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We’ve got a code!” a nurse in royal blue scrubs bellowed, her harsh tones half deafening me. I scrunched against the wall as hospital staff converged from everywhere, rushing in, hoping to snatch someone from the jaws of death.

“Whas goin’ on in there, boss?” Shackled to the gurney next to me was my companion for the evening, a drunk and disorderly that had mistaken my sergeant’s front yard for a urinal. Somewhere along the way, the prisoner had fallen, and was now complaining of back and neck pain. I’d lost the toss and got the singular privilege of bringing him to the emergency room to be checked out.

“Don’t know. Sounds like someone’s having a hell of a time.”

“Poor bastard.” My inmate shook his head sorrowfully, and then looked up at me with big, brown eyes. “You think I could go have a cigarette?”

“Fat chance. If you’re good, maybe I’ll let you have one once we’re done here.”

No response, just a sullen stare. It was a look I got used to over the next few hours, as we watched two more trauma cases wheel through the metal swinging doors, a heavily panting woman get whisked up to labor and delivery, and the triage staff coo over a surprise delivery of flowers to a newly engaged nurse.

“Jesus Christ, man! This is taking for fuckin’ ever.”

“It does,” I agreed. “They’ve got to deal with all the emergency cases first, y’know.”

“Well, I’m an emergency! You dirty cop bastards hit me upside the head, I got bleedin’ on the brain, I just know it!” Rattling shackles as drunk and disorderly tried to sit up on the gurney. “If you don’t let me go have a cigarette, I’m a gonna’ sue!”

“Are you?” I laughed. “Make sure you get my name right. It’s Donovan, Mark Donovan.”

“Mark Donovan, you are a son of a bitch!” A wet glob of spit hit the floor near my feet. “And I gotta take a piss! Get me to the bathroom!”

“What do you say we get Mr. Wonderful here to an exam room?” I turned and found myself face to face with the most brilliant pair of blue eyes I’d ever seen—especially on the face of an ER nurse badly in need of a shave.

“That would be great,” I said, helping him turn the gurney.

“I gotta go to the bathroom!”

“You’ve got to hold on a minute,” the nurse said, winking at me. “So don’t go running off.”

“Fuck you too!” More thrashing around on the stretcher. “I’m gonna sue every one of you bastards!”

“Looks like I’m in good company.” The nurse extended his hand over the stretcher to me. “I’m Bob Jacobsen, pleased to meet you.”

I laughed, took the proffered hand. There was a moment  there, a spark, and our eyes met. “Mark Donovan, fellow defendant.”

Then it was all business, Bob grabbing a green binder from the wall. “And Mr. Wonderful is Steve Wilt, correct?”

“You fucking tell me!”

“So, Mr. Wilt, says here you’ve had a little too much to drink.”

“No shit, Sherlock! Yeah, I’ve had too much to drink and now I gotta use the goddamn bathroom. Let me off of this bed.”

Bob shook his head. “ ’Fraid I can’t do that, at least not until you go to X-ray.” He grabbed a urinal and handed it over. “Why don’t you use that?”

“I’m not using that fucking thing.” Steve was fully enraged by now. “Let me go to the goddamn bathroom like a man!”

“Listen, Mr. Wilt,” Bob said, straightening up a full four inches taller. “You can use the urinal, or I can get an order for a Foley and run a line up your penis right into your bladder, or you can piss your pants, but you will stop this nonsense and you will stop it right now.”

And completely inappropriately, especially given the time and the situation, my cock gave a little jump inside my pants. It knows authority when it hears it.

So did Steve Wilt, apparently. He deflated like a pricked balloon and took the urinal.

Bob and I shared a quick glance of triumph, interrupted when Steve threw the urinal at us. Hot yellow piss sloshed everywhere, splattering across my uniform and Bob’s scrubs.

“That’s it,” I barked, falling automatically into cop mode. Putting both hands on Wilt’s shoulders, I pushed him back down onto the gurney while Bob fastened restraining straps around his torso. “No more crap out of you.”

“Aarggh! My back! You hurt my fucking back! I think it’s  broken!” Wilt was screaming at the top of his lungs.

“Mr. Wilt, if your back was truly broken, you wouldn’t be able to scream that loud,” Bob said. “We need to get some vitals from you, but that can wait until you’re a little calmer. In fact, I think everything can wait until you’re a little calmer.” He gave me the nod, and I followed him to the front of the room. “Maybe a little nap will help.”

He switched off the lights.

“You son of a bitch!” Wilt screamed.

Bob laughed. “He’s charming, isn’t he?”

“First prize.” I nodded at his scrubs. “Sorry ’bout that.”

“It’s all right. I’ve got another set in my locker. Want me to grab you a towel?”

“Yeah.”

He disappeared for a few, returning freshly dressed and carrying two small towels.

“This will have to do for now. Wish I could offer you a shower.”

“You can,” I replied, startled at my own boldness. “But it’d have to wait until seven o’clock.”

He glanced at his watch. “Cool. I’m on a seven-seven too. Hold on another couple hours, and we’ll see what we can do.”

Then he was gone, flitting from one room to the next, joining in the throngs when the ambulance brought yet another code through the doors.

I stood and watched, drinking in his long, lithe form while my prisoner worked his way through an entire litany of profanities and threats. Had he taken my comment in the spirit intended, or was I merely going to be offered use of the hospital shower room at the end of my shift?

The cursing had turned to deep, ragged snores and the sun was slowly crawling up the horizon when Bob came my way  again. He tossed a thick packet of papers into my lap. “You’ll want to give that to your relief when he comes in. It’s all the orders and blood work that Mr. Wonderful has to have.” He paused, looked me up and down. “That top sheet’s for you. Bring some clean clothes with you, although the uniform’s nice. Very nice.”

 



On the top sheet, a street address, written in a bold hand. Very nice indeed.

I tell you, I’ve never been so happy to see my relief before. I filled him in on what kind of fun day he could expect with Mr. Wilt, down to the lovely pee-slinging, and handed over the paperwork.

A quick stop by the station house, largely to grab my duffel bag of civilian clothes from my locker, and I was back in my car, ready to do a little patrolling of my own.

“You came,” Bob smiled, pushing open the door. “I wasn’t sure if you would.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“Maybe Mr. Wonderful wore you out,” he laughed. “Maybe I read you wrong.” His eyes dropped to my crotch, where my cock was already stiffening. “Although all signs indicate that I was right.”

“Oh, you were right,” I said, dropping my duffel to the floor. “But first I think you said something about a shower?”

“You don’t like wearing that fancy cologne? Then right this way, Officer.” He led me down a narrow hallway to a tiled bathroom. “You understand we have some security measures?” he asked, one eyebrow arched. “Assume the position.”

Arms splayed, I leaned against the cool tile wall.

“I’ve always wanted to do this,” Bob said, lips inches from my ears. He gave me a fairly professional pat-down, although  it must be admitted that he devoted far too much attention to my groin.

“What’s this?” he purred. “You packing?”

“Maybe,” I replied, grinding my hips back against him. “Maybe.”

Uniform met scrubs, thick fabric brushing against thin, desire straining for desire.

“Shower,” he growled. “Shower first.”

He turned on the water while I shucked my clothes. One garment after another hit the floor with a noisy clatter while his scrubs floated down in a silken slump.

“Don’t know how you guys ever sneak up on anybody,” he joked, after my belt thudded against the tiles.

“Me either,” I replied, turning toward him. My cock was so hard it was nearly slapping my stomach. “I’m not very stealthy.”

He laughed. “I can see that.” A jerk of the head. That authoritative voice returned. “Into the shower.”

Is there anything better than a steaming hot shower after a rotten shift? Well, yes, there is and he stepped right into the tub with me.

“Arms up.” I complied, closing my eyes and surrendering to the sensation. I could feel the sponge working over my shoulders, down my pecs, creating a swath of bubbles over my torso.

“Turn.”

Now my back, from the very base of my neck to the base of my spine. It was a struggle to hold still as he moved lower.

“You have,” Bob announced, “a magnificent ass. I’m going to enjoy having that later.” His hands cupped my cheeks confidently, as if weighing each one.

I couldn’t help but moan. It had been so long since someone had stepped in, taken charge. Usually it was all up to me.

“Oh, you’re going to be fun,” Bob said. “I can tell. Turn back around, and keep those arms up.”

He sank to his knees in front of me. “Now, no shooting till I give the signal.”

And then I was in the mouth of a master. His tongue swirled over and around the tip of my cock, slurp-sliding its way down to the very base, kissing my stomach with every stroke. Every now and then, he’d flick out and lick my balls, dancing across the bumpy surface before snaking back around my shaft.

“Jesus Christ…”

“Are you close?” he hissed.

“Yes,” I moaned.

“Remember, not until I say so.”

And back down, turning and twisting, sucking and tugging, working my meat in every possible direction. One wet hand clung to my thigh while the other, clad in a cloud of bubbles, worked between my asscheeks.

“Gaarrhh!” I said, my balls knotting up when his fingertip brushed against my pucker. “You’ve got to stop if you don’t want me to…”

He responded by sucking harder and twisting one finger past the tight muscled ring.

“Oh no!” I cried, more than half frantic, feeling the load bubble up. “I can’t stop now!”

Bob pulled his head back and watched almost clinically as my cum splattered all over the shower wall. Gob after gob of white fell, coming from some endless reserve I didn’t even know I possessed.

I stood shuddering afterward, surprised by the force of it. The water had gone cold, sending icy rivulets down my spine. My arms were still overhead.

Bob looked up at me and smiled, reaching around my legs to  shut off the water. “I can see we’ve got some work to do. Been a long time since anyone took you in hand?”

“Or in mouth.”

“Sir.”

I swallowed, gulping down hot, moist air. “Sir.”

He pulled the curtain back. “Out. On all fours, please.”

Bath mats are thin, not providing much cushion for novice knees on tiled floors. But Bob didn’t seem too worried about that. He kept me in place for a long time, drying himself first while staring at me, and then toweling me like a freshly washed dog. All the time he was silent, contemplative, watching me while I kept my head down.

And got harder. And harder. And harder.

Finally he slipped into a pair of shorts and headed for the door. I listened to his footsteps, nearly trembling with need. When he reached the doorway, he stopped and snapped his fingers.

“Come.”

I started up, but he stopped me.

“Hup, hup, hup, my boy. On your knees.”

My damn cock lurched so hard I thought I was going to shoot again. Biting my lip, I crawled behind Bob, keeping my eyes fixed on the back of his ankle. We traversed an incredibly long hallway, coming into a living room at the end. Bob sank onto the couch, positioning me in front of him.

“Look at you,” he said, one hand confidently on my hip. “You need this almost as much as I do.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said.

“But you don’t take direction very well.”

“No, Sir.” Need choked my words. “I am sorry, Sir.”

Bob smiled. “I’m sure you are. But that doesn’t eliminate your need for punishment, does it?”

“N…nn…no.” I was trembling at this point, professional  adrenaline telling me to get the hell out of there, longtime need forcing me to stay.

“I’ve got a cane in the closet.” His hand was on my ass now. “Long and thick. Makes a lovely welt, ’bout that big.” I could feel his fingertips pressing in, an inch apart from each other. “Nice bright red stripes.”

It was very hard to breathe. The room was spinning. My stomach was near to scorching from coming into contact with my flaming hot prick.

“But you weren’t quite that bad, this time.”

All the air whooshed out of my lungs.

“Nope, not that bad. Maybe just a spanking this time.”

A pause, and I realized he was waiting on me.

“Yes, Sir.” Another gulp of air. “Please, Sir.”

The first swat was nothing, just a tap on the butt to let me know he was about to start. Then his other hand twined through the short hairs covering the back of my neck, and he lit into me.


Crash! Crash! Crash! His hand fell again and again, flat and hard on my ass.

I forced myself to hold still, locking my elbows to keep from trembling.

“You think you can hold out on me, boy?” A vicious smack, just where my ass turned to thigh. “I don’t think so.”

Every hit burned, every hit had my cock trembling. I was biting my lip to keep silent.

Then, on the next stroke, his fingertips brushed my balls.

“Aargh…” I cried, collapsing onto my forearms. My ass was still held high, beaming (I imagined) like a bright red beacon. It certainly felt hot enough to be fire red.

Bob pulled his fingers out of my hair, stilled his hand.

“Good boy. Good boy.” He caressed now, running gentle fingers over tender skin. “You took a lot. You did so well.”

Panting, I managed, “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” His leg swept along my side, turning me on the carpet. I was facing the coffee table, my raised ass squarely between his hands. “There’s nothing I like better than fucking a freshly spanked ass.” I could feel cool air between my cheeks. “Are you going to let me do that?”

“Hell, I’ll beg you for it if need be.”

“No need.” Bob chuckled. “Let me get you ready.” His hands were warm, even with the cool slick of lube. “There are advantages to having this done by someone who performs digital exams on a regular basis.”

“I see that,” I murmured, as he slid inside. A few greasy strokes, widening my hole, and then he made right for my prostate.

“Knock, knock,” he laughed, drumming his fingertips while I kissed the carpet. “Can I come in?”

I can’t even describe the noise I made, but Bob took it as assent. Some quick fumbling behind me—I was too far in subspace to even turn my head and look, contrary to every instinct seven years on the force had given me—and then I felt the broad, flat tip of his prick nosing between my cheeks.

“God, you’re so hot,” Bob moaned, pressing in. I could feel my sphincter ballooning open to accept him, taut muscles collapsing out of the way. “And so tight!”

“You feel so good,” I replied, ratcheting my hips backward a fraction of an inch, filling myself slowly. “So big.”

And he gave more, and I took more, sliding and pushing, groaning and grunting.

“Almost there,” he announced, both hands on my lower back. Gentle pressure pushed me down, splayed my legs wide. “Yeah, that’s it.”

His furry balls bumped softly into mine.

“What a nice ass you have,” Bob moaned. “What a nice ass I  have, actually. Cause this is my ass, isn’t it?” One hand squeezed a tender cheek.

“Yeah,” I panted. “Yes, Sir.”

“Next time, I’m gonna plug your ass,” he continued, slowly sliding his hips back and forth. “With a big, fat butt plug. And then I’m gonna sit on your cock.”

The mental image was amazing. I could feel my bowels convulsing around him.

“You like that idea. Maybe I’ll tie you up to do that, tie up your hot spanked slut ass….”

We were moving faster now, quicker than caution, skin slapping skin.

“Yes, Sir, yes, Sir, please.”

Iron hands on both hips, pulling me hard to him. It was his turn to be incoherent, arching his back as the condom balloon filled inside me.

Then we collapsed, him still in me, on me, around me. His hand circled my cock, confident strokes pulling me the last few inches to exploding again.

“My pretty boy.”

“Garrh…” I replied, ever brilliant.

“I think I need another shower,” I said, once we’d untangled limbs and gotten ourselves out of the narrow space between Bob’s couch and coffee table.

He smiled. “Suit yourself, although you’re on your own this time.” He shrugged. “I don’t think I could do all that again.”

“Now,” I asked, willing my voice not to break, “or ever?”

“Now, you dork.” He nodded his head down the hallway. “Go get cleaned up, and I’ll get the bed ready.” One eyebrow arched. “Unless you had other plans?”

“Nope,” I replied, gingerly working my way down the hallway. “No other plans.”

One thing was for sure, though, I thought. The next time we had to take a wet-brain to the hospital, we wouldn’t have to draw straws. I’d fucking volunteer.
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We have a report of a ten-sixteen, please respond.” The radio crackled and hissed while the dispatcher waited.

“Four-eighty-two here,” I answered. “I’ll check it out. Location?”

“Thanks, Lieutenant. Thirty-eight seventy-six Eighteenth Street.”

“Here we go again,” I mumbled to myself as I turned my car around and headed down the crowded streets of the Castro. It was New Year’s night, and the energy of New Year’s Eve was still running rampant.

I’ve been a cop now for ten years. I joined the police academy right out of high school and was assigned the Castro district as my first beat. I’ve been here ever since. I work the night shift, and let me tell you, every night is filled with some of the strangest and most unusual characters you could imagine. Don’t get me wrong, I love my job. It’s just that my line of work doesn’t help when it comes to relationships. Most of the men I’ve dated  just don’t like being alone at night; I say most because I think I may have found the one. We’ve been together now for eight months—a record in my dating experience. His name is Steve and he doesn’t seem to mind me working the night shift. In fact, he says that my job is a big turn-on for him. Our sex is amazing, that is when we can work it into our schedule. He says he loves for me to dress up in my uniform and use the tools of my trade to make him feel like a bad boy. It had been a few days since my last encounter with my bad boy, and I could feel my cock thickening inside my pants at the thought of him.

I made a left hand turn off of Eighteenth down Noe, and parked alongside the 7-11. My stomach turned as I walked by the open door and got a whiff of the overdone hot dogs sitting under the warming lights. As I walked further down the street, I began to hear the voices of two men yelling at each other from within one of the buildings. I looked up and recognized the address the dispatcher had given me. I never like going into a situation completely blind, so I stood outside the front window and listened to what was being said. I peered in the window but couldn’t see anyone. Even through the windows and from another room, I could hear their conversation.

“Michael, I don’t understand why you’re doing this to me.”

“I’m not doing anything to you. Last night was great. I had a good time, but that’s all it was, a good time.”

“A good time.” The voice grew louder. “That’s all I was to you? We made love last night. I gave myself to you completely and you returned that love. How can you say it was just a good time? I was there. I saw and felt the passion you had for me.”

“Damn it, Stephen. It wasn’t love we made last night. We had sex. We fucked. Yeah it was hot, but it wasn’t love.”

I saw movement from the other room as the guy I assumed was Michael came into view.

“Stephen, I want you out of here. It was obviously a mistake to let you in here tonight, but you were making such an ass of yourself at my front door, I didn’t have a choice. Now get out of my bedroom and go home to your boyfriend and leave me alone!”

“I’m not going anywhere till we work this out.”

It had begun to rain again, and I decided it was time to make my presence known. Just then, I saw the other man come into view. My heartbeat grew heavier, my palms began to sweat. Stephen was not just any guy, he was my Steve; my bad boy. I could feel the dampness of sweat building up against my skin. I became anxious. Nerves raced through my body as I saw him standing in the room. I took a couple of deep breaths to steady my nerves. I knew I had to stay calm; after all, I was a cop and a damn good one. I couldn’t let my emotions get the better of me. I walked up to the front door and knocked. I heard footsteps coming closer, then the door opened.

“Good evening—Michael, is it?”

“Yes.” His eyes were wide with surprise at seeing a cop at his front door. “Can I help you officer?”

“I received a call about some possible trouble here.” His eyes never left mine. I could see fear and frustration in their dark brown depths. “Is everything okay?” Before he could answer, a voice in the background spoke up.

“Who is it Michael, another one of your good times?”

“Stephen, shut up!”

“Perhaps I can be of assistance. May I come in?” I waited for a response.

“I can’t believe this is happening. Officer, really, I can handle this.”

“I’m not so sure about that. I’ve heard some of the conversation here tonight and it seems as if you’ve made quite a mess  of things. Why don’t you let me take care of this?” He stepped aside and let me enter.

Steve was sitting in a chair. His face was red,, which only happens when he’s nervous. He looked up and saw me standing in the small living room next to Michael. I could almost hear his heart beating in his chest. He stood up, his body trembling.

“Greg, what are you…” he paused. “This isn’t what you think.” He walked over to where Michael and I were standing.

“It’s exactly what I think.” I could feel the tension building inside of me. I took another deep breath and turned away from Steve to face Michael. He looked confused.

“You two know each other?”

“You might say that.” I shot Steve a quick glance to see if he was going to say anything.

“Michael, this is my boyfriend.” Steve stood still and looked at the two of us. Silence fell between us. Michael looked at me, then to Steve and then back to me.

“I can’t fucking believe this.” His hands covered his face and then ran over his thick, black hair.

“Well that makes two of us,” I replied as I shut the door behind me. I slowly walked over to Steve. “So would you care to fill me in on what happened here?” He looked at me with his lips trembling, but he didn’t say a word. “Well then, let me try a different approach.” I reached behind my back and brought out my handcuffs. If Steve wanted to be a bad boy he was going to have to be treated like one. He looked up at me and then at the handcuffs. I turned him around and slapped the cuffs on his wrists. The sound of the metal clicking tightly around his wrists sent a charge through my body that I felt running through every vein in my cock.

“Oh, come on. Is that really necessary?” Michael walked toward us. “Listen, this has gotten way out of control.”

“Back off Michael, unless you want to be arrested for obstruction; and don’t think I won’t do it.” I glanced at him, and then turned my attention back to Steve. Sweat had beaded up on his forehead. His short, brown hair stuck to his face.

“So Steve, let’s start over. Do you want to explain what’s been going on?” I waited for his answer, but it never came. I pushed him down into the chair. He fell back against his cuffed wrists. Dark circles of sweat soaked his blue T-shirt under his arms. I could smell his nervousness creeping out of his pores. I could sense Michael walking up behind me and quickly turned around to face him.

“Do you have something to say, Michael?”

“Yeah—this is too much.” He walked up and faced me head-on. “Let him go. This isn’t the way to handle this.”

“What, now you’re going to tell me how to do my job?” I paused. “Especially after fucking my boyfriend.” I pushed him slightly to make my point. “You don’t want to get in my face again.” I could smell the beer on his breath as it came out in short nervous puffs. His chest rose and fell with his breathing. The muscles in his torso filled his tight shirt. I noticed his nipples pushing against the thin material; they appeared large and erect.

“Perhaps you both need to learn your lessons.” I reached behind me again and pulled out my spare cuffs. Michael backed away quickly, but not quickly enough. I moved around him and wrapped my arm around his chest. I held him tight as I placed the cuffs on his wrists. I could feel his heart racing inside of him. His body felt good against mine. My cock stiffened behind the dark blue material of my pants. Then I noticed a slight change in Michael’s behavior. His body seemed to relax against my hold. I moved my hand over his chest, grazing his nipples and feeling the firmness of his pecs. My fingers slowly moved across his  body, feeling a thick layer of hair beneath his shirt. He appeared to resist my touch, but I could tell he liked the attention I was giving him. I grabbed his arm and moved him over to a chair facing Steve and pushed him down into it. I stood back and looked at the two of them sitting there.

“Which one of you wants to go first?” I slid the billy club out of my holster and stood there tapping it against the palm of my hand. “Steve—or is it Stephen now?” He looked up at me. “Why don’t we start with you?”

I walked over and squatted down next to his chair. “Why don’t you tell me exactly what happened last night that started all this trouble? Was it the way he looked at you? He does have beautiful eyes. Or was it his deep voice that turned you on?” I paused to collect my thoughts. “No, that wasn’t it. Was it the way he touched you?” I took my hand and ran it up the inside of his leg. I could feel his body responding to my touch. “Did he touch you here?” I moved my fingers up his leg and cupped his crotch. I could feel his large balls tightening behind the jeans as his cock expanded. I slid the billy club between his legs and ran it underneath him, sliding it across the crack of his ass. “I know how much you like having your ass played with. Did he touch you back there? Michael, did you touch him like this?” He sat there with disbelief in his eyes. My eyes wandered down to his crotch. I could see the enormous bulge behind his gym shorts. I knew I was getting his attention.

I removed my hand from Steve’s crotch as I began to undo his pants. The sound of the zipper coming down seemed to echo through the air.

“Paul, please don’t do this. I’m sorry about all of this. It won’t happen again.” His voice pleaded with me, but his eyes told me something else.

“Damn right you’ll never do this again.” I pulled his pants  and underwear down to his ankles. His cock fell against the chair cushion. I moved around to the back of the chair so I could face his accomplice.

“So, Michael, is this the way it was?” I gripped Steve’s shirt and ripped it down the center, exposing his beautiful hairless body. Steve jumped at my sudden movement. The smell of Steve’s sweat-dampened body rushed more blood into the veins of my cock. My hands ran down the length of his body until I reached his crotch. I began stroking him with one hand, while caressing his stomach with my other. Our faces were side by side staring straight ahead at Michael.

“Did you touch him like this Michael?” I watched him squirm in his seat. “Oh yeah, he likes it when you do this, doesn’t he?” I could feel Steve’s wetness covering my hand. I stroked harder. “Did he come right away? Or did he last a long time?” I could feel Steve’s body shake as I continued to stroke him off. I kissed his neck. A moan escaped his throat. “Did he moan like this for you?” I winked at Michael. “I’m sure he did; he’s quite a moaner in bed, isn’t he?”

I could see a mixture of emotions on Michael’s face: fear, frustration and desire burning within him. He tried to keep his legs together, but he squirmed from the ever growing bulge in his crotch and soon his legs slowly began to part. The dark hair that trailed out from the edge of his shorts covered his legs all the way down to his ankles. Sweat ran down the side of his face. Dark stains appeared in his shirt and ran down the length of his chest.

Steve’s body began to quiver. His breath came in short, hot bursts. “Oh, Steve, you’re getting close aren’t you?”

I looked back at Michael. “I sure hope he lasted longer than this for you last night.”

I covered Steve’s mouth with my hand to stifle his loud moans as the skin of his cock tightened and became red with pressure.  His body began to jerk. His breath beat against the palm of my hand as he reached his limit. His body tightened and stretched. The hot, white come exploded across his chest and ran down his sweaty body. I continued to pump until another jet shot through the air. It splattered both our faces. Steve’s body became limp and he fell back into the chair.

“So was that how it was, Michael? Is that how you satisfied him?” I walked around and stood between them and then turned to face Michael. I walked over to him and grabbed the edge of his shirt to wipe Steve’s come off my hands. The heat poured from his body as I moved my hand inside his shirt. The hair on his stomach was drenched in sweat.

“Well, since Steve was of no help in sorting out this mess, I guess I’ll have to rely on you to fill in the gaps.” I stood back and took in all of Michael’s body as I began to unzip my pants.

“So, Michael, what’s your side of the story? Did he let you suck his cock? I bet he did. He loves a hot pair of lips running up and down his shaft. Let’s see just how hot your lips are.” I leaned down and kissed him. He hesitated, then relaxed and opened his mouth to me. I felt his tongue slip down my throat. I pulled away quickly.

“Yeah, he would have loved that hot mouth of yours on his cock. Did you like the taste of his pre-come? He has a lot of it, as I’m sure you know by now.” Michael’s eyes glanced down at my opened zipper. “Would you like to show me how you sucked my boyfriend off? I’d really like to know what it is you can do, that I can’t.”

I looked over at Steve. He sat there, trying not to stare at us. The come covering his body had dried to a crusty film against his skin. “You just sit there, Steve, and watch. You had your turn to tell your side of things; now its Michael’s turn.”

“Go ahead, Michael, show me how you did it.” I moved  my body closer to him. I grabbed the base of my cock and held it firmly as his mouth opened up. I slid it in. His full, wet lips closed around my shaft. He shuffled in his seat to get closer to me and took another inch into his mouth.

“Damn, you’re a good cocksucker. I’m sure my boyfriend loved this.” I moved closer, allowing Michael to take another two inches of my cock down his throat. I grabbed the back of his head and pushed the rest of my cock into him. He gagged briefly but quickly recovered. His spit and my pre-come leaked out around the edges of his mouth, staining the blue material around the edge of my zipper. “Yeah, that’s a good boy. Show me how you took my boyfriend’s cock last night.”

I looked over at Steve. His cock was still erect.

“Paul. You’ve proved your point.” His voice was softer than before. “Enough is enough. Can’t we just go home and work this out between the two of us?”

“Steve, I’m not trying to prove anything,” I said as I continued to pump my cock into Michael’s mouth. “I’m just trying to get the facts—oh yeah—straight.” I pulled my cock out of Michael’s mouth. He gasped as the pressure was released.

I knelt down and positioned myself between Michael’s legs. “Steve’s not used to hairy men. Did he enjoy running his hands over your body?” I moved my hands underneath Michael’s shirt. His body twitched as my hands caressed his hot, sweaty skin. I raised Michael’s shirt up and ran my tongue over his left nipple, then moved over to the right side. His nipple became erect and I sucked it into my mouth, tasting the salty flavors of his shaking body. “Nope, he wouldn’t have done that to you. He hates getting hair stuck in his mouth. Don’t you Steve?”

I moved my hands down to the waistband of his shorts. “Lift up.” He obeyed. “Well, I can tell you are a law-abiding citizen the way you didn’t even hesitate to obey me. I like that. It’s  people like you who make my job a little easier.” I pulled his shorts and underwear off with one quick yank. His cock was unbelievable. The base was covered in the thickest patch of dark pubic hair I had ever seen. His cock lengthened as I watched it. The large, pink head poked out of the thick layer of foreskin that was covering it. “Well, well. This is an interesting turn of events.” I turned to look at Steve.

“As the bottom boy of the family, I suppose you let Michael fuck you with this?” I grabbed Michael’s cock in my hand and shook it briefly. “Were you able to take all of this? Because if you did you have more explaining to do.” I looked back at Michael. “He’s always been a little tight in that region. He has a difficult time taking me and I’m not nearly as big as you are.” I stroked Michael’s cock watching with enjoyment as the foreskin pulled over the head and then back down the shaft. I released his cock and stood up.

“We should probably move on with the interrogation, don’t you think?” I kicked off my shoes, and then pulled my pants and underwear off. They fell to the floor in a wadded-up pile. I walked over and sat on the armrest next to Michael. “Now just a few more questions and I think we can wrap this up.”

“So, Steve, how’d you do it? Did you just bend over and take it? Or were you flat on your back? Because I just can’t imagine you taking a cock this big. I mean really, I’m not even sure if I could take it.” I moved over between Michael’s legs and lowered myself onto his crotch so I could face Steve. I knew the weight of my body would be heavy against Michael’s smaller frame, but he didn’t resist.

I could feel his cock pressing against the crack of my ass; lubing it up with more pre-come. I wiggled my ass in his lap. I raised myself up and reached behind me. Michael’s cock was hot to the touch. I raised up a bit more and ran the head of his cock  in small circles to loosen my hot, hairy hole. I moved downward letting the thick head of Michael’s cock enter me. I watched Steve’s expression as I further impaled myself on Michael’s cock. It was a slight grimace, as if he could feel Michael’s cock going inside of him again. I pushed further down, sliding another few inches of Michael’s cock inside of me. The pressure was starting to build as his cock continued to thicken inside of me.

“So Steve,” I grunted, “tell me, is this how you were fucked?” He didn’t respond. “Did you ride him like this?” I pushed further down. “Come on now, help me understand this. Was it like this or not!” I yelled at him.

“No. I was on my back in his bed. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

“Now we’re getting somewhere.” I could feel Michael thrusting his hips trying to get more of his cock inside of me. “So you were in his bedroom were you? Did you take his entire cock?” I grunted as I felt more of Michael’s cock enter me. “Did you?”

“Yes. Okay. Yes. I took his entire cock.” His voice was trembling again.

“Really, because from my own experience at the moment, the facts as you’ve given them to me just don’t add up.” Michael’s thrusts were getting more pronounced. “Yeah, Michael, give me that entire cock. Let me see just how deep you were inside my boyfriend.” I pushed myself down as Michael pushed his hips upward. My ass met his body in a wet, sticky slap.

“Fuck, Steve,” I groaned as the realization of just how large Michael was washed over me, “I just can’t imagine you taking this.” I sat still for a moment letting my muscles relax as I looked at Steve. It was time for the final question.

“So, did you let him shoot his load inside of you?” I began to pump Michael’s cock with the muscles in my ass, raising and lowering myself onto him. “Come on, Steve. Did you or did you  not let Michael come inside of you?” Sweat seeped from every pore of my body. I glanced down at my cock, and watched as a thick stream of pre-come shot out, soaking the fabric of the chair.

“Come on, Michael. Fuck that ass. Fuck it hard, just like you did to my boyfriend last night.” Our bodies bounced against each other. I could feel Michael’s body tightening, getting ready to shoot.

“Steve, answer me. Did he come inside of you?”

“No, Damn it. He didn’t. He pulled out just before he came.” He paused to catch his breath.

“Oh, fuck, Michael. Yeah, keep that up.” The springs in the chair started to creak as our bodies pounded into one another. I could feel Michael’s cock swelling. His breath came in short, heavy bursts against my back. Then he groaned as his come released inside of me. I fell back against him as come shot from my cock. We rocked back and forth as come shot out of our cocks. I took a deep breath to steady myself. “That’s too bad, Steve.” I said, panting. “You should have let Michael come inside you. You missed an amazing experience.” I pulled myself off of Michael’s cock and stood up.
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