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INTRODUCTION


I was walking toward the Bellamy Building bathroom when I noticed the white boy brunet. He was kind of thick, sporting a black T-shirt and a pair of red basketball shorts; the kind with the material that shows off a deep impression of the dick. I like them better than sweatpants, where you can only see a bulge, but these shorts show everything. He wasn’t hard from what I could tell. His dick just hung pressed against the maroon polyester athletic material. I don’t think he was wearing any underwear. I wanted to reach out and cop a feel of his package, but I dared not if I didn’t want to be belted in the mouth for making such a bold move. Needless to say, his teasing tool was all I needed to put me in a prime mood for cruising. The imprint of this college boy’s johnson was kicking against my naughty brain.

It’s hard to believe that after countless years of hot sexual tearoom experiences, I am still cruising for it well into my thirties. I was very young when I began; it all started innocently enough, if you call standing at the pissers in the bathroom of  Parkway 5 taking a peek at the dicks of anonymous men an act of innocence. As I sit here writing this, I’m thinking of the men I encountered during my earlier heyday of cruising, wondering how they are, what they’re doing, if they’ve found new stomping grounds in which to tap their feet for blow jobs. I’ve seen a few of them about town, in bookstores, the mall, movie theaters. They act like they don’t remember me, and perhaps they don’t. We don’t call each other out, fully aware of the unspoken, anonymous oath between us. I wish every single one of them well wherever they might be.

Some of you might be wondering why I didn’t find a safer, less risky way to meet men, and what I can say is, if you didn’t grow up in the “gayorotti” like New York or San Francisco, but had to endure being black and gay in a small town, meeting men is anything but a cakewalk. Growing up, I didn’t know what a gay club, a gay bookstore or a GLBT community center was. I didn’t know to seek these places out until I was nineteen. Just about every sexual experience I had started in a bathroom stall. Even the first time I kissed a boy happened behind the mustard-yellow walls of a school bathroom. By the time I was fourteen, it was all I knew. It wasn’t like I could go around the halls of my high school grabbing the butts of boys I deemed cute or ask that boy I was crushing on to go to the prom with me, like my privileged hetero counterparts. No, instead of having a girlfriend to help me curb my insatiable appetite for sex, I had to settle for jack-off sessions in a mall bathroom.

By the time I reached my twenties and was in college, I was tapping my feet for a salacious good time. But don’t feel sorry for me; don’t get all sad and mushy, because I’ve had some of the hottest sex in bathroom stalls and the booths of sex arcades. Let’s see—how can I explain it? I love the rush that washes over me when I cruise. It’s that feeling I get right here in the pit of  my stomach moments before I shove that proverbial bathroom door open. It’s about that sensation of arousal at the sight of a guy’s underwear down around his knees or what is shoved forth to me through a sand-dollar-sized glory hole. Even the rush of getting popped by a cop is enough to shoot my loins over the moon, or in this anthology’s case, the partition.

This is the anthology I have always wanted to do. When I initially came up with the idea for it, I sought to find those of like mind who had experienced that rush identical to my own, and oh, man, did I find them. If you want to know where the action is, you’re sure to find plenty of it in the pages of these seventeen stories promising to titillate, inspire and get your rocks off, guys, so please enjoy.
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Saturday night is my night to shine. All the guys neck with their dates out at Bass Lake or the drive-in over on Route 27, or maybe at Jackson Lookout, but because the girls here are all “saving themselves,” they wind the guys up so tight that these boys could fuck a knotty pine by the time they finally take the little virgins home. So with blue balls aching, they head out to the back of the Bass Lake boathouse, where they know they’ll find me waiting. I suck the hard cocks of these Southern Baptist boys, letting them frantically fuck my face, their eyes shut tight, imagining it’s not my lips wrapped around their stiff, urgent dicks, but pussy. So they groan, their full-to-bursting balls slapping against my chin, and when they finally shoot, they cry out “Cindy Lou” or “Peggy Beth” as their loads splatter against the back of my throat. When they’ve finally got the relief they’ve been denied all evening, the guys pull up their jeans and walk away, disappearing into the bushes without so much as a “Thanks.” Before I can get too resentful, the next shadowy  figure rounds the corner of the boathouse, and the ritual starts up all over again. Sometimes there are actual lines, or else the guys stand side by side, and I go down the row and work the stiff dicks that are throbbing in front of me. During the week, I’m shunned by nearly everyone on the campus of this small Baptist school, but on Saturday night they can’t get enough of me. It’s a lonely life, being the school queer, but I serve a useful function, and so I’m tolerated.

I don’t suck every dick that’s offered to me. And of the men I do suck off, I do have my favorites. Bill McPherson tops the list. What a sweet, hot guy. I can tell that he was raised right: well-nourished, muscular body; straight teeth; clear complexion; glossy, brown hair; steady blue eyes that meet your gaze with honest conviction. And so earnest! That’s the charm of these Baptist boys. They’re so damn wholesome; you just want to eat them up. Bill is well liked about the campus, an unexceptional student but still a big fish in this tiny pond: captain of the wrestling team and vice-president of the Kappa Gamma Chi fraternity. And he dates Becky Michaelson, this year’s Azalea Princess in the school’s Homecoming Parade, who, lucky for me, holds on to her cherry as if it were a piece of the One True Cross. More Saturdays then I can remember, Bill has come around behind the boathouse, frustrated, shy, embarrassed; dropped his pants and offered up his dick to me. And it’s such a beautiful dick: thick, meaty, veined, pink and swollen, with a head that flares out like a fleshy, red plum. I love making love to Bill’s dick. I suck it slowly, drag my tongue up the shaft and then around the head, probing into Bill’s piss slit, working my lips down the thick tube of flesh, rolling Bill’s ball sac around in my mouth as I stroke him, drawing Bill to the brink of shooting, backing off, and then drawing him even closer. Bill gasps and groans, his breathing gets heavy, his body trembles under my hands as I knead and  pull on his muscled torso, and when he finally shoots, he cries out “Sweet Jesus in Heaven!” every time, like he’s offering his orgasm to God. When I finally climb to my feet, wiping my mouth, damn if Bill doesn’t look me in the eye, shake my hand and thank me. It’s a small thing, maybe, but he’s the only one who does that, and that gives me just one more reason to like him.

Except for his final thanks, Bill has never spoken to me during our cocksucking sessions, so it’s something of a surprise when one summer night, while I’m on my knees before him, he clears his throat and asks, “Do…do you ever do this to Nick Stavros?”

I take Bill’s dick out of my mouth and look up at him, but his face is in shadow and I can’t read his expression. I know from seeing the two of them around campus together that Bill and Nick are good friends. “Yeah,” I say. “Nick comes around here from time to time. Not nearly as much as you do.”

Bill doesn’t say anything, and I pick up where I left off. I twist my head as I slide my lips up Bill’s shaft, because I know Bill likes that. Bill starts pumping his hips, sliding his dick in and out of my mouth. After a minute of this, Bill clears his throat again. “What’s Nick’s dick like?” he asks. I look up at him again, and Bill, seeing the questioning expression on my face, laughs nervously. “Nick’s always kidding me about what a ladies’ man he is,” he says, “and so I was just curious about how he…well, measures up to me.”

“You don’t have anything to worry about,” I say. “Your dick is awesome.” I put it back in my mouth.

“Yeah, well, okay,” Bill says. “But what’s Nick’s dick like?”


This is weird, I think. “You really want me to describe Nick’s dick?”

“Yeah,” Bill says. “Do you mind?” By his tone of voice I’m almost sure he’s blushing.

“Unlike yours, it’s uncut,” I say, “and a lot darker. It curves down, which makes it easier for me to suck, though I sometimes wonder if that would make it harder for him to actually fuck someone. It’s a mouthful, but not quite as long as yours, though maybe a little thicker. His piss slit is really pronounced.”

Bill is listening to me intently, as if there’s going to be an after-lecture test on all of this. I half expect him to start taking notes. When he doesn’t say anything else, I return to blowing him. After a minute of this he clears his throat again. “And his balls, what are they like?”


Okaaay, I think. “He’s got some low-hangers,” I say. “They’re a couple of bull-nuts. When he fucks my face, they slap against my chin. I love sucking on them, washing them with my tongue, though I can only do them one at a time. They’re too big for them both to fit in my mouth at the same time.”

Bill says nothing else for the rest of my blow job. As his dick gets harder, right before he shoots, he runs his fingers through my hair and tugs at it. “Sweet Jesus in Heaven” he murmurs, as usual, and then I feel his dick pulse and soon my mouth is flooded with his load. I stay like that for a long moment, on my knees before Bill, his dick slowly softening in my mouth. Finally, he pulls out and pulls his jeans up. As always, he shakes my hand and thanks me before disappearing into the night.

From that night on, we settle into a new routine. Whenever I suck Bill off, he peppers me with questions, asking for more details on Nick’s cock, or his balls, or what his ass is like; how he acts when he shoots. And I answer every question, describing in detail just what it feels like to have Nick slide his dick in my mouth; how Nick likes to push my face hard against his belly, me choking on his dick, my nose pressed against his crinkly, black pubes. Or what Nick’s balls smell like, the sweaty, pungent scent of a male animal in rut. Or the low grunts Nick gives as  his load squirts down my throat, and what that load tastes like (salty, with just a faint undertaste of garlic). And I feel Bill’s dick stiffen with each description I give of Nick, and I think how strange it is to know Bill’s secret: just how queer he is for Nick.

One day Bill catches up to me on the campus green. I try to hide my surprise. Normally nobody as high up on the campus pecking order as Bill would be caught dead talking in public to the school queer.

“Hey, Pete,” he says. “How’s it going?”

“I’m okay,” I say cautiously.

We walk along the brick path in silence. The people we pass stare at us with the same astonishment that I feel. “Look, Pete,” Bill says, lowering his voice but keeping his eyes straight ahead. “Can you be at the boathouse tonight? Around eleven?”

I let a couple of beats go by. “It’s a weekday night, Bill. I have a chemistry test tomorrow that I have to study for.”

Bill stops and looks at me, and I can see the desperation in his eyes. “I’m begging you, man,” he says.

This is all very weird. “Okay,” I finally say. “If it’s that big a deal for you, I’ll be there.”

Bill looks relieved. “Thanks,” he says, and then turns on his heel and walks off.

 



The moon is nearly full tonight, and its light bounces off the lake and flickers onto the boathouse walls. I sit on one of the overturned boats, smoking a cigarette, waiting. I glance at my watch: five after eleven. There’s a rustle of bushes, and then Bill steps out into the light.

“Hi, Bill,” I say. But Bill is looking behind him, not toward me. The bushes rustle again, and suddenly Nick walks out and stands next to Bill. He looks at me, scowling, and then looks away.

Bill takes a couple of steps closer. “Nick and I were double dating tonight,” he says, “but our girls just wouldn’t put out.” He gives a laugh that rings as false as a tin nickel. “And boy do we have a nut to bust! So we just swung by here tonight on the off chance that you’d be here to help us get a little relief.”

I look at Nick, but he’s still staring at the ground, refusing to meet my eye. My gaze shifts back to Bill. “You guys are in luck,” I say dryly. “I’m normally not here on a weekday night.”

Neither Bill nor Nick says anything. After a couple of beats, I guess that it’s up to me to get this ball rolling. “Who wants to go first?” I ask.

“Why don’t you go ahead, Nick?” Bill says, turning toward him. “I’ll wait.”

Nick shrugs, still not saying anything. He’s wearing a school T-shirt that hugs his torso, and a pair of cutoffs. Nick can be a surly bastard, and I like Bill way better, but there’s no denying he’s the handsomer of the two: intense, dark eyes; an expressive mouth; powerful arms; a muscle-packed torso; tight hips… As always, I feel my heart racing as he unbuckles his belt. I pull his cutoffs down past his thighs, and his fleshy, half-hard dick swings heavily from side to side.

“You take care of my buddy, Pete,” Bill says. “Suck him good!”

I glance at Bill. His lips are parted and there’s a manic gleam in his eyes. If he were any more excited, he’d have a stroke. Because I like Bill, I decide to give him the show he so obviously wants. I look up at Nick. “Why don’t you take off all your clothes?” I say quietly. “It’ll be more fun that way.”

Nick glares down at me. After a brief pause, he hooks his fingers under the edge of his T-shirt and pulls it over his head, revealing his muscularly lean torso. He kicks off his shoes and steps out of his cutoffs. “Okay?” he asks sarcastically. I glance  again at Bill. He’s looking at Nick’s naked body like a starving dog eyeing a T-bone steak.

“Yeah,” I say. “That’s just fine.” I wrap my hand around Nick’s dick and give it a squeeze. A clear drop of precome oozes out of his piss slit, and I lean forward and lap it up. I roll my tongue around his cockhead and then slide my lips down his shaft. I can feel the thick tube of flesh harden in my mouth to full stiffness. I begin bobbing my head, turning at an angle to give Bill a maximum view of the show. Nick responds by pressing his palms against both sides of my head and pumping his hips, sliding his dick deep down my throat and then pulling out again. Nick always was an aggressive mouth-fucker.

Bill walks up and stands next to Nick. He unzips his jeans and tugs them down, and his dick springs up, fully hard. “Now me,” he says hoarsely. I look up into his face, but his eyes are trained on Nick’s spit-slicked, fully hard cock. Bill’s the big man on campus, and I may be the queer boy with zero status, but tonight the tables are turned. It’s clear that ol’ Bill would like nothing more than to trade places with me; get down on his knees and work Nick’s dick like I’m doing, swallow it, have Nick plow his face. But it’ll never happen. The closest he can let himself get to this fantasy is to have me suck his dick with the taste of Nick’s dick still in my mouth. I actually pity the guy as I take his dick in my hand and slide my lips down its shaft.

While I work on Bill’s dick I reach over and start jacking off Nick. Nick pumps his hips, fucking my fist the same way he fucked my mouth a minute ago. One thrust catches him off balance, and he reaches out and lays his hand on Bill’s shoulder to steady him. Bill reacts as if Nick’s touch is a jolt of high-voltage current; his body jerks suddenly, and his muscles spasm. This poor guy wants it so bad, I think. With my hand still  around Nick’s dick, I pull him closer to me until his dick is touching Bill’s. I open my lips wider and take both their dicks in my mouth, feeling them rub and thrust against each other. Bill trembles with the feel of Nick’s dick against his, and Nick’s breath comes out in short grunts. I wrap my hands around their ball sacs and give them a good tug. Bill groans, I feel his dick throb, and my mouth is suddenly flooded with his creamy load. “Sweet Jesus in Heaven!” he gasps. Nick thrusts hard down my throat, his breath coming out faster now, his legs trembling. Suddenly his body spasms and his dick squirts too. I suck hard on the two dicks as they pulse in my mouth, their combined loads splattering against the back of my throat. I roll my tongue over the sperm deposits in my mouth, tasting them like a gourmet, mingling the flavors together, savoring them.

Nick and Bill pull away, and there’s this brief moment in time where the three of us are frozen in our positions: me still on my knees, come dribbling out of the corners of my mouth, Bill and Nick on either side of me, buck naked, their dicks half hard and sinking fast, their eyes not meeting.

Bill is the first to break the silence. “Damn,” he says his voice low. I look up into his eyes, and then the strangest thing happens, for an instant there’s a spark, a little jolt of, I don’t know…connection. For that brief flicker of time, I’m not the school faggot and he’s not the big man on campus, we’re both buddies who’ve shared the pleasure of Nick’s flesh. Nick pulls up his pants, and this sudden movement breaks the spell. He picks up his T-shirt from the ground and puts it on. “Let’s go,” he grunts to Bill. He walks back into the bushes and disappears without looking back at either one of us. Bill gets dressed hurriedly and rushes after him. Before he too disappears into the night, he turns and gives me one last look and then plunges into the bushes after Nick.

I get up and smooth my clothes out, take a comb out of my back pocket and comb my hair. I walk in the opposite direction, down to where my car is parked. I’m sure I’ll see Bill again this Saturday night, with or without Nick. If he’s alone, we’ll have something to talk about. Either way, it should be fun.
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As soon as I spot him across the diner, I know I’m in trouble. Sure, I’ve seen photos of him during my research, but in person the guy’s downright adorable. Dangerously so. I don’t want to do this. I know what his fate’s likely to be. But hooking him is my job, so I clear my throat, cross the room, shuck off my backpack and jacket and slide into his window booth.

He looks up, startled. The expression on his face changes fast, from annoyed surprise to childlike fascination. He likes the way I look. We’ve studied him enough to expect that. His name’s Jason Dean. He’s thirty, a decade younger than I. He’s from Georgia; he’s been an independent trucker for five years. He’s gay, albeit closeted, with a preference for big, furry, dominant men. I’ve been chosen to appeal to him. Right now, even before we speak, he’s hungrily absorbing my shaved head and thick black beard, the swell of muscles beneath my sweatshirt, the chest hair curling over my collar.

“My guess is there aren’t a lot of folks in here who know  what that means,” I say, pointing to his inner forearm, the bear paw tattoo there. “My name’s Buck.” I extend my hand.

“H-hey!” stammers my prey. “I-I’m Jason.”

We shake. His grip’s strong. I’m sharply aware that, as much as I know about him, this is the first time we’ve touched.

“What do you think it means?” Jason asks with a nervous smile. He looks like a fawn who’s spotted movement in the forest and is right on the edge of bolting. “My tattoo?”

The guy’s clearly used to caution. Makes sense in the world of cross-country trucking. He’d probably get his ass kicked or lose his job if he were openly into men.

“Means you’re a bear who likes bears,” I say. “Like me.”

I’ve corralled many a mark in this business, but this is the first one I badly want to bed. The others have been middle-aged, dumpy and dumb. They deserved what they got. This one… already something hard and sharp in me is melting.

“Am I right?” I take up his coffee cup, take a long sip and look him in the eyes.

“Yep.” Jason blushes, dropping his gaze. So bashful. So delectable.

“You’re one good-looking cub. Want some company? I could do with a hot meal.” Beneath the table, I brush his boot with mine.

Jason looks up at me and grins. “Wow. You ain’t shy. My lucky day. Sure, man. Meal’s on me. Try the SOS—shit on a shingle. Creamed chipped beef, y’know? Best in West Virginia. I got a big helping coming. Or the country-fried steak. Top-notch!”

I’ve got him now. Thing is, he’s kind of got me. He might not be the only one in danger.

 



We study each other as we eat, as we exchange backgrounds (mine carefully edited). He’s about my height, six one, with a  baby face so youthful and endearing it’s hard not to stroke his cheek. Or warn him. He’s relaxing a little now, giving boyish laughs, digging into his meal. I can tell he’s excited. Getting turned on by what he thinks is to come. In the dark beneath the table, his foot rubs my calves with greater and greater frequency. Under thick eyebrows his green eyes glow every time he looks at me; it’s pretty clear that my desire for him is entirely matched by his desire for me.

I keep smiling, but my heart sinks. I look away, out at violet twilight, January’s snow flurries gusting around the parking lot. I think of that warehouse out in the middle of nowhere, how dark it will be there and in the woods out back, where we dug a new hole.

When I look back, I drink in Jason’s heat like I do this truck-stop coffee: his wavy brown hair, thick sideburns grading into several days’ worth of stubble; the big silver hoops in his ears; full lips curved in a pink bow, almost feminine; his funny little beard—clean-shaven upper lip, neatly trimmed brown goatee covering his chin. The kid looks like a cross between a cowboy and a lumberjack, with his tight jeans, sharp-toed boots, and gray-plaid flannel shirt. It’s half open, revealing a red undershirt that, partly unbuttoned, exposes silver necklaces, one with a cross, and allows me tasty peeks of his brown chest fuzz. His shirtsleeves are rolled up, showing off sinewy biceps. He’s intoxicating.

We finish up our pies—coconut cream for him, pecan for me. Dusk’s moved into nightfall; the flurries have turned into a light drizzle spotting the window. Beyond the parking lot’s glow, I can make out patchy snowbanks, fog capping the hills.

We argue awhile, as men will, about who’ll handle the bill. Jason insists, leaving cash on the table. We pull on our jackets—mine black leather, his fleece-lined denim; I grab my backpack,  heavy with essentials; we step outside into the night, beneath the porch roof’s shelter. Rain pings on the metal above. Jason cocks his tan cowboy hat over his brow, shuffling his feet. “Damn! Cold!” he says, wrapping his arms around himself. “Well, look, Buck, it was so cool to meet you. I, uh, maybe I could get your number? I, I’d like—”

Jesus, now he’s timid again. “How about you show me your truck?” I say. “Unless you need to get on the road.”

“Sure. Got to get to Chicago tomorrow, but…I was just gonna spend tonight here, in the sleeper. Come on.” Jason gives my shoulder a soft slap and heads into the drizzle. I follow, mesmerized by the movement of his round little ass.

 



“Oh, god, it’s been so long!” Jason pants around my cockhead before deep-throating me. He’s on his knees in the truck cab, gripping my thighs. Unzipped, I lean back against the passenger seat, stroking his sideburns as he sucks and slurps. The guy’s giving me the tightest, sloppiest, most passionate blow job of my life. Something to be said for shy, sex-starved country boys: their hunger makes them at the least wildly eager, at the most superbly skillful.

Rain’s pounding the roof, streaming down the windshield. In the dim light, I check my wristwatch. Got about fifteen minutes before I’m expected to call in and report on my progress. “Let’s see your chest,” I say.

“You bet, man! I love my nips played with!” In a rush, Jason unbuttons his shirt, tears it off, then unbuttons his undershirt to the waist. “Would you do that? Please? Play with my nips? Kinda rough?”

He’s so desperate to be touched, so keen to please. Before I can answer, his lips are wrapped around my dick again, his tongue ranging up and down the shaft. I chuckle, wiping slobber  off his chin. “Sure, buddy.” Reaching inside his undershirt, I caress his chest—it feels flaming hot contrasted to the cold air of the cab—tug at the hair over his breastbone, find the hard points of his nipples. As soon as I begin a soft massaging, Jason stiffens, moans around my cock, and sucks even more frantically. The harder I work his tits, the harder he sucks, his head bobbing in my lap. He unzips his jeans, pulls out his own cock and jacks himself.

“Umm, you taste so good!” he mumbles. Inside his talented mouth, his throat’s tight sheath, I can feel delight building, release looming. “Easy, easy,” I say. “I don’t want to cum yet. Get up here. You do kiss, don’t you?”

“Hell, yes!” Immediately he clambers up into the seat. We kiss, long and deep, his arms wrapped around me so tight you’d think I were driftwood and he were drowning.

“Please, Buck?” Jason whispers. “Please, would you…would you…ride me? Been so long. I need it bad. I need…I need a big man like you…inside me.”

“You bet,” I say.

“Come on back,” Jason says, tugging my hand. “In the sleeper.”

I grab my backpack and follow him in. He turns on a lamp. It’s a tiny space, with a bed just big enough for two if those two slept close. We fall across it, kissing and grappling. I tug at his undershirt, trying to pull it from his pants. It resists.

“It’s, uh, one piece.” Jason says, sheepish.

I laugh. “A union suit? I haven’t seen one of those since I was a kid. You really are country.”

“Hey! You seem to savor my country! It’s Carhartt. Keeps me warm during long winter hauls.”

“Very hot. Bet you’ll be even hotter out of it.” I sit back, give him a grin and a shove. “Strip, boy.” As much of a bottom as  he seems to be, the word “boy” should ramp him up even more.

“Yes, sir!” Jason grins. Yep, I was right.

While he’s hopping around, pulling off boots, jeans, union suit, I’m checking my watch and studying his body as it’s revealed—delicious sight of his curvy asscheeks and brown hair in the cleft between. I’m unzipping my backpack, fetching what I need. Now he turns to me, naked save for boot socks. He’s just fucking beautiful, with that winter-pale skin; that strong torso and flat belly dusted with hair; those hard, lean arms; those slim hips; that short, fat cock rising between thick, hairy thighs. He turns to me, smiling, so full of hope and trust it’s heartbreaking, so eager to give himself, only to find me holding a gun.

Jason gives a little squeak, like a rusty door closing. He stands there, staring at me, pretty lips half parted, dick stiff. He rubs his knuckles across his eyes—right hand, then left—as if he could erase the facts and change his vision. The smile erodes slowly, not all at once.

“Sit down,” I say.

He does immediately, on the far end of the bed. He sits stiffly, hands clasped over his crotch.

“No, this is not part of some sex scene, kid. I’m hijacking this truck.” I lift the balled-up bandana. “Take this.”

Jason hesitates, looks at the pistol in my hand, and obeys.

“Do you know what you’re hauling back there?”

“Sure! It’s—”

“Not what’s obvious. What’s hidden.”

His eyebrows arch. His eyes widen. Such a pretty green. Long lashes like a girl’s.

“You’re paid not to know. Right? Not to ask questions?”

Jason nods. Hugging himself, he stares at the floor.

“Cram that rag in your mouth.”

He lifts his head. His lips pucker and tremble.

“P-please, man! P-please, no.” His voice rises and cracks. “Don’t hurt me. I ain’t done nothing to you.”

“Do what I say, and maybe you’ll get through this.”

“W-what, what you gonna do with me?”

“Shut up, cowboy.” Why is it so hard to be stern with him? The others, it was so easy not to care, to look at them and see nothing but an inconvenience, an obstacle between me and a fine haul. “You do what I say, and maybe I’ll protect you from my friends.”

“F-f-friends?” Jason stutters. Poor kid’s so terrified he’s about to piss himself. He’d be even more afraid if he knew the fate of his predecessors.

“Yes, friends. Quite a few of them. All mean as snakes. I need to call them really soon. So get to it, or I’ll pistol-whip you.”

Jason stuffs the bandana in his mouth. His cheeks bulge.

Pure aphrodisiac, his fear and submission. My cock’s throbbing. “All the way in. Good boy. Now this.” I toss him the roll of duct tape. “Over your mouth, around your head three or four times.” Within a minute, he’s gagged himself good and tight, and I’m so hard it hurts. He stares at me, whimpering. I study his baby face, the impression his lips make against the shiny tape. Tears well up in his eyes and spill over. Shamefaced, he bows his head.

“Good. Now these.” I lift the cuffs. “Behind your back.”

Jason locks the metal around one wrist, puts his hands behind him, fumbles a little. A tiny click and he’s helpless. Another few minutes, and I’ve restrained him so tightly and so thoroughly there’s no hope of escape: yards of rope knotted around his ankles, around his knees, around his chest both above and below his nipples, and around his elbows and biceps, imprisoning his arms against his sides.

“There we go,” I say, patting his head. “All done.”
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