sandra. Besides, they're both a little more than just friends, you know? Come on, come“. He pulled the reluctant one with him and they returned to the hotel, with the grumpy Galan cursing throughout and calling him some things that weren't exactly ready for printing. Back at the hotel, Ernst peeked his partner into the bathroom and put him in the cold shower. He ended the beginning of the howling by quickly grabbing his testicles and squeezing them firmly, which immediately resulted in silence.


„Do you want to have us kicked out of the hotel? Do you still have them all? Come on, get on the bed and get your ass up. It's time to continue your upbringing and woe betide me when I hear a sound“.


„But ...“


„Hush! Come on, get up with him. You voted last night, so leave your sperm. I'll be good at telling him that I can groom him like you deserve today. We'll keep repeating this until you feel, my boy. Head on the cushion, I don't want to hear anything. Today there is no captain's tail as a gag, the pillow has to do“.


The belt hissed and left the first declaration of intent of the evening. The belt pulled down at a steady pace and only the increasing moans proved the unsurpassed effectiveness of the ancient training method for cheeky boys. The background was soon sufficiently tinted and attracted painting with the foreground motif, which Ernst attached as a living collage.


He only realized that the film that Anne had initiated with her description of the rural upbringing of spoiled pubescent was probably taking place in his thoughts when he took his wife and the aspects of the meager married life of Turkish uncles spread in his brain. Now he understood what Anne had wanted to bring closer to him and he grinned to himself. She herself was in a close relationship with her friend and had checked off his girlfriend and apparently saw through him. Both Sandra and Richard were probably in the same situation right now and gratefully accepted their earnings for their evening behavior.


The pupil, who had now been suitably trained, went washing and Ernst later followed his example.


When Richard returned, he devoted himself to the last lines and explained to his holiday partner, who had mutated into a pupil: „That made me poetic yesterday and I started what I was able to finish for the first time today. It is he who shapes us, this right one


Moment


He, with a quick glance,


Realized that I always nod,


I find a bottom too fat.


I met you, the rangy boy,


Sporty, fresh and slightly stocky,


With a dash of cockiness,


That’s not good for cheeky boys.


Wanted to produce yourself right away?


To make me your fool,


Since I come from the provinces.


Not like you from your Linz.


For your delusions of grandeur -


Thieving like a raven -


You deserve it‘, vain wretch,


That judgment was held.


For now, over wintering,


I demanded your ass:


The sentence was pronounced,


It's mine - without cloth.


Fascinating, let me tell you,


It was to take the risk,


The one you never imagined,


Makes my reign visible.


You would never think of it,


To give your time only to me.


Your pride has always been this:


I alone, I am your master.


Despite the clear, sensible thesis,


Which everyone reads from


I know it too, who wants it,


That for me you always hold still.


As the master of your cheeks,


I’ll drive out all your flaws,


Form you into a willing sheep


That bows to the master with obedience.


I won't let you be a bitch,


Not for a moment:


You will serve from now on


And obey me at my word.


Never - you should proudly believe,


That I will allow others to do so.


Therefore, you concede it here,


Submit completely to me.


Finally, the court has decided,


That only I can command you,


That your ass - always unclothed -


Joyfully seeks my rod.


When I draw my crop,


Comes to you, to your happiness,


The education you lack,


Always as often as I chose.


As the master of your welts,


As the owner of the belt,


Your ass now invites you to dance,


I tolerate no frippery,


Let your globes dance,


That they rave hotly and rejoice


Until I give the code:


Sesame, Sesame, open up!


Your lovely one will yearn,


The still virgin tight rosette,


For the cock that teaches you,


That there’s nothing wrong with serving.


Once you've taken,


You won’t get enough,


Of the hardness inside you:


That’s all your mind only strives for,


On the glowing red-hot bar


You wait anxiously in your heart.


‚Never again pass in a flash’,


You say at the moment.


That in you the fellow pours out,


Not even that rightly annoys you,


Because the ass delights at the same time,


That with welts


The ass that rages in the dance,


Only realizes that he’s engaged when he sees the ring


Tightly screwed to the finger,


The rosette now believes it.


Mine is the pert boy's ass -


As the old wise men sang -


From now on it will be every night,


The first ride is done.


Push against me the cheeks,


I'll grab you by the nape of your neck,


To take you like a woman,


Just to pass the time.


You never have to worry again:


Your cheeks are always spanked,


When the master goes home,


Because the cock no longer suits him.


Always think of the rod,


Of what she work, the good:


A good man out of you,


Who can truly appreciate it!


Kneel down in front of a gentleman!


Never forget his saying again:


Stay pretty neat and pious,


Pray I'll come back.


Has the rod, this tendril,


He managed to slim him down,


Your thanks belong to his guy“.


„I'm not ...“


„Asked. On your knees, on all fours, on your bed. Upstretched, what teases me now“. Ernst knelt behind him and tried out the new type of sleep rite for him. The grip on the neck was important because it allowed him to determine the rhythm and angle, recognizing that when he sat on his heels, after tightening the interface, a kiss from his partner's cushion allowed an outstanding demonstration of power that would weaken any abutment and increase the amplitude allowed to become maximum. Of course, he not only conquered the field but also erased any remaining question about the undisputed master.


That night he slept dreamlessly until the late hours of the morning and awoke fully refreshed, alone in the room, meeting Richard studying in a port Café on his way to a late breakfast. Since he definitely didn't want to disturb him, he looked for the boat named for him by the Bodrum skipper and met a muscular guy of around thirty to thirty-five who was bursting with strength only as his body proved, while polishing the brass railing. He was helped by a younger man, around twenty years old, who was roughing the deck.


Ernst politely inquired whether he was the Bodrum captain's acquaintance and referred to his recommendation. He consulted briefly with his colleague, asked about Richard's age and sea experience as a precaution and gave a sum that did not seem significantly high to Ernst, so he inquired about any other costs, which he explained to him below: They would catch fish outside and feed on them. They would have to store side dishes and drinks because there was lonely wasteland there; apart from a few bushes, grass, stones, sand and sea - nothing. The skipper would get this himself, that would be taken into account, but someone would have to help with fishing, for about two or three hours a day, depending on the willingness of the sea creatures to bite. This requires absolute silence. If they agreed, you could get started at three o'clock. Meeting point at Gulet. Ernst agreed and they sealed the deal with a glass of Çay.


He returned to Richard. They checked out of the hotel in time, prepared themselves and their luggage, left everything unimportant in the trunk of the car parked on a side street and trotted off. They concluded their lunch, this time a chicken skewer with pilaf, with a visit to a kind of bakery where they treated themselves to kahve and baklava, the dessert soaked in syrup, just freshly offered with spicy pistachios.


They then strolled to the two-mast sailing ship and were warmly welcomed. The lines were thinned and we first set off from the harbor basin with motor power towards the southeastern end of the Bay of Marmaris. The sun wasn't burning as much anymore, so everyone was sitting on deck in shorts or swimming trunks. Near the bank they then drifted along in a gentle current for a while without a motor with their sails fixed until Murat the Younger, which means ‚ardent wish‘, got the fishing rods and Hakan, the ruler as they translated them, worms began to impale on the hooks as living bait.


A while didn't happen. Suddenly both rods moved and things happened in quick succession. As soon as they were able to re-stock the hooks, there was another little fish hanging on them, all in good size. Red mullet, as Ernst knew this species from Greece and France, a delicate feast. After catching enough for everyone, the two anglers left the rods behind, started the engine and approached a rocky bay whose westward orientation promised long hours of solar heat. Hakan's watch showed almost 17 o'clock, where he anchored his boat and additionally secured it with a line on one of the rocks. The sand was fine-grained, the beach slightly rising about 10 meters, the flood line visible at just under three meters They aligned their camp and Murat dragged the portable grill to the shore on the opposite side, which seemed more at the mercy of the wind than the camp, which was better protected by a rocky outcrop and cannot be seen from the sea.


The drinks were sunk into the sea to cool, secured to cords and Haken began to devote himself to preparing the meal. Murat beckoned Richard to follow him because he had to go looking for firewood; only driftwood from the sea is allowed to be burned in order to protect the barren bushes and nature. To do this, they would have to search several neighboring bays, which could take some time for night to fall. He took several longer leather straps to tie and carry, as they might have to pull their bundles up over the cliffs, he explained.


Hakan had immersed himself in his work, prepared all the fish for the grill and explained that since barbel did not have bile, they could easily be eaten along with the offal as long as they only measured around 15 to 20 centimeters. Holidaymakers should taste one of the little ones first. If he didn't please them, the three large specimens he had filleted would be theirs, otherwise they would share everything. He prepared an Eşme salad from tomatoes, onions, parsley and hot peppers; there are also water and sugar melons in the boat.


He then asked Ernst if he remembered the captain's advice.


„Nature“, he replied, grinning.


„Gut“, replied Hakan and stood up. „Come with“. He climbed a little higher into the cliffs and Ernst saw a kind of sandy clearing where several smooth, larger boulders invited people to sunbathe, but also offered suitable seating at different heights. „They will take longer, driftwood has become rare. The younger ones should work“, explained Hakan, prowling down his shorts and lying on his stomach on the first matching stone. Ernst followed suit. The sun quickly warmed his back, which he offered her to tan.


With his head on his forearms, he happened to notice from the corner of his eye that the other person had laid on his side and was watching him. Hakan's searching gaze slowly wandered over his body until he focused. Without opening his eyes, just through his eyelashes, Ernst continued to squint, looking as the other's tail slowly straightened up and grew impressively, and continuing to watch this with such fascination that he could not turn his eyes from it. Priapus' piercing eyes focused on his ass, stroking his thighs and lingering on his butt. Ernst closed his eyes and thought.


He didn't get very far with it. He felt the fisherman's hard hand on his left ass cheek, which had not yet reacted when the second clap hit his right hand and the surprised body took on a life of its own, his legs kicked helplessly as Hakan leaned his knee on his loins, his right arm wrapped around his wrist with a strap, bent him back and turned him onto his back, where he pulled the leather under the crook of his arm, wrapped over the shoulder again at the front and tied it with a knot. Before Ernst could think of anything else, two more punches hit his defenseless cheeks and his left wrist followed suit. Both arms were tied crossed at the back without causing him any pain, just intended to hand over his butt defenselessly to his overpowering man. He definitely grabbed the defenseless man's testicles.


„Hakan means ruler, as you now know“, began the fisherman, „Your captain enlightened me because he knows what I want to enjoy. Now slide down very slowly so that you don't get hurt“. This movement put the torso in a new position. The smooth rock ended in a slightly upwardly protruding nose, which forced a slightly bent position on his body, his ass cheeks happily stretching towards the sun, whoever should like it.


„But …“


With the next two blows, the successful fisherman closed his catch's mouth, the next two brought the first reaction, a quiet scream. „Fish are mute, so remember“. Re-grabbing his testicles underscored the warning. The dance of his ass began, which he would never have under control again, because the knowledgeable hand reddened its playing field and did not give him a break until he finally reached his cheeks in the same rhythm and gratefully received the violent applause, increasingly violent, always more longing, because over time the original pain had given way to a burning sensation, a heat that spread throughout the body. He felt his own awakened stand sometimes groping against the rock, but this sensation too was swallowed up by the prevailing feeling of handing himself over to that hand, stretching towards it and receiving it.


His globes were still twitching violently and uncontrollably when he realized that he had already deflowered, that the plump tail, which he had previously classified as frighteningly large, was stuck in him, and that his glowing ass was rubbing against the fisherman's hard stomach, providing relief. The ruler now gently began to push his subject, to withdraw and, setting the pace at which his butt was held out, to push him back in until they rammed in harmony with each other so that he no longer knew what was happening to him. His rosette clenched around his tail, let go again and tried again to milk the huge stand, buck towards it, concentrating fully on the increasing desire to enjoy the ever-growing intensity.


Filling his ass made him happy, made him moan and make his globes race, he lost all composure and screamed, heard himself begging: „Harder, firmer, yes, come, yes, take me, firmer, harder“, until his own words became incomprehensible and he shouted his orgasm hoarsely out into the world without a pause, which increased even more when a first dazzling beam shot into his innermost being, a second, a third and another followed, filling him and at the same time letting him get fattened, but he continued to stretch his ass towards his ruler and clenched around the stand to milk his tail to the last drop. Then he lay exhausted, defenseless, his limbs exhausted.


„Hello cabin boy, your ass is now my“, he heard the skipper whispering, half above him, half behind him, his thighs in a firm grip, just above his knees. He lifted his body with ease without removing his stiff, knelt on the sand spots in front of the rock and placed the mounted man on his stomach, his thighs framing his hips and fixing them. So he stayed there for the time being. But Ernst quickly felt the tension in the guy behind him rise again, the cock rising again, filling it, conquering it and finally taking possession of his butt, buried so deeply in it as he could that he could already see it in his mouth thought.


The movements began gently again, became stronger, more violent and within minutes he heard himself moaning uncontrollably again, which lasted longer and longer. He lost his sense of place and time, only indescribable lust dominated his body and mind. Again he screamed at his peak, without thinking about his environment or the situation in which he might be caught: with a plump cock deep in his ass than previously heterosexual women's fanatics.


He slowly came to and realized that his own limb had completely shrunk, that only the passive part of his body had submitted to passion and that he felt very fucked up, with a slight suspicion that he would experience this feeling again, in the future I will look for it, let alone find a cock of this size that wants to light this indescribable fire again in its rosette.


„The captain was right in every detail when he whispered to me that although you like to be active, you actually marveled at his cock yesterday and envied your friend. He advised me to just take you, show you what your ass needs and wants without you seeming to know it yourself“.


„If the others ...“


„Joker. What do you think Murat is currently practicing? Memorize his name in your friend's brain, because his ‚ardent desire was to own this fat white butt, to take him like a woman, because as a Muslim he himself is not allowed to fuck with Islamic women, which is why he is only allowed to have tourists, most of them are over forty, which brings him pocket money, but rarely fun. Younger men can hardly get through here and he doesn't like older fags. Your friend will now have found a lot of driftwood for this. I'm sure he can suck a piece of living wood, which will then pierce his pretty ass and show him his master. Let's bet“?


The stand inside him shrank in time. They both climbed back to the beach, jumped into the bay and swam cleanly, rinsing sweat and sand that stuck to them. Dried off, they slipped into their shorts and began to heat up the grill for dinner, starting with small broken brushwood and withered blades of grass. Larger pieces followed. Hakan pushed a remnant of a beam that had been lying on the beach onto the glowing fire and blew carefully until he noticed that the old wood was starting to glow. By now it had become quite dark, the sun was already on the horizon when they heard voices.
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