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Chapter Thirty: A Visit to the Drug Store


 


Adolar had told Bob about his client Laszlo, the
physician who lived in the suburb of  Szentendre, and who paid Adolar for his
sexual services sometimes in cash, but more often in performance enhancement
drugs—either prescriptions for them, or samples of the real thing. Laszlo also
prescribed Adolar “real” amyl ampules, which he and the bodybuilder escort both
used as a recreational drug, to heighten sexual response. 


“He gets samples all the time, from the pharmaceutical
companies. So why shouldn’t he pass them on? It’s time for me to make another
visit to the drug store,” Adolar said, employing a euphemism, “and stock up. A
guy can never have too many ‘roids. I’ve got to be ready for the next contest,
and the next porn shoot. I’ve got both coming up soon. Maybe—” He hesitated.


“Maybe what?” Bob asked.


“Maybe you’d like to start doing some discreet
escorting, too.”


“Hustling?”


“Well, that’s another word for it. I’ll be honest with
you, Bob. As johns go, Laszlo is one of the more pleasant ones to deal with it.
I’d like to do anything I can to keep him happy, and to accommodate him. He’s
asked me if I know another bodybuilder, a reliable one, with whom he’d feel
safe, for a threesome. And when I told him, sure, I know a few hot young gym
rats, he got quite excited. He said that’d be perfect—a sexy young muscle pup,
to contrast with my ‘mature’ manly charms.” Adolar smiled, in an ironic
self-deprecating manner.


“Let me guess. You thought about me. You want to
recruit me. To be a man whore, like you!”


“You’d be ideal. I took the liberty of showing Laszlo
some of the photos of you I have on my phone. He was instantly smitten—”


“Sprang a boner, did he?”


“Big time.”


“If I do this—team up with you, and prostitute myself
to this dude,” Bob asked, bluntly, “will he give me some prescriptions for
steroids, too?”


“If that’s what you want. Also, he’ll give you some
samples. He’s a doctor, after all, remember. So like I said, he gets drug
samples all the time, either free, or at a low cost. And he’s always willing to
share the wealth.”


“I’d rather have that, the drugs, than the money.”


“Me, too, at least from this guy. He’s a reliable
source. Good quality juice. Guaranteed to increase one’s muscle mass, without
the side effects which you can get from black market stuff.”


“I’m tempted. God, I’d love to get bigger and harder
than Istvan. More ripped.”


Adolar grinned. “Sibling rivalry?”


“You bet. You’d be there, the whole time, to steer me
through it?”


“Of course.”


“Okay, Adolar. I’ll do it. My ambition is to become
just like you. A successful, famous pro bodybuilder.”


“What about a porn performer? And, in the meanwhile,
an escort?”


“If I’m going to let you corrupt me, let’s take it slow,
one step at a time.”


Adolar set up the appointment with Laszlo, and in due
course he and Bob drove one evening to Szentendre, the suburb north of
Budapest.


“Don’t be nervous,” Adolar urged his protégé. “This
guy is harmless—a pussycat. And remember, he’s a bit of a masochist—a
submissive. Don’t be afraid to take charge and order him around, a little.
He’ll really get off on that. Just follow my lead.”


Upon their arrival at Laszlo’s house, the college jock
was relieved to see that their host, the doctor, was not “a creep”—as the
muscular young stud had feared he would be—but an attractive and pleasant,
soft-spoken guy, who didn’t seem particularly sex-crazed, or even obviously
gay. He acted as though he and Adolar were old friends—which, Bob supposed,
they were, in a sense—and that Bob was just as welcome on the premises,
which quickly helped to put the nervous young bodybuilder more at his ease.


Bob accepted a glass of wine, and, gulping it down a
bit recklessly in an effort to suppress the last vestiges of his anxiety about
making his debut as a male whore, he got slightly buzzed while Adolar and
Laszlo made small talk in the elegantly and appointed living room.


“It’s a very warm night. Why don’t you show Bob the patio,
Adolar?” the doctor suggested, after about an hour of this pleasant
socializing, during which all three men downed more wine, and Laszlo uncorked
another bottle.


Adolar had warned Bob that, with a john like Laszlo,
who was exceptionally generous, an escort was smart if he didn’t watch the
clock. Bob was prepared to be patient, and let the evening unfold at Laszlo’s
pace.


“Sure. This way, Bob.” 


Adolar led Bob to another part of the house, where,
Bob was saw, there was a small sort of a conservatory—under a pitched glass
roof like that of a greenhouse, with large glass doors on one wall opening onto
the back yard, was a collection potted plants, including some small trees in
tubs. Adolar slid open one of the doors, which opened onto a tiled patio, with
still more flowerpots, and other plants growing directly out of the ground
through gaps in the tiles. There were outdoor chairs, and small tables. A high
brick wall enclosed the patio, concealing it from the next-door neighbor’s
view.


After turning on the patio lights, Adolar manipulated the
dial and lowered the level of the illumination to an intimate glow.


“Nice, isn’t it?” he asked Bob, who, definitely impressed,
nodded in agreement. “Quite an oasis. And private, as you can see. Come on, buddy,
let’s take off our clothes.”


“Are we—Laszlo and us—are we going to do it out here?”
Bob asked, naïvely.


Adolar laughed. “Based on what’s happened during a
couple of my previous visits—we’re going to get started out here, at least. And
then move on from there. Come on, strip.” He began to undress.


Bob looked around. “What happened to our host?”


“He’ll show up soon enough,” Adolar assured him. “Come
on, Bob—do what I do. Don’t fuck this up. There’s nothing to it, really.
Nobody’s going to rape you, buddy—Laszlo just wants to get off on your hot body
and big dick. Relax, and you might even enjoy it.”


Somewhat gingerly, still not knowing just what to
expect, Bob undressed, too. When they were both naked, with their clothes at
their feet in neat piles on the patio tiles, Adolar picked up a large bottle of
baby oil which was on one of the tables.


“See?” he said. “This ‘just happened’ to be out here,
waiting for us.”


Unselfconsciously, he began to oil himself up—all
over—as though he was getting ready to go onstage at a bodybuilding contest.


“Do my back and I’ll do yours,” he told Bob.


“Laszlo wants us to pose for him? In the nude?” Bob
guessed.


“Sort of. You are going to be able to get into
this, aren’t you?”


“I won’t let you down.”


“Good man. Just do what I do,” Adolar repeated.
“Follow my lead.”


Silently, they helped each other to oil up, from head
to foot. It was the first time that Bob had performed this service for Adolar,
anointing his body. It was intimate contact while in the nude—not explicitly
sexual, but pleasurable and stimulating for Bob. Adolar, furthermore, was so
natural about it that Bob somehow didn’t feel embarrassed about being naked
with him outdoors. The privacy wall was a factor, of course. After they’d taken
turns oiling each other’s backs, and Bob thought the process was completed,
Adolar quite nonchalantly reached out, took Bob’s large, soft cock in his
slippery hand, and stroked it, coating it with the oil while Bob’s penis began
to stiffen and expand within his grip.


“Yeah,” Adolar declared. “Looks like you’re ready for
showtime. We’re going to put this big thing of yours to work tonight, for fun and
profit.”


“Oh, Jesus,” Bob moaned, as always enjoying having his
dick played with by Adolar like that, but worried about the inevitable effect
the other bodybuilder’s manipulation on him might have. He didn’t want to come
prematurely. Especially not with a paying customer there in the house, who
expected him and Adolar to put out for him! “Don’t make me shoot,” Bob warned
his companion. But he made no physical move to discourage Adolar, who
lubricated his penis very thoroughly indeed, even massaging some of the oil
into Bob’s balls.


“Come on, get it hard,” Adolar coaxed him, playing
with himself with his other hand and setting the example by quickly giving
himself a full erection, which he slathered with a fresh palmful of oil. The
surplus dripped from his hard-on onto the tiled floor at his feet. “Yeah,
that’s good. Now try to keep it hard,” Adolar whispered. “Here he comes.”


Bob had spent too many hours in locker rooms to feel
too bashful about his nudity, or even embarrassed by the fact that he was standing
there outside a strange man’s home with a hard-on.


Laszlo, still fully dressed, now reappeared. Smiling,
he joined Adolar and Bob on the patio and pulled up a chair, seating himself in
it with his legs spread so that he was facing the two naked, aroused
bodybuilders, whose flesh gleamed like polished ivory in the subdued lighting
thrown upon them. Laszlo had brought the wine bottle and his glass with him, and
he took a sip of the wine.


“How fantastic both of you look,” Laszlo said,
quietly, while Adolar took care to position himself and Bob directly in front
of Laszlo’s chair. “Adolar, are you going to let me take some more pictures of
you like that, the way we did last time?”


“We’ll talk about it later,” Adolar said, smoothly.
“This time, I don’t think I want to do a photo session—unless Bob agrees to do
it, too. And anyway, it’d be much more ‘interesting’ for the two of us to pose
for photos together. After all, I’m shy,” he joked. He took a step behind Bob,
and to one side, giving their host an even better chance to appraise Bob’s
physique and compare it to his own oiled nudity. “I need my buddy Bob to give
me immoral support. Didn’t I tell you he was built—and hung?”


Adolar sounded rather smug. Without waiting for an
answer, he began to pose and flex his muscles for Laszlo’s benefit, in a way
which was almost too innocent to be truly narcissistic or sexually provocative.
He obviously took a great deal of pleasure in his own fine body, and he was
enjoying displaying its considerable attractions to his small but highly
appreciative audience.


Within a very few minutes, Adolar was sweating heavily
under the layer of baby oil on his skin, from the effort of tensing his
muscles, so that rivulets of mingled oil and sweat ran down his chest and belly
and thighs, and began to drip like a fine rain onto the tiled floor around his
bare feet.


Laszlo, Bob thought, watched Adolar almost casually, a
slight smile on his lips. The doctor glanced back and forth between Adolar and
Bob—who still stood there motionless, feeling awkward. Laszlo, Bob noticed,
didn’t even seem to have a hard-on! Nonchalantly, the man just sat there and
drank his wine.


“Come on, Bob,” Adolar urged the other naked stud,
with a deep, rasping intake of breath. “Show Laszlo your muscles. All of
them, muscle boy. Especially that big, thick ‘love muscle’ you’ve got there,
sticking up from between your legs! Show him your cock!”


Bob began to get into the spirit of things, too,
grinning sheepishly while he did his best to imitate Adolar and the other
professional bodybuilders he’d seen—and lusted after—at physique contests,
either live or shown on cable sports channels, or in videos.


He still had a hard-on, which he supposed was
appropriate to the situation and a good sign—and, after a few minutes of
intense posing, Adolar coaxed him a step farther. Breathing hard, he stepped up
behind Bob and embraced him with both brawny arms. He hugged Bob tightly back
against his chest, so that his pecs and stiff nipples pressed against Bob’s
shoulder blades, and his equally stiff prick rode in the deep groove tucked
away between the clenched cheeks of Bob’s ass. The agitated erection was
practically fucking back and forth within that valley separating the younger
guy’s oiled and slippery buttocks.


Bob moaned. He moaned again, louder, with undisguised
but guilty pleasure, when Adolar’s left hand strayed across his pecs, teasing
his nipples into erection with a deft, poking and pressing fingertip. With his
right fist, Adolar grasped Bob’s cock and began to manipulate it.


“Look at him, Laszlo. He’s one hell of a hot muscle
fuck, isn’t he? Nice big pecs … and fat, hard, juicy nipples to suck on. Big
dick, too,” Adolar gasped, while he played with Bob’s large prick. His
movements were slow and voluptuous, and his oily hand felt incredibly good
stroking Bob’s raging erection from its base to its tip, dipping down to caress
his balls as well, lifting Bob’s heavy genitals away from his torso and holding
them out toward Laszlo like some obscene offering. “Yeah, look at that big
piece of meat,” Adolar gloated. “It’s sticking right out at you. And, shit!—the
stud’s already dripping jizz, isn’t he?”


“Very nice,” Laszlo murmured. “Most impressive. He’s
like a younger version of you, Adolar.”


“Yeah,” Adolar agreed. “And just as hot and horny. Bob
can keep going—come more than once—just like me.”


“He could be your kid brother,” Laszlo suggested.


“My kid brother whom I fuck,” Adolar said, with a laugh.
“That’s not so far from the truth. I taught this sexy little muscle pup
everything he knows.”


Now, Laszlo had set his wineglass on the small table
beside his chair. His right hand strayed down between his spread legs. Cupping
his palm over his crotch, he began to rub himself through his trousers.


“Come for him,” Adolar whispered into Bob’s ear,
before his teeth closed around Bob’s earlobe and bit it gently, but with
devastating erotic effect.


“Yes, come for me, please, whenever you’re ready,”
Laszlo gasped, suddenly looking and sounding much more erotically agitated.
“Take your time, son.”


Adolar bit Bob’s ear again, more forcefully. Bob
grunted, but more in pleasure than in pain. The nip on his ear seemed to send a
corresponding throb of extra excitement coursing through his cock, and also
through his taut-clenched sphincter muscle. His anal pucker, and his big, hard
glutes, were still compressed tightly, in instinctive self-defense, as they
rubbed restlessly against the slippery oiled barrel of Adolar’s steadily
thrusting cockshaft.


Bob couldn’t believe he was actually doing this, that
he had let his lover talk him into participating in this bizarre scene. He
wasn’t an exhibitionist, he told himself. Or was he? Weren’t all bodybuilders
showoffs, to a lesser or greater degree? He was sure getting off on this, on
feeling Adolar’s hand on his cock, massaging it so expertly toward orgasm—and
he was also getting off on meeting Laszlo’s steady gaze and reading the
approval and growing excitement in the doctor’s warm eyes.


And, when Adolar began to pinch his tits for him,
hard, moving his hand back and forth between Bob’s sweaty pecs to torment each
stiff nipple in turn—then Bob knew, half-drunk though he was, that he wasn’t
going to have any difficulty at all in climaxing this little performance with
one hell of an ejaculation. He was going to come for Laszlo, all right. He was
going to shoot his freaking cum all over the fucking place!


“Are you getting there, stud?” Adolar hissed, before
biting Bob’s earlobe again, and then swabbing out the inside of his ear with
his tongue, for good measure.


“Oh, hell, yes, I’m going to come!” Bob heard himself
blurting out, as he stared at Laszlo, who smiled at him in a most encouraging
manner. The doctor was still groping himself through his pants, even more
energetically than before. Bob squeezed his eyes shut, then opened them again,
dazedly. The whole dimly lit area of the patio seemed to swim before his gaze
in a blur of hypnotic subdued and sensual light!


“Let it rip, buddy!” Adolar urged him, heatedly, with
boyish glee. “Let all of your goddamn stud jizz fly right out of your big, hard
prick! Shoot that load, fucker! Shoot that big, wet load!”


“Yes, please go right ahead and shoot, if you’re ready
to,” Laszlo joined in, with a meek politeness in his tone of voice which struck
Bob as downright surreal, given the circumstances. “Don’t worry at all about
where it goes,” Laszlo added, with a quiet laugh. “Those tiles have been splashed
with sperm often enough before. It washes right off.”


“Yeah, I’m not your only muscle boy, am I, Laszlo?”
Adolar asked. “Not the only stud you like to have jack off for you?”


“But you’re my favorite,” Laszlo assured him.


“Until tonight,” Adolar suggested. “You like Bob, too,
I can tell. That’s all right. Bob’s got a lot to like!”


The thought that other men—other bodybuilders, willing
to prostitute themselves—had been there, had taken off all of their clothes and
greased themselves up, had stood right where Bob and Adolar were standing now
and had shot off their loads onto the patio’s tiles—that realization pushed Bob
right over the edge into orgasm!


He came, hard and hot and wet and fast, his body
buckling over, doubling up, so that he might have lost his balance and fallen,
had not Adolar thrown his free arm around his waist and steadied him. Bob’s ass
cheeks thrust back against Adolar’s groin, and his cock—throbbing wildly within
Adolar’s fist—sprayed a thick, slimy white jet of fuck fluid in a glistening
arc, far in front of them. Another jet followed, and then a third.


His semen splattered generously through the air and
rained down upon the tiles, a few drops landing right where Laszlo was sitting,
almost hitting his shoes. Adolar—still hugging Bob from behind—manipulated his
dick and his nips until he was sure that Bob’s balls were completely drained of
their potent load.


“Oh, my God!” Bob moaned, as he shot helplessly, the
jets of hot fresh sperm escaping from the swollen tip of his prick again and again.
“Christ—look at that motherfucking cock of mine going off!” he gloated. His
eyelids closed again, as though weighed down.


“Yeah, like a pistol, dude! Damn! You sure come a
lot,” Adolar said, admiringly. “Fuck, that’s hot!”


As he slumped out of Adolar’s embrace and got down
onto his knees at Adolar’s feet, Bob opened his dazed eyes, and he saw that
Laszlo was still groping himself with one hand, his fingers busily squeezing
and stroking the long, thick outline which his dick made through his pants. He smiled
at Bob, who wondered why the guy didn’t simply whip out his cock and jerk it
off. What was Laszlo waiting for?


“Thanks, Bob. That was great, my boy. I really enjoyed
watching you come like that. So hard! So much!” the doctor said. He was
breathing hard, obviously excited by what he’d just seen. “But now I think it’s
Adolar’s turn—right?”


“Hell, yes! I’m ready to pop!” Adolar gasped. “Come
on, Bob. Help me out, buddy. Help me come!”


Bestriding Bob’s kneeling body like a nude,
flesh-and-blood Colossus of Rhodes, with his legs spread wide, Adolar shoved
his hot, horny prick over Bob’s bare shoulder and he began to beat it off with
savage concentration, his arm muscles knotting up while his fist and forearm
pumped away frantically on his cock.


“Szar—szar—szar! [Shit—shit—shit!]”
Adolar chanted, monotonously. He was working his penis so violently that he
looked as though he was in real, imminent danger of doing physical harm to
himself.


Bob was still wildly excited after his own violent
orgasm. He twisted his head toward the erection, stuck out his tongue, and
began to lick Adolar’s hairy, oily balls.


He had licked and sucked on Adolar’s testicles often
enough before, of course, but that had always taken place in the privacy of a
bedroom. Admittedly, on occasion Vanessza and Urban had been there, too, observing,
participating. Doing something so intimate to Adolar in front of Laszlo, with
his slightly detached manner and his cool, appraising gaze, though, was
different … more decadent, in a way. But the atmosphere of raw, unashamed sex out
there on the patio, Laszlo’s obvious approval, and Adolar’s advanced state of
sexual arousal, all conspired to break down the husky young weightlifter’s few
lingering inhibitions and urge him to experiment, to abandon himself to the
lustful impulse of the moment.


Still excited in the aftermath of his ejaculation, his
own cock still hard and throbbing away in front of his groin, Bob licked his mentor’s
penis, abjectly. The taste of the oil on the flesh didn’t bother him, and he
found himself swabbing away, first at the cock, then once again lapping at both
of Adolar’s testicles, eagerly, and then pushing his mouth back up to lick
Adolar’s cockshaft, and even daring to rub his wet tongue over the knuckles of
the hand with which Adolar was so energetically masturbating.


Bob knew he was behaving like a gay whore. But he
didn’t care. He loved it! And … after all, now he was a gay whore, in
the literal sense of the term!


“Shit!” Adolar roared, again, sounding nearly
hysterical as he abandoned himself to his fierce self-induced ejaculation.


Staring down at Bob, Adolar came quickly, blasting his
sperm onto the tiles, where it formed a second series of gooey white puddles
right next to where Bob’s own load still gleamed wetly while it slowly
dissolved on top of the tiles.


“Lick it up,” Adolar told Bob.


Wild with desire, Bob got down on his hands and knees,
and he did so.











Chapter Thirty-One: The
Doctor’s Bedside Manner


 


They all caught their breath, and then Adolar,
laughing breathlessly, pulled Bob to his feet and gave him a quick hug—face to
face this time, so that their chests and genitals were pressed together in
intimate, sweaty, oily contact.


“That wasn’t so bad, now, was it?” Adolar demanded,
smiling into his buddy’s eyes.


Bob looked at him. Adolar opened his mouth and offered
it to Bob, who didn’t hesitate. He parted his own lips and hungrily accepted
the other young stud’s kiss. While their lips ground together, Adolar pushed
his tongue inside Bob’s mouth, and Bob felt a corresponding jolt of renewed
lust pulse through his prick.


Laszlo, Bob was curious to notice, had stopped
masturbating, and he didn’t seem particularly anxious about having an orgasm
himself, although his hard-on still made an uncomfortable-looking bulge in his
pants.


He said nothing, but smiled at the two other men in an
indulgent way, before he rose from his seat and led the way back inside the
house, and upstairs.


“I’ll get some towels,” Laszlo said. He went into the
bathroom.


“You doing okay?” Adolar asked Bob, in a low tone of
voice.


“Yeah. I’m a little drunk,” Bob admitted. “I could
stand some sobering up. But—what the fuck is Laszlo going to do? Anything?”


“You mean, what’s he going to do, sexually? It
varies,” Adolar explained. “Once or twice, he hasn’t wanted to do anything
himself, not even come, and I just got dressed and headed home—with my ‘roids.
Other times, I got my dick hard again and I shot off for him a second time. Usually,
though—he’s gotten undressed, too, and we’ve had more or less normal sex. This
could be one of those nights. He really likes you, I can tell. You may
help to bring the dude out of his shell.”


None of this seemed all that “normal” to Bob, but he
was willing to accept the fact that his own experience was limited and in need
of broadening. And so far Laszlo had been the perfect host, polite,
accommodating, and undemanding. Bob felt quite comfortable in the man’s
presence, and he realized, with a slight shock, that he was perfectly willing
to have sex with him. Including “more or less normal sex,” whatever the blasé
Adolar meant by that!


Laszlo returned, wearing nothing but a bathrobe, and
carrying fresh towels, which the bodybuilders used to wipe the oil and sweat from
their bodies.


“If you get any on the sheets, don’t worry about it,”
Laszlo said, graciously.


Adolar stretched out comfortable on the unmade bed. He
patted the mattress with his hand, inviting the other two naked men to join
him.


“Let’s fuck,” he said, bluntly. “Lose the robe,
Laszlo.”


“I’m so embarrassed,” Laszlo protested.


“No need to be. You’ll get over it,” Adolar promised.


“Compared to you two, my body—”


“You look just fine to me,” Bob said, which seemed to
be the right thing to say. The doctor positively beamed, in response to the
compliment. He shed his robe, so that he, too, was naked.


And Laszlo did indeed get over his shyness, once
Adolar took him in his arms and kissed him, rather tenderly, on the
mouth—taking his time, easing the physician into the sexual activity.


Bob decided to get into the act, too, and he embraced
Laszlo from behind, playing with his nips while he nuzzled his lips against
Laszlo’s shoulder muscle, licking his delightfully smooth, creamy skin.


Laszlo, he discovered, had exceptionally responsive
nipples, and, because he obviously got off on having them pinched or sucked,
Bob and Adolar both worked on his chest at the same time—each muscle man
sucking hungrily on a tit while they used both of their brawny right fists on
Laszlo’s large, very erect, and semen-dripping prick. Laszlo quickly not only
forgot about his embarrassment, he got so turned on that he writhed between
them in a veritable erotic frenzy.


“Go ahead and fuck me, Adolar,” Laszlo suggested,
panting. He gestured toward tube of lubricant which was conveniently displayed
on the nightstand.


Adolar greased himself thoroughly, and Laszlo spread
his legs, and his butt cheeks, wide, offering his asshole to Adolar’s cock,
which penetrated him quickly and completely. While his fuck buddy humped the
doctor, Bob slicked up his palm with some of the lubricant and masturbated
Laszlo, leaning over him to suck on his nips again. 


“Oh, man, you really do have a nice, tight ass,”
Adolar gasped, as he labored between Laszlo’s buttocks, quickly establishing a
fast pumping rhythm.


“Aw, hell, a big muscle stud’s huge goddamn dick in my
hole,” Laszlo gloated. “That’s what I like—what I think about, when I jack
off—!”


“No need to jack off,” Adolar told him. “Not when
you’ve got us to take care of you.”


“Oh, you’re a couple of very dirty muscle boys,”
Laszlo decreed.


“That’s right, we’re filthy, aren’t we, Bob?” Adolar
asked. “Absolutely filthy—!”


“A pair of degenerates,” Bob agreed.


“I’m going to come, guys,” Laszlo warned. And he did
indeed ejaculate—all over himself, his cock drenching his torso with
slippery-wet fluid. “Don’t stop, Adolar,” he groaned, while his dick was still
spurting inside Bob’s forceful grip. “Keep fucking me until you come, stud. Let
me feel your hot semen filling me up, flowing deep into my ass! Oh, baby, breed
my horny hole!”


Inspired by their host’s hot ass and lewd talk, Adolar
shot off, too, his semen exploding into Laszlo’s rectum like a tidal wave of
liquid potency. But, still wildly aroused, he went right on humping, thrusting
his cock forcibly back and forth inside the man’s anus on a warm, slippery bath
of his own seed.


Finally, though, he pulled out with a grunt, and then
Laszlo urged Bob to straddle him, so that Bob’s dick stuck out over his chest,
its tip aimed at Laszlo’s face like a loaded pistol.


“Jack off, Bob,” Laszlo begged. He reached up with
both hands to tease Bob’s own stiff nips. “Spray your fucking stud jizz right
into my face! I like to watch a big dick shoot off, and I like to feel a guy’s
load dripping down my face. It turns me on!”


Bob gave him what he wanted, and Laszlo groaned in
sheer ecstasy when the semen soiled his nose and cheeks and chin, clinging to
his handsome features like a slimy facial mask.


Now that the ice had not only been broken, but melted,
Laszlo seemed ready for anything.


And Adolar, just as eager to continue the sex play,
needed no more than a moment to catch his breath before he was making further
obscene suggestions. He was, Bob soon discovered, an amazingly inventive sex
partner, who encouraged the other two men to get into a variety of positions
with them, and who showed them any number of ways to get their rocks off
together. At one point, for example, he fucked Bob, while Bob sucked Laszlo’s
cock, and Laszlo took both of Bob’s balls inside his own mouth and slurped on
them. Bob reveled in it all, fascinated by this thorough introduction to gay
sex.


He especially liked being screwed yet again by Adolar,
his well-hung buddy, who certainly had the right tool for the job! The initial
insertion hurt a bit, as Bob had feared. It usually did, because Adolar’s cock
was so large But Bob’s manhole quickly got used to being stretched and filled
and pummeled by the other muscle stud’s bulky, solid cock, and his anus flexed
with desperate abandon around Adolar’s hammering piston, squeezing it, stroking
it, milking it with a whorish greed and delight.


Bob’s excitement, and the steady friction of his butch
asshole all around the circumference of Adolar’s fuck tool, quickly brought
Adolar to the melting point again. With a hoarse cry of erotic triumph, he
blasted his full load into his gym buddy’s rectum, flooding Bob’s guts with his
thick, foaming sperm.


“Aw, Christ,” Bob moaned, when it was all over and he
lay there shivering, stretched out between the other two men’s bodies, hugging
them both closely to himself for warmth and reassurance. “I never—shit, I never
thought I’d get into all this. Let alone get off on it!”


Adolar just smiled.


The two weightlifters showered, then got dressed.
Laszlo had slipped back into his thick, soft terrycloth bathrobe, and they all returned
downstairs, where they sat down in the living room for a final glass of wine.


“I hope you’ll become a regular visitor here,” Laszlo
told Bob. “Just like Adolar is. In fact, I hope you’ll continue to visit me as
a pair. It’d be so much more exciting to entertain you both at once, instead of
one at a time.”


“Sure,” Bob said.


“Next time, we’ll do some photo taking,” Adolar
promised. “For that private collection of yours, Laszlo.”


When they left the house, Bob, like Adolar, not only
had some prescriptions tucked away in his pocket—he was clutching a cardboard
box filled with an assortment of pill bottles—his own supply of steroids.
Laszlo had produced the two packages and handed one to each of them, as
casually as though they were party favors, when he escorted his guests to the
front door.


“Thank you so much for coming,” he told Bob, without
conscious irony. “Adolar knows what to do—what an appropriate steroid cycle is
for a beginner, I mean. You just do what he tells you to, and you can’t go
wrong.”


This was a remark which struck Bob as apropos, indeed.
After all, he’d been doing what Adolar told him to do, or showed him how to do,
all evening. He thanked Laszlo, fervently—and he once again promised to come
back and see him, in Adolar’s company, again, and soon.


Cynically, he realized that Laszlo was no fool. By
doling out no more than a few weeks’ supply of the drugs at a time, he was
practically guaranteeing that Bob and Adolar would agree to visit him again before
too long, for another round of exhibitionism and sex—and another fix.


“Any surplus, we can hand out to our gym buddies. Or
sell. I told you Laszlo was all right,” Adolar remarked, when he and Bob were
in the car, headed back to the campus. He grinned at Bob, knowingly. “You got
off on it—every minute of it—didn’t you, stud?” he teased. “Hell, you don’t
have to feel embarrassed about it, or ashamed to admit it. Not with me, anyway.
I’d do worse things than this to keep myself supplied, and I admit it.”


Bob reserved judgment, saying nothing. After all, he
decided, he was no better than Adolar.











Chapter Thirty-Two: All
Juiced Up


 


Bob began to visit Laszlo regularly. Occasionally, if
Adolar was busy, he went alone. As a rule, though, he and Adolar went together,
in order to perform as a duo for their pleasant, generous host. Laszlo seemed
to prefer it that way, and Bob wanted to keep the man happy. If the doctor
invited other male prostitutes to his house on other nights, as Adolar insisted
he did, then he was certainly discreet about it. Bob never heard any scandalous
gossip about Laszlo circulate in bodybuilding circles, or at the gym.


The steroids worked, all right. There could be no
doubt about that. Bob found himself gaining muscle mass almost visibly, even
between one workout and the next! The drugs had a few less desirable side
effects, which Adolar had prepared Bob for.


Bob got moody and irritable when he was in between
cycles, to the extent that both his school work and his social life suffered.
Ultimately, too, he developed a slight but disturbing case of what Laszlo
diagnosed as “gynecomastia,” but which Adolar more bluntly referred to as
“bitch tits.” The flesh of Bob’s pecs around his nipples swelled slightly,
until his tits did indeed resemble the teats of some milk-producing, nursing
female farm animal! Fortunately, when in due course Bob stopped taking the
steroids, the telltale puffiness, a common enough occurrence in hardcore
bodybuilding circles, went away, leaving him with an impressive pair of pecs
indeed.


But the worst thing about being “on the juice” was
that the steroids increased both his aggressiveness and his sex drive. The two
things seemed to go together. No matter how hard Bob pushed himself during his
workouts with Adolar or other bodybuilders, he still seemed to have plenty of
energy left over to devote to sexual activity. He and Adolar now got together
for sex almost every night, but still Bob found himself looking forward to
their weekly sessions with Laszlo, as an additional outlet for the seemingly
endless supply of hot, wet, tormenting sperm which kept building up in his
balls.


“So go with the flow,” Adolar advised him, when Bob
discussed the problem with him. “You know I’ll put out for you, suck and fuck
with you, any damn time you want, man. We’re asshole buddies now, aren’t we?
And we still have plenty of jizz left over to keep the doc satisfied. So what’s
the big deal?”


“There’s got to be more to life than working out and
sex,” Bob protested.


“Can’t think what that could be.”


“If I keep going at this rate, I’m going to flunk out,
for one thing.”


“It’ll all peak, and then it’ll level out, once your
body gets used to the routine,” Adolar predicted. He grinned. “And when you’re
an old man who can’t get it up on a bet, then you’ll look back on this and wish
you could do it all over again.”


Bob was nervous at the mention of longevity. Given the
possible health risks of steroid abuse, he hoped he’d live to be an old man,
impotent or otherwise. At least he and Adolar were taking good-quality
steroids, under a physician’s supervision, and not overdosing on black market
drugs, like some other bodybuilders they knew.


In the meantime, Bob forced himself to hit the books
at least as regularly, if not quite as enthusiastically, as he’d been hitting
the weights. After all, he could hardly take Urban’s cynical advice—namely,
that he switch to courses taught exclusively by gay male professors, so that he
could trick with them in exchange for good grades! Even assuming that Bob could
adjust his academic schedule in that way, he’d be exhausted after all that
sex—raging hormones or no.


Because dorm life tended to be distracting at best,
Bob also followed Urban’s example and moved into a small off-campus apartment.
It was a studio, with a tiny bathroom and tinier kitchen area, but it was
adequate, and cheap. At first, the furniture consisted of a bed, a desk and
chair, a broken-down second-hand sofa, and a barbell set. Bob didn’t really
need anything else.


Having his own weights was a luxury. God knew he was
putting in enough hours at the campus gym. But, on the infrequent nights when
he had no sex partner, Bob enjoyed working up a quick sweat in his new
apartment. Afterward, he could treat himself to a soothing hot shower, dry off,
and fall into bed and go to sleep, right away—or sometimes after a fast, fierce
masturbation session, thanks to the ‘roids and the remarkable effect they were
having on his already healthy young libido.


His trysts with Adolar, Urban, and Laszlo had already
given him a more sophisticated attitude toward sex. Now, Bob dismissed
masturbation as “kid stuff,” an expedient to be resorted to when nothing better
was available. Sex with one or two other males, all of them naked, doing
everything to one another which was anatomically possible—that was the
real, exciting deal!


Once he got reasonably settled in his apartment, Bob
invited Urban to come over one evening, to check out the place.


While he was waiting for his friend to arrive, Bob
finished unpacking the remaining shipping cartons and stowing his things away,
working up a sweat in the process.


Urban showed up, toting a wooden crate containing a
dozen wine bottles in his strong arms.


“A housewarming gift,” he said.


“Wow! Thanks, man.”


“Open it carefully,” Urban advised, as he set the
crate down on the floor. “Don’t damage the crate. You can use it as an end
table.”


“Whether or not you meant that to be funny … it’s
actually not a bad idea.”


Bob gave Urban a tour of the apartment, which didn’t
take long. Then the two young men began to serious wine drinking.


“It’s a good thing Coach Kozma isn’t here to see us
sucking down this vino,” Bob remarked.


“Oh, I don’t think he’s in any position to criticize,”
Urban said. “He’s been known to stretch and break some rules—and do some
sucking—himself. Remember?”


“Yeah.”


“He’s no Adolar Mezey, but I think he’s hot, for an
older guy.”


“I don’t disagree.”


“But you’re in love with your married guy,” Urban
teased Bob.


“Aw—give it a rest, will you? I’m sweaty. I’m going to
take a nice hot shower, if you don’t mind,” Bob said, and he started to
undress.


“Go ahead,” Urban told him.


Bob hoped that Urban would be watching him, admiring
him, lusting after him, out of the corner of his eye, while the husky soccer
player quickly stripped naked in front of his teammate, and padded about the
room with his cock and balls swinging freely between his thighs. 


Bob was definitely excited, and he could feel his dick
arcing into proud erection as he felt rather than saw Urban’s eyes lingering on
his body.


“Your build keeps improving, dude,” Urban murmured,
after a moment.


Bob evaded his gaze, afraid that he’d give himself
away if he looked the other young man in the eyes. “Thanks, Urban. It comes
with the territory. I can’t let myself slack off, not if I want to turn pro
someday, like Adolar.


“Still hot for the guy, huh?” Urban teased him. “I
guess we lesser mortals don’t stand a chance with you?”


 “Aw, cut it out. And I might make an exception for an
old friend,” Bob blurted out. Then, feeling that he’d said too much, betrayed
his true feelings for his buddy, he quickly retreated into the bathroom. But he
deliberately left the door standing wide open.


He heard Urban switch the television set on, flipping
through the various channels with the remote. Bob adjusted the shower’s water
temperature, and then he got under the hot spray, which felt good on his naked
body, and which partially deflated his wildly agitated cock.


He couldn’t believe, though, how horny he suddenly
felt, how utterly whorish he was now willing to be! He’d inviting Urban to come
over with no conscious ulterior motives in his mind. Now, though, his desire,
his need, was urgent. He wanted to stay hard. He wanted to tease Urban, and
excite him as well, with the sight of his big, hard cock! And so, using a
fistful of slippery soapsuds to lubricate his palm, Bob began to masturbate
under the shower, quickly coaxing his dick back into full, inflexible rigidity,
and biting his lip to keep himself from moaning out loud in response to the
intense self-induced pleasure.


Don’t come, oh, don’t come, no matter how
good it feels, no matter how much you want to, he
told himself. Save it for Urban. But, shit! What if he doesn’t want it? Oh,
damn—goddamn! This suspense is killing me.


Doesn’t want it? Since when has the guy
ever turned you down? He’s like Adolar—an insatiable sex pig. Which kind of
describes me, too, come to think of it.


Of course the two of us are going to fuck!
My idea of a perfect housewarming!


After a few minutes of treating himself to
self-indulgent self-abuse, Bob forced himself to shut off the water, dry off,
and go back out into the other room. Modestly, he wrapped the towel around his
waist.


Urban had turned off all of the lights except for a
dim lamp on the table beside the bed, and his face and figure were bathed in
the ghostly glow of bluish light from the television screen. He was still fully
dressed, except for his shoes, and he was watching some sort of crime drama. He
turned his head and smiled at Bob, his eyes flicking restlessly up and down the
other bodybuilder’s nearly naked body.


“Feel better?” he asked, quietly, with a certain
tension audible in his voice.


“Oh, yeah. Much more relaxed,” Bob lied. His heart was
pounding in his chest, and he felt surprisingly nervous for some reason, in
fact. He took a step toward the bed.


Urban was staring at Bob’s crotch, at the way his
erection tented the terrycloth outward, away from his body. “Jesus,” he
whispered. “You’re kind of—well, no offense, but you’ve got quite a boner there,
don’t you, dude? Hard to overlook it.”


“Yeah. I’m hard up. Couldn’t help it. Maybe I should
have taken a cold shower, instead!” Bob tried to joke.


“That’s okay. God knows we can’t control it, can we? I
know I always seem to get hard at the most inconvenient times.”


“Is this an inconvenient time?”


“Is that a proposition?” Urban retorted.


“Yeah. You want to fool around, don’t you?”


“I guess I could stand to drop a load,” Urban said,
with an insouciance which Bob found infuriating.


“Oh, aren’t you the cool one! Who do you think you’re
kidding? We both know you want me. So—how come you’re still dressed? Come on,
get naked. Hurry up, will you? Strip!”


“Sure.” Slowly, Urban got off the bed, still staring
at the other young man’s grossly apparent hard-on. He began to unfasten and
divest himself of his clothing, piece by piece.


“Wait,” Bob urged.


“Wait for what?”


“For this, fucker!” 


Almost angrily, Bob went up to his friend, grabbed him
by the front of his shirt, and pulled his face against his, so that the two
men’s lips could meet in a wet, hungry kiss of pure erotic desperation. “Yeah,
goddamn you, wait, fucker,” Bob mumbled. Urban moaned incoherently by way of
response into Bob’s open, searching mouth, but he made no effort to resist when
the other powerfully muscled athlete crushed him in his embrace.


Bob locked his arms around Urban’s waist and he
explored the interior of his mouth with his tongue for a long moment—and Urban,
suddenly responding passionately to the unexpected kiss and embrace, put his
hands on Bob’s bare back, running his palms slowly down his flesh from his
shoulder blades and his exceptionally well-developed lats to his towel-swathed
ass cheeks, which protruded like two solid globes of hard, unyielding muscle.


Urban grabbed hold of the towel and yanked it away
from Bob’s body, so that the other man was nude. His fingers gripped the two
hairy, muscular spheres of the muscle stud’s butt cheeks hard, and then dug
into them and pulled Bob’s naked and agitated crotch roughly against his own
crotch, grinding their genitals together through the soft fabric of Urban’s
clothes.


Moaning, Urban sucked on Bob’s stiffly extended
tongue, while they dry-humped like that for a minute or two, Urban’s fingers
still kneading Bob’s buttocks, like those of a skilled masseur. All the while,
the television show’s soundtrack, replete with terse dialogue and gunshots, echoed
in both men’s ears, but they ignored it, so that it became a mere background
for their mounting, mutual passion and lust.


“Thought I’d take the risk,” Bob mumbled. “Even though
you ended up punching me in the mouth—!”


“I have no desire to punch you in the mouth, just in
case you haven’t noticed,” Urban assured him. “And, hell! If you’d hadn’t done
something, given me some hint, I’d have throw myself at you by now, like a
whore. Begging to suck your dick, lick your ass—! Or just jerk off, over that
body of yours.”


“I’m going to leak jizz all over your pants if we keep
necking like this,” Bob warned the other man, breathlessly, interrupting their
feverish kisses and pushing Urban away from him. “You’d better get undressed,
buddy. And fast! Look at this dick of mine. I can’t wait much longer. I’m going
to explode. I almost came in the shower. I want you, Urban1 I want us to make
love.”


“I’m glad,” Urban choked out. “I want you, too, Bob!
I’d better shower—”


“Fuck that shit! You can do that afterward. I want you—I
have to have you—right now. Get those fucking clothes off!”


Groaning with anticipation, Bob forced himself to back
off, to restrain himself, during the short time it took Urban to shed his
clothes. Grabbing the remote, Bob turned off the television. He sat down
heavily on the edge of one of the two beds, actually trembling, so urgent was
his need, while he watched Urban quickly and clumsily undress, throwing his
things down on the hotel room’s floor.


 “You’ve got a nice body, too,” Bob commented with a sigh,
when Urban finally stripped out of his underwear, his skin glowing palely in
the dim light. “And you’ve already got a big hard-on, too,” he observed, with
lewd relish.


“I’ve been fighting to keep my boner down ever since
you sat down next to me on the plane,” Urban groaned, as he pulled off his
socks. His cock jerked up and down in front of him with his every movement. “I
didn’t dare to hope—that a stud like you could possibly be gay—or interested in
me, if he was! I almost came in my pants, fantasizing about you. While
you were asleep, I wanted to reach over and grope you, dude, right there on the
fucking plane! And when you took off your clothes just now and went into the
bathroom—all I could think about was how much I wanted to jack off. You’re lucky
I didn’t follow you in there and rape you!”


“I wish you had!”


At last both men were naked.


“I feel pretty lucky right now,” Bob said, with a
laugh. “And you don’t have to rape me, man! The truth is, I couldn’t be more
willing. Come here!”


He took a step toward Urban, who met him halfway and
embraced him hungrily, their chests touching, their hands already reaching for
each other’s flesh.


Urban, Bob noted with satisfaction, was trembling,
too.


“We’re really hot for each other, aren’t we?” Urban
commented. “Like a couple of horny kids—!”


“Only we’re not kids—thank God. We’re both grown men.
And we know what we want from each other.” Bob grabbed Urban’s hand, raised it
to his lips, and sucked the middle finger inside his mouth until his lips were
closed snugly around the knuckle. He nursed on the finger for a long moment,
tickling it with his tongue-tip, and then he relinquished it, only to kiss
Urban’s open palm instead. The skin tasted ever so slightly salty from Urban’s
sweat.


Bob licked the palm, and then he sucked on its skin,
noisily. “I want to suck you like this, all over,” he panted, feverishly. “I
want to lick and suck and taste every part of you, Urban!”


Urban gasped, but he said nothing. He only groped
blindly between their bodies with his free hand until he found Bob’s cock,
which he pressed against the shaft of his own wildly aroused phallus.


“Don’t tease me too much tonight,” he warned Bob,
breathlessly. “I’m too fucking hot! I’m ready to pop any minute now. Can’t you
feel it, stud? Can’t you feel what you’re doing to me, the way you make my jizz
rise up in my balls and drip out of the end of my dick?”


“Can I?” Bob groaned. “What do you think I’m
feeling?”


Bob went into a veritable frenzy of lust! Still
gripping Urban’s hand by the wrist, he sucked on the fingers again, furiously,
and next he bit into the flesh. He rubbed the hand all over his face and
through his hair in a wild caressing motion. As he did so, he used his own
fingers to explore the shaft and tip of Urban’s prick, and he quickly confirmed
what the other man had just said. Urban was indeed dripping jism, his cock
wildly excited and already pulsating with orgasm-like tremors of uncontrollable
sexual response.


But Bob didn’t mind if his hookup ejaculated. If
anything, he wanted Urban to pop his load quickly! He was confident that he’d
be able to coax more than one orgasm out of the other stud’s balls. And the
thought of helping that big, hard dick of Urban’s to erupt into a tiny geyser
of hot sperm almost sent Bob’s own libido hurtling over the edge into
spontaneous release!


However, he gave Urban a moment in which to cool down.
Gently, silently, he pulled the man down onto the nearer of the two beds with
him. They left the light on, and stretched out on the mattress together, with
Bob rolling on top of Urban, almost crushing his slighter frame with his heroic
bulk. They began to kiss each other again, their hands once again busy on each
other’s bodies, their cocks dueling together—equal in rigidity and potency, in
barely pent-in readiness to spurt.


Bob teased Urban, grasping both of his wrists and
pinning them down on the mattress, as though the two men were wrestling. Bob
had a gut instinct that the other man would get off on this display of strength
and aggressiveness—that it would all become part of his sex trip, his
excitement at making out with a professional athlete. Bob was going to give the
guy a souvenir of their chance meeting, all right. A much better souvenir than
just his autograph!


While he held Urban down on the bed, he slithered
halfway down the other guy’s torso, until he could fasten his mouth over each
of Urban’s lust-stiffened nipples in turn, and suck them deep inside his
ravenous mouth.


Bob wanted to find out whether Urban’s tits were as
responsive as his own. They were! When he bit gently into the chest flesh which
surrounded the base of the cone of one nipple, he rubbed his tongue rapidly
back and forth over its tense point.


Urban grunted and squirmed helplessly under him,
trying to break free, but of course failing, because the football player was so
much stronger. It was obvious to Bob that he liked to have his nips worked on.
Bob’s own pecs were pressed against the upward thrust of Urban’s prickshaft,
and he got even more excited himself, even more hungry for his new fuck buddy’s
flesh when he felt the hot tip of Urban’s prick leak its slimy overflow of
fresh jism against his sweaty chest hair—when he felt, too, Urban’s swollen
balls rub restlessly against his abdominal muscles, the testicles heavy with
their load of cum.


Urban’s sturdy legs, positioned on either side of
Bob’s heavy, supine torso, suddenly lifted, his knees digging into Bob’s
ribcage to trap the young stud on top of his threshing body, while his nipples
burned and throbbed against the flat of Bob’s rasping, swabbing tongue, which
continued to torment him.


“Bastard,” Urban groaned, flinging his head from side
to side on the mattress. “Sexy bastard! Oh, motherfucker—Bob, you motherfucking
stud bastard, you! Oh, Christ, you’re hurting me, man! But no, don’t stop! It
hurts, but in a way that feels so damn good. Only—I’m afraid you’re going to
make me come!”


“I want to make you come,” a breathless Bob admitted,
reluctantly pulling his lips away from Urban’s chafed-looking nipples, and
staring down at his lust-contorted face.


“Not yet! First, suck me, Bob. Suck my cock!”


“All right! But come here. I want to try something
different.” Bob jumped up, and, still holding Urban by the wrists, he yanked
him to his feet, as well.


He pulled his flushed and very erect sex partner out
of the space between the two beds, to where a low wooden table with an oval top
stood in the hotel room, between two chairs. Unceremoniously, Bob shoved Urban
against the edge of the table.


“Sit down,” Bob insisted. “Get your ass on the table!
And spread your legs—wide! I want to try sucking you off like this. I want to
get down on my knees on the floor and shove your prick down my throat and choke
on it!”


A bit bashfully, Urban parked his butt on the table,
his legs dangling over its edge, his ass cheeks flattened against its top. Bob
hunkered down into an obscene crouch on the floor in front of him, so that his
torso was wedged between Urban’s thighs and his face was poised only a few inches
away from Urban’s groin. Excited by the prospect of sucking him, Bob leaned
forward to get an even closer look at the other man’s crotch.


The wreath of curly pubic hair around the base of
Urban’s cock was in shadow, but his balls and the head of his dick caught the
light. His piss slit was gaping wide open, ready to spit out its charge of
semen—he hadn’t been exaggerating about how close he was to ejaculating!—and
his dickhead was moist and shiny with the dribbled fluid.


When Bob just squatted there, a rapt look on his face,
virtually worshipping Urban’s cock, Urban laughed, nervously, leaned forward a
little himself, and placed his warm hands on Bob’s large bare shoulders, giving
them a slight squeeze.


“Are you just going to look at it?” he mumbled.


Bob didn’t raise his head to look Urban in the face,
but continued to contemplate his cock. “Why not? It’s worth looking at.”


“You’re embarrassing me. I know I’m not very well
hung.”


“I beg to disagree. You’re hung just fine, and it
really wouldn’t make all that much difference to me if you weren’t. Pardon me
for staring. I just like to look at my food before I taste it, that’s all,” Bob
teased him.


“It tastes as good as it looks, or so I’ve been told,”
Urban hinted, gripping Bob’s massive shoulders more forcefully. “If you’re
going to suck it, big man, then start sucking. Please! I’m so goddamn hot I can
feel my jizz boiling in my balls.”


“If I suck it, will you come in my mouth? And give me
a lot of cum to swallow?” Bob teased him, lewdly, mercilessly.


“Hell, yes. I’ll give you a big mouthful, big guy!”


Bob inched his face forward, until the tip of Urban’s
fat, juicy, and now very wet and frustrated cock was rubbing against his
unshaven cheek. He twisted his head toward the shaft, his parted lips caressing
it lightly, his tongue emerging to lick the trembling flesh.


“Put your legs up over my shoulders,” he whispered, as
he raised his hand to grasp the base of the cock and guide its tip toward his
mouth, pausing the lick the glans and absorb the dripping pre-cum with his
tongue. “Let me get in really close to you. Smother me while I suck your
goddamn cock, man! Shove it down my throat and fuck me with it!”


Then, with a long, shuddering moan of pure lust, Bob
opened his mouth wide and he stuffed the head and half the shaft of Urban’s
dick inside his famished lips.


He went down on it completely, indifferent to his own
comfort, until his nose was buried in the other man’s pubic hair and Urban’s
balls impacted against his chin. Urban lifted his legs and threw them over his
cocksucker’s massive shoulders, so that his crotch was crushed against Bob’s
face and his prick was plunged all the way down Bob’s carefully cleared throat.


Bob sucked him avidly, wishing that his tight-assed
straight teammates could see him now—on his knees in a hotel room, sucking cock
and loving it! The sight might convert a few of them to his way of thinking.
While he blew Urban, he slid his hands up the guy’s torso until his groping
fingers could tease his sensitive nipples again, and Urban grunted and inhaled
sharply, his cock swelling and throbbing inside the stud athlete’s firm oral
grip.


His hands caressed the back of Bob’s neck, and then
they plunged through his disheveled hair and began to push Bob’s mouth back and
forth on the bloated shaft of his prick, fucking his face with brutal energy.
It was obvious that he was tired of being teased!


“Suck me, you horny cocksucker!” he shouted, not
giving a fuck if any of the guests in the neighboring rooms of the hotel could
hear him. “Suck my fucking goddamn cock! Take my cum! Oh, God! Get ready! Get
ready, man! Get ready to take my goddamn cum, to swallow it, fucker! Because
I’m going to shoot!”


His buttocks rose from the table top, and his pelvis
jackhammered against Bob’s face, reaming out his throat with his turgid,
spasming cockhead.


The tortured penis burst, abruptly, like a bomb,
sending a hot, wet shower of jism flying down Bob’s throat. The cocksucking
athlete took it all, greedily, indeed exultantly. His lips slurped noisily
around the exploding cockshaft, and his tongue licked Urban’s meat in a
tireless effort to milk every last drop of liquid from him.


“Yours, too,” Urban gasped, after he pulled his wet
prick from between Bob’s lips and slid off the table. “I want to suck your
cock, too. And swallow your cum!”


Bob was still trying to catch his breath when Urban
pushed him away from the table, knelt on the carpet between his legs, and
swooped down on his own sadly neglected erection.


“I want to suck yours, too—!” Urban reiterated,
choking on the words in his excitement, before he took Bob’s cockshaft in his
hand and stuffed the thick head inside his mouth.


His head bobbed frantically up and down in Bob’s lap,
and, while he blew him, he masturbated, using his other hand to keep his cock
stiff and ready. After a few minutes, though, he stopped sucking, and he stood
up and threw himself on one of the beds, flat on his back.


“Fuck me, Bob,” he gurgled, while he raised his legs
in the air and began to play with his own asshole, spreading his butt cheeks
with his hands and teasing the puckered aperture between them with two
fingertips. “Go ahead and fuck me. Stick your big cock up my ass! Oh, I can’t
wait to feel your prick going in there, filling me, screwing me, making me come
again—!”


Bob was in no mood to refuse the lewd invitation! He
got on top of Urban and began to push his cock between the other guy’s ass
cheeks.


“Uh, lube?” Bob grunted. “Mine’s still packed in my
suitcase—!”


“Mine’s right there in my freaking toilet kit!” Urban
yelped.


Unzipping the small leather bag, Bob extracted a large
tube of sex lubricant. He greased up his cock, which he repositioned in Urban’s
butt cleft. Quickly, he located the hole and he penetrated it, just as quickly,
but gently, inch by cautious inch. Urban moaned and writhed impatiently under
him, already responding to this violation of his ass with a fierce, gloating
delight.


“Fuck the hell out of my hole!” he demanded. “Fuck me!
Push the rest of it in there—deep—all the way—ah!”


Urban wanted to be fucked so badly that he was able to
force his asshole to relax and stretch around Bob’s phallic bulk, and Bob’s
cock took full advantage of his anal compliance, as Bob eased it all the way
inside the other man’s body.


When he was fully inserted, Bob stretched out on top
of Urban and began to fuck him, humping him hard and fast, quickly getting a
wild rhythm going.


“Yeah, like a cunt, stud,” Urban whimpered. “Oh,
Christ, fuck me just like a cunt. Jesus, Bob, you’re driving me crazy with that
big, hard, hot cock of yours, man! Fuck me, buddy, fuck my horny ass! And come
in my ass, too, whenever you’re ready to shoot! You’re going to make me come
again, you sexy bastard, you dirty fuck, you! I’m going to shoot again if you
keep on screwing me like this. God, you’re incredible! And God, are you hung!
And, God, do you ever know how to fuck! You’re like an animal, dude. Like an
animal!”


Bob, for his part, couldn’t respond in words, couldn’t
speak. Even his vocal cords seemed swollen into sexual rigidity inside his throat!
He kissed Urban on the mouth, penetrating him with his tongue as well as with
his cock. Urban seized his head in his hands, his fingers digging into Bob’s
scalp, while he sucked wildly on the tongue which was raping his mouth.


Their crucifixes, and their chains, tangled together
between their chests, the two images of the Savior colliding, as though they,
too, were engaged in some obscene sex act.


And, all the while, Urban’s asshole flexed with
desperate passion around Bob’s jackhammering prick, squeezing it, stroking it,
milking it, with a whorish abandon which told Bob that he was most assuredly no
anal virgin!


Bob really got off on fucking this dude’s hot, sexy,
butch ass. The steady friction of Urban’s asshole all around his fuck tool
brought him quickly to the melting point. With a hoarse shout of erotic
triumph, Bob let go. He blasted his full load of sperm into his new fuck
buddy’s rectum, flooding Urban’s guts with his thick, foaming cream.


“Take it all!” Bob yelled.


“Oh, I am, I am!”


“Take that cum.”


“Your cock, leave it in me,” Urban begged. “Don’t take
it out yet.”


Still humping him, Bob leaned back, so that he could
grab Urban’s ankles and hold his legs up in the air, as though they were the
wishbone extracted from the carcass of a cooked turkey.


“Jack off,” Bob urged the other man. “Make yourself
come again. Let me see that big dick of yours shoot off!”


“Yes, yes—just keep fucking me,” Urban pleaded.


He stared up into his fucker’s face, still unable to
believe that such a handsome, brawny young Hercules was screwing him. He used
his fist on his cock and he played with his nipples with his other hand,
pinching them violently, hurting himself, until both cones looked red, swollen,
and even bruised. His dick leaped and twitched within his grip, like a small
wild animal trying to escape from its captor.


“Fuck me, Bob, I’m there—I’m coming!” Urban finally
hissed, his lips compressing to bare his teeth in a snarl of lust. His prick
gave up the unequal struggle with his hand, and it surrendered its full load,
in blast after blast of thick white cum which shot against Bob’s own belly and
chest, soiling his brawny torso from throat to crotch,


“Holy shit!” Bob exclaimed, while his trick bathed him
in his sperm like that, and Urban’s asshole seemed to contract around his
cockshaft even more tightly, squeezing it in a way which was downright painful.


“Uh, I’m coming—I’m coming,” Urban announced, quite
unnecessarily. Bob could see, hear, feel, and even smell that the guy was
coming! He’d rarely seen a man fire off such a big load. especially not right
after having already come once!


“What a big fucking load,” Bob commented.


“I saved it for you,” Urban confessed, sheepishly,
when they lay together on the bed afterward, hugging and kissing, stretched out
languidly on the mattress in a tangle of sweaty, semen-smeared limbs. “I’ve
been pretty good lately—trying not to whore around so much. I was aching to get
my rocks off all week, and when I saw you—! Well, that really got my motor
running.”


“Mine was on overdrive, too. I was extra horny
tonight, for some reason,” Bob admitted. He rumpled Urban’s damp hair,
smoothing it back from his flushed forehead, and gave him a quick, but tender,
kiss. “We’d better get some sleep. We’ve both got classes, in the morning.”


Urban hugged him. “Yeah. I guess there are
other things in life to worry about, in addition to pumping iron, and sex.”


“Yeah—unfortunately!” Bob chuckled, as he and his
buddy settled down for the night. He kissed Urban goodnight.


But then, as he fell asleep, Bob couldn’t help
speculating about who new sexual adventures would come his way, for him to
“worry” about, in the near future. Whatever form they took, though, he was
confident that he was ready for them.











Chapter Thirty-Three: Bad Girls and Boys


 


Mirella patronized the fashion house at which Mirella
worked. Mirella often waited on her, and the two women became friendly—to the
extent that, deciding she wanted to get to know Vanessza better, Mirella
invited her to join her for lunch one day.


At the restaurant, while enjoying their meal and some
wine, the two women discovered that they something else in common in addition
to their interest in clothes. Namely, that each of them was involved with a
promiscuous, bisexual bodybuilder! And with more than one, on occasion!


Lunch became a cheerful male-bashing session.


“Let’s face it, men are just dogs,” Vanessza said.


“Dogs—or tomcats, in Tibor’s case,” Mirella agreed.


“I get so fed up sometimes, I’m tempted to do
something really perverse. Such as fuck a straight guy!”


Mirella giggled. “That’d be novelty for me, too. I’ve
forgotten what it’s like!”


“But I must say one thing for bisexual men,” Vanessza
conceded. “If Adolar is at all representative of them … then sucking all that
cock somehow doesn’t stop them from being exceptionally good at cunnilingus. If
anything, it seems to improve their technique. The things Adolar knows
how to do to me with his tongue—!”


“Tibor, too,” Mirella confessed. “When he goes down on
me—God, it’s like having some sort of a slippery, wriggly little animal
squirming around inside my cunt!”


Fueled by more wine, the conversation became
increasingly raunchier.


“Tell me, Mirella. When Tibor’s in bed with you, and
he rolls over on top of you to have sex … isn’t it like finding yourself under
a sack filled with rocks, all of a sudden!”


“Hell, yes! Fucking a bodybuilder … it’s hard to get a
grip on them, they’re so hard, all over. Isn’t it?”


“Damn right. One day I treated myself to a manicure.
That night, Adolar was screwing me. I tried to grab hold of his ass, to, ah—you
know?”


“Make sure he stayed all the way inside you while he
was pumping away?” 


“Exactly.”


“Oh, how well I know exactly what you’re talking
about!” Mirella exclaimed.


“Anyway, the son of bitch’s glutes are so hard, I
couldn’t dig my fingertips into them—without breaking two of my nails!”
Vanessza complained.


“And when they’re ‘on the juice,’ as they call it—”


“Don’t get me started! Their sex drive actually goes
up, which is almost too much of a good thing. Adolar’s pounded my pussy so hard
I’ve begged him to put in my behind instead, just to give me some relief. Talk
about ‘roid rage.’ We ought to be able to collect combat pay.”


The two women continued to compare notes.


“We’ve been very unladylike,” Mirella protested, not
very convincingly, as she paid the bill. “No, this is my treat,” she insisted,
when Vanessza offered to pay her half. “I haven’t this much fun in a long time.
Not outside of bed, that is!”


“Me, either. And if you think I’ve behaved in an
unladylike way here,” Vanessza said. “You should see me when I really
get going, in the bedroom.”


“What a great idea. We should all get together. You
and Adolar, me and Tibor. Ah—I don’t mean for a foursome. I mean, just so the
guys can get to know each other. I know that Tibor would be thrilled to meet a
pro bodybuilder and a real porn star like Adolar.”


“And I know Adolar would be happy to meet Tibor, if
he’s half the stud you describe him as being. I’m afraid Adolar will put the
make on your boyfriend, though.”


“And I’m sure Tibor will throw himself at your
husband. Dogs sniffing each other’s butts, like we said.”


“Well—come to think of it—there’s no reason why the
two of them shouldn’t get together, is there? As long as we’re both included,
too? Why not a foursome?”


“Wow, Vanessza—what a deliciously decadent idea!”


“Let’s do it.”


“Yeah, let’s!”


Predictably, Adolar was receptive to the idea of a
foursome, when Vanessza ran it by him.


“It’s not that the boys”—by which he meant Bob and
Urban—“haven’t been keeping us busy,” Adolar told his wife. “But a new man,
fresh beef—that’s always welcome.”


Vanessza shook her head. “I hope you’re not planning
to be this crude when you first meet Mirella and Tibor. I’ve warned her about
what an animal you can be, but still—!”


“I’ll be good in front of our guests,” Adolar
promised, with an impish grin. “Until you give me the signal that it’s time to
start being bad, and then I’ll show them what real hospitality can be
like! This going to be great. We’re on a roll. First that threesome with Urban,
last weekend. And now a foursome!”


“Don’t remind me about last weekend.”


“Why not? You certainly seemed to be enjoying
yourself.”


“We may have gotten a bit carried away.”


Adolar frowned. “I think so. Assuming such a thing is
even possible, which I doubt. And I seem to recall you taking charge of the
fuck, much of the time. Telling Urban and me what you wanted us to do to each
other, and to you. Pitting us against each other, in a friendly sort of a
sexual combat, to see which of us was the better stud—!”


“I remember it different,” Vanessza said, primly.
“That night—it wasn’t a physique contest. You two weren’t competing. There
wasn’t any prize to be awarded.”


“Sure there was,” Adolar insisted. “The prize was
pussy. And Urban and I both earned it. I guess, in that sense, it was a tie.”


“You’re nothing but a couple of filthy, degenerate
pigs, both of you. To that extent, yes, it was a competition—to see which of
you is the biggest, most selfish, inconsiderate jerk. And it was a tie.
You’re both equally disgusting.”


“Selfish? Inconsiderate? I beg to differ. I remember
Urban and me busting our asses, and our balls, working hard to make sure that
you got off, too, my love. And you got off more than once, didn’t you, thanks
to us?”


“Um,” Vanessza mumbled, noncommittedly, although she
had to admit that Adolar had a point. She always hated it when he was right,
and he got the better of her in a discussion.


For all her liberal attitudes and sense of sexual
adventurousness, there were moments when Vanessza gave in to a long-suppressed
but lingering puritanism. Then, she asked herself whether she and her husband
didn’t occasionally go too far, in their pursuit of pleasure.


On the occasion she and Adolar had just been
discussing, Bob hadn’t been available, because of a family obligation. But his
buddy Urban had, as always, labored manfully to satisfy the lusty married
couple. The sexy blond muscle pup was truly bisexual. He didn’t seem to care
which gender, male or female, he was with at any given moment, not so long as
he got off!


Vanessza remembered, with a strange combination of
shame and defiant, womanly sexual pride, some of the sexual excesses which she,
Urban, and Adolar had performed together on that fateful Friday night—and
again, when the three of them woke up in bed together on Saturday morning.


She remembered leaning over Adolar’s groin, with
Urban’s ardent young face next to hers, while both of them, she and Urban,
swabbed Adolar’s cock with their tongues, and, with his encouragement, they
took turns sucking him. Adolar wanted to see which of them gave better head!
Vanessza couldn’t remember which of them, she or Urban, had won that
contest—had earned the title of the better cocksucker. 


She also recalled subsequently lying on her back on
the bed, with her legs spread whorishly wide, while Adolar knelt on the
mattress and sucked her cunt—and Urban, kneeling behind him, licked
Adolar’s ass! Adolar’s tongue tapped a steady flow of Kata’s sex syrup, which
he lapped up, greedily. She could only imagine what Adolar was feeling, with
his muscular young weightlifter friend’s tongue planted in his ass, probing its
depths. The shudders which swept through Adolar’s muscular body suggested that
he liked having his ass eaten! Just as Urban’s obscene, muffled grunts betrayed
how much he was enjoying the feel, the smell, and the taste of his fellow bodybuilder’s
ass!


Even more lewdly, they’d then engaged in a sandwich
fuck. Vanessza was fucked by Urban, while Adolar shoved his cock up Urban’s ass
and plowed him. Each thrust Adolar made into his buddy’s anus resulted in a
corresponding stab of Urban’s stiff prick, deep into Vanessza’s vagina.


“Ooh, are you in him?” Vanessza had squealed.
“Are you in Urban’s ass, Adolar? I know he’s in me! He’s fucking me!”


“And I’m fucking him, baby,” Adolar had
confirmed. “My boy’s ass is mine. Just like your cunt is his! Fuck, goddamn
you, both of you! Yeah, all three of us, let’s just fuck!”


After that, she knew, she’d lost herself in sheer,
unrestrained promiscuity—writhing between the two well-built, well-hung,
oversexed men, using her mouth and her hands to stimulate them, offering her
mouth, her cunt, and her ass to them indiscriminately, for their cocks to
violate—! She’d been a total slut! And the worst part of it was, she’d enjoyed
every minute of it. Watching Adolar fuck Urban up the ass had turned her on,
too, so hotly that her pussy had spasmed spontaneously, treating her to yet
another orgasm. That gay shit was a surefire way to get her cunt contracting,
in the throes of climactic delight!


And then, to top it off, her treacherous, juiced-up
cunt had wanted cock in it again, fucking her—both guys’ seemingly insatiable
cocks, one after the other, screwing her, with bestial, animal lust,
remorselessly—!


This was where a woman had an advantage over a man.
She could be banged any number of times, without conceding defeat, so long as
there was a stiff prick which was capable of penetrating and filling and
fucking her! She’d worn both muscle studs out, she remembered, with lewd pride.
She’d fucked them out! By the time she was done with them, they were both
limp-dicked, spent, semi-conscious and ready to sink into a well-earned and
much-needed, restorative sleep.


“Too mad Bob couldn’t make it that night. He missed a
real orgy. You came so much that your cunt was a natural attraction, like a
waterfall,” Adolar reminisced, his voice snapping Vanessza out of her erotic
reverie.


“Okay, I don’t deny it. I admit it. Jesus! Now are you
happy, Adolar? Is that overinflated male ego of yours adequately stroked?”


“More or less. All teasing aside, Vanessza, you seem a
bit out of sorts. We ought to be immensely grateful to the boys, for being so
attentive, always going out of their way to please us. I don’t know why you felt
obligated to badmouth Urban, a moment ago.”


“Maybe I’m a little jealous—of your feelings for him,
and for Bob, too,” Kata blurted out. “Not many women would put up with this
shit, you know. Wasting her time in a guy who has a string of male lovers on
the side. If it ever came to a pinch, and you had to choose between us—well,
I’m not so sure you wouldn’t pick your precious Bob, or Urban, or one or more
of your other gym fucks, over me. So maybe I’m feeling a little insecure, just
now.”


“But there’s no need for me to choose.” Adolar sounded
uncharacteristically meek. “I can enjoy—and love—you all. You in one way, and men
like Urban and Bob and the rest in another way, in a guy way.”


“A gay way,” Kata said, spitefully.


“A bi way.”


“Whatever you say. Be careful. If you wander along
those ‘bi ways’ often enough, you may end up getting lost. You may have trouble
finding your way back to the ‘promised land’ of pussy. The next pair of sexy
panties I buy could have ‘no trespassing’ embroidered on them. That’d serve you
right.”


“Don’t be in a bad mood. It makes me feel guilty, when
I see you this uptight, and I know I’m responsible for it.”


“I’ll get over it. I always do.”


“Yes, you’re very forgiving. Very tolerant. And you
know, Vanessza, my love, we don’t have to invite Mirella and Tibor over.”


“Oh, yes, we do. I’m not going to risk you getting
frustrated here at home, and going roaming, looking for some action I won’t
know about!”


Vanessza and Adolar invited the other couple to come their
place on Friday evening, for drinks. When Tibor and Mirella showed up, Vanessza
was amused by Adolar’s efforts to play the part of the gracious host. Actually,
he wasn’t bad at it, despite his moments of clumsiness. He served some wine, an
excellent cabernet sauvignon, and everyone drank freely and appreciatively of
it.


From the start, Adolar and Tibor hit it off together,
famously. 


“It’s so exciting to meet you,” Tibor gushed. “Damn,
your physique is even more impressive in person that it looks in your photos!
You’re looking large and in charge, dude.”


“I’m getting good and pumped up, for the next
contest—and my next video,” Adolar said.


“Oh, wow! I’d love to hear some of your stories, about
what must go on during a porn shoot.”


Some bawdy talk ensued. After Adolar had shared a few
choice anecdotes about the porn business, the conversation turned, perhaps not
quite coincidentally, to the subject of sexual openness.


“I think complete sexual freedom is important in any
relationship,” Mirella declared, at one point. “To keep things from becoming
stale. Jealousy—possessiveness—expectations of exclusiveness—all of those
things are so outmoded and archaic. They’re relics of a paternalistic society.
Women should feel free to be every bit as sexually liberated as men. And labels—straight,
gay, even bi—they’re limiting. It’s all sex, and it’s all good.”


“Oh, I couldn’t agree more,” Adolar avowed. “Why don’t
we take this discussion into my bedroom, where we can put it to some practical
applications?” he suggested, in a suave, insinuating tone of voice. “I’m sure
we’d all be more comfortable in there.” 


Once all four of them were in the bedroom, there was
no more pretense that they were going to continuing behaving in a reasonably
civilized manner. They all just stood there for a moment, though, anticipating
what might soon be taking place on the waiting bed. Two men, and two women, all
sexually charged up—the atmosphere seemed thick with erotic tension, the very
air suffused with a palpable lewd anticipation!


“I’m still not used to participating in a real orgy,” Mirella
purred, seductively. “I’m not sure quite how to proceed.”


“Vanessza has been telling us that you two girls are
very—close,” Adolar said, suggestively, with a leer.


Mirella smiled at him.


“If you’re talking about possible girl-on-girl, lesbo
action,” she replied, “that’s right. We’re gal pals. And we’re ready to make
love to each other—aren’t we, Vanessza? We’ll prove to you guys that we don’t
require your precious penises, to get off.”


“Don’t need us men, huh?” Tibor inquired.


“Oh, you have your uses, sometimes,” was Vanessza’s
flippant response. “But we women can be resourceful, too.”


Tibor was a bold, uninhibited man, when it came to
sex. But in Adolar, he seemed to have met his match. The lusty Mr. Hungary
behaved as though they were on a porn set, getting ready to perform. He didn’t
hesitate to make a suggestion which some couples might have found outrageous,
especially upon such short acquaintance.


“How about a demonstration of some lesbo action,
ladies?” Adolar asked. “I’d like to watch that—and I bet Tibor would get off on
it, too.”


“Why not? I’m game, if Mirella is.” Glancing at Mirella,
Vanessza saw that the other young woman was offering no objections. In fact,
her eyes lit up with anticipation! “You want a show?” Vanessza asked the two
men. “Come on, then!”


Wantonly, she pulled her elegant cashmere sweater up
under her breasts, and then she worked it over her head, down her arms, and
off. Next, she unfastened her brassiere and tossed it aside, baring her
breasts.


“Jesus, you’ve got a great pair of boobs!” Tibor swore
under his breath. He was losing his shyness around women rapidly as Vanessza stood
before him, stripped to the waist, a sexy sight in her tight skirt, hose, and
heels.


She unzipped the skirt and pushed it down her thighs,
exposing her brief, transparent panties, which left very little to the
imagination—especially when she seated herself on the edge of the bed and
reached down first to slip off her shoes, and then to unroll her stockings down
her legs and pull them off. Standing up again, Vanessza ran her hand down over
the crotch of her panties and rubbed her mons veneris for Tibor and Adolar’s
benefit—but also, not so incidentally, for Mirella’s. Then she began peeling
the panties down her slim, sculptured legs and off, exposing herself
completely. Her pussy seemed to wink at Tibor, in wanton invitation.


“Aw, shit! You’re a natural redhead, aren’t you,
Vanessza? And—holy fucking Christ! What a body!” Tibor exclaimed.


“And I’m not shy about showing it off, as you can
see,” Vanessza told him.


“Oh, Adolar, you lucky bastard!” Tibor groaned. “Your
wife is beautiful!”


“You’re very gallant, kind sir,” Vanessza told Tibor,
with a sultry, seductive laugh.


Adolar turned to Mirella. “And you? Are you shy?”


“Not at all.” To prove it, Mirella began to strip,
too, dropping one item of her chic designer clothing after another onto the
floor.


When she was as naked as Vanessza was, she stepped up
to the other woman and embraced her, with a complete lack of self-consciousness
which only turned on the two men more. Vanessza groaned, her body tensing, when
she felt the gentle pressure of Mirella’s warm lips and tongue on her left
nipple. The cone got hard at once, and so did its rosy partner when Mirella’s
hand moved to it. Vanessza shivered in response to the stimulation. The sensual
redhead cupped the delicious blonde’s beautifully rounded ass cheeks in her
hands and she pulled Mirella close to her, so that their breasts and bellies
rubbed together in intimate, glowing contact. 


Moans and whimpers of awakening passion escaped from
the two girls’ parted lips as thighs opened and closed in restless, tremulous
response, as lips touched breasts and other lips, as hands sought, found, and
fondled flesh in caressing strokes. Vanessza’s brilliantly colored hair
cascaded around her head in a scarlet-gold shower when she bent over suddenly
and she let her tongue run along the entire length of Mirella’s torso from
throat to crotch, tracing every soft curve of the other woman’s superb figure
and leaving a wet, glistening trail behind.


Mirella’s fingers slipped between her lesbian lover’s
creamy thighs, brushed over the red-furred pussy slit, and they invaded the
damp, yielding warmth of the cunt opening which lay hidden beneath the sleek
patch of pubic fur. Vanessza’s labia quivered in response to her friend’s
insistent yet tender touch, so different from the way a man’s hand would
explore a woman’s private parts. She could already feel the sweet wetness of
arousal seeping out of her cunt. Her entire body felt hot, alive, responsive.


“Oh, Mirella—darling—touch me some more. Make me feel
good. Play with my pussy and my tits,” the redhead begged. “Oh, yes! Do it just
like that!”


“This is so fucking hot,” Adolar gasped.


“Oh, tell me about it, man! It’s sheer fucking
torture. I’m so hard. I’m dripping cum. I may pop my wad, just from looking at
this! Mirella, baby, spread her legs some more so we can see her cunt,” Tibor
pleaded.


Mirella obeyed.


“Wait, you two horny bastards,” Vanessza said,
addressing the two ogling men. “There are rules to this game! You’re going to
have to get naked, too. Having a couple of hot men’s bodies to look at while
I’m making love to a beautiful woman—that’s my idea of a really fun time! You
guys can jerk off while you watch, if you want to. But don’t either of you dare
come. Save that for when Mirella and I are finished, and we let you join us.”


“Yes, ma’am,” Adolar agreed. “I’m never one to argue
with a lady.”


He and Tibor quickly got undressed.


Then, for the time being, the girls took little or no
notice of the two nude male onlookers, so caught up were they with each other. Nude,
Tibor and Adolar dropped their hands to their groins and began to play with
themselves, getting their penises hard and stroking them, neither guy bothering
to be at all furtive about it.


“Vanessza, honey—I’m so hot and wet down there for
you—I need you to give me some loving, and I need it real bad!” Mirella
declared.


“Let’s eat each other,” Vanessza suggested, heatedly. Mirella’s
stroking, stabbing fingers were igniting lambent fires in her cunt.


“God damn, what a couple of gorgeous, sexy,
pussy-eating dykes,” Adolar grunted.


“There’s nothing dykey about either me or Mirella,” Vanessza
retorted. “We may be part-time lesbos, but we’re still all woman! Quite femme.”


Adolar laughed. “I stand corrected, my love.”


Masturbating even more vigorously, Adolar ogled the
two nude girls, who had gotten onto the bed. All the lights in the bedroom were
turned on and ablaze, and in the strong illumination the two writhing female
bodies were a vivid, utterly erotic spectacle against the bedsheets, on which
they lay in a dual pose of unrestrained abandon. Their heads were between each
other’s sleek, parted thighs. Their tongues lashed out at each other’s
stiffening clits. Their hands ran rapidly over breasts, buttocks, stomachs,
backs, and shuddering thighs. Vanessza’s rosier complexion contrasted perfectly
with Mirella’s delicate pallor as their limbs enmeshed to form a complex
interplay of squirming female flesh.


Mirella’s lithe, wet, eel-like tongue slithered into Mirella’s
tight-clenched pussy slit, slid up inside the delicate fleshy groove, and
stabbed at the redhead’s prominent clit, transforming that little love button
into a hotbed of sexual sensation and tempestuous desire. Vanessza, with her
arms wrapped around the other girl’s slim waist, gave as good as she was
getting. She ate pussy like the experienced sapphic adventurer she was, and she
was inflamed all the more by the realization that the two naked muscle men were
watching her and Mirella’s every lewd move—and obviously getting off on what
they saw. The two guys’ fists pumped with a machinelike regularity on their
stiff pricks, and they were wide-eyed, breathing hard, and perspiring.


Vanessza’s lips were smeared with Mirella’s
lubrications, and, judging by the way the blonde girl labored excitedly between
Vanessza’s rapidly expanding and contracting labia, Mirella was getting as much
love syrup in her own mouth as Vanessza was. The taste was intoxicating, and Vanessza
was in lesbian heaven as she ate that sweet, hot cunt which seethed and steamed
in response to her slightest touch. A nonstop litany of encouragements,
compliments, and cheers reached her ears from the two men who stood beside the
bed, masturbating.


“God damn it, this is almost enough to make me
turn straight,” Tibor whimpered.


“Eat her out, baby! Make her come!” Adolar told his
wife.


“Goddamn it, I’m just about ready to blast off myself,
just from watching this sexy shit!”


“Save it, buddy, just like Vanessza said. Don’t shoot.
Save it for the girls!”


“My fucking balls are aching, man. What a pair of sexy
broads!”


“You’re telling me! I guess all women have a little
bisexual in them. Just like all guys do!”


“I don’t doubt it. These two sure know how to get into
it with each other. Aw, shit, dude! I want to fuck that hot redheaded wife of
yours.”


“I want to fuck both of them! How about it, Vanessza?
You want to get screwed, after you and Mirella are done with each other?”


Tibor snickered. “She can’t talk right now. She has
her mouth full!”


“Christ, I’m hot!”


“Me, too. Yeah, hurry up, girls. Make each other come!
I could sure use a hot mouth or a hot pussy around my cock.”


“So, could I. Better come fast, girls, before we guys
get so horny we start fucking each other.”


“This is better than any lesbian porn video I’ve ever
seen.”


“Which of them has the bigger tits, would you say,
buddy—Mirella, or Vanessza?”


“Vanessza, but then she’s taller. Mirella has a nice
rack, too, though. And she’s got a beautiful ass on her.”


“My friend, that Mirella of yours is a
beautiful piece of ass. But so’s my Vanessza. Hard to choose between them,”
Adolar declared.


“Look at them go! Shit—I think Vanessza is about ready
to come!”


“Yeah, it sure looks like it. Eat cunt, you gorgeous
bitches! Lick and suck those pussies! Get it on!”


“They’re both just about there, I can tell! They’re
both going to come! God damn, I’m going to go right out of my fucking mind,
man! I can’t stand it any longer. I’m too fucking hot!”


“Yeah, it’s almost too good, too much! A guy could
just about die from frustration, watching this, jerking off, but not letting
himself shoot. It can’t be healthy to hold it in like this—!”


“They’re coming! They’re doing it, they’re there!
Look, dude, can’t you tell?”


“Yeah, I’ve seen enough broads go off to know an
orgasm when I see it. Look at that bitch’s ass move! Her tits, jiggling! And
her cunt—it’s flexing like hell!”


“Come! Come, both of you! Come at the same time!
That’s what we want to see!”


“They’re doing it. What a sight!”


“Fuck! Too much, man—it’s just too much!”


“Jesus, will you look at that—?”


Vanessza didn’t hear the rest of the lewd running commentary.
Her ears rang as the blood rushed to her temples and flooded her brain,
pounding in her head in time to her trip-hammering pulse. She felt herself
approaching the brink of a truly stupendous orgasm, and hurtling down into the
bottomless depths and darkness of the chasm which seemed to yawn up at her from
below. The bed spun beneath her sweaty, writhing body. Her vision blurred. Her
clit jerked convulsively against the underside of Mirella’s swabbing tongue as
the blonde girl let out a series of sharp, loud gasps and whimpers, which
betrayed only too clearly her own imminent explosion.


Vanessza wanted them both to blast together, as much
or more than the two men did. She felt herself swooning away, sinking into the
sea of orgasmic sensation. And then, gloriously, the pleasure and the intensity
seemed to double, and triple. It expanded, exponentially!


Mirella was right there inside her, coming, her cunt
quaking and echoing, hollowly, as though thunderbolts, or balls of lightning,
were rolling through it like so many balls hurtling down the lanes in a bowling
alley! The orgasm seemed to reach out and snatch at her and drag her deep into
itself. It seemed to last forever, getting more intense, more satisfying, more
thrillingly violent—before it began to ebb away in a long, steady, voluptuous
decrescendo of dying passion, which threatened to leave her limp and lifeless
from the sheer impact of it all.


Vanessza writhed in climactic ecstasy. Her body jerked
against Mirella’s in the fierce, tight spasms of orgasm, their thighs clamping
down on either side of their heads while they continued to eat each other from
mere force of habit, even though further stimulation was now unnecessary,
indeed superfluous. Their climaxing bodies took over completely, blocking out
conscious thought, and the delicious tremors hit them again and again.


“Oh—ah—yes,” Mirella moaned, her voice a velvety purr
of pleasure-drunk satiety. She licked at Vanessza’s thighs. Her breasts bounced
against the redhead’s stomach. “Oh, yes, eat me! Oh, Vanessza, honey, eat my
cunt, eat me out! It feels so good, your tongue on me, in me. Yes, do it, give
me more, still more, oh—!” the helpless girl babbled, as her tidal wave of
physical release carried her away.


But Vanessza was just as vocal.


“Coming—I’m still coming! I want to make it
last—forever! I can’t take it, it’s too good! Fuck! It feels so good to have
your tongue on my clit! I’m on fire, my clitty’s burning hot! It’s smoking! I’m
still coming—!” Vanessza broke off into gasps and groans when a second
orgasm struck her. It was as though a giant fist had slammed into her
diaphragm, depriving her of breath, of speech—only to close its huge fingers
into a tight grip around her quivering womb from inside and squeeze it until
she was sure her guts were reduced to jelly!


One last, wild shriek of lustful triumph, of
shameless, bestial gratification and glee, burst from her lips, as that
imaginary fist milked her vagina of its last tremulous drops of liquid, which
escaped her in a fluid, flowing sensation of exquisite, blissful release.


Her red hair was spread over Mirella’s hips and crotch
and frothy cunt in rippling waves as she collapsed beside the other girl, her
full breasts still vibrating from the prolonged aftereffects of that
extraordinary climax. Mirella’s pale golden tresses showered over Vanessza,
screening her drenched pussy fur from view. Their hands touched and clasped, and
they refused to relinquish their bodily contact, each superbly molded female
form pressing up the against the other one for warmth and comfort after the
shattering sexual experience they’d shared.


“Was it good for you?” Vanessza asked, her words
escaping from her lips in a husky, suggestive whisper, punctuated by a moan of
pure joy.


“Oh, it was terrific! Out of this world!” Mirella
assured her.


“Yeah, it looked great, from our end,” Adolar
interrupted them, with a touch of lustful irony. “But now it’s our turn to get
in on the action. Come on, girls. Show us what you can do with a couple of
guys, now. Let’s all get it on together!” He and Tibor, a pair of stiff-dicked
satyrs, joined the two naked girls on the bed.


Mirella knelt in front of Adolar and began to
deep-throat him with an oral dexterity and abandon which rivaled Vanessza’s own
sword-swallowing talents. The redhead seized the sex-crazed Tibor and pulled
him down on top of her. They kissed eagerly, and Vanessza rolled over onto her
belly on the mattress, her ass cheeks parting as she thrust her sensational
butt upward for Tibor to grab and knead with his sweaty palms.


“Take me doggy style,” Vanessza invited him in a
salacious whisper, her hair tumbling down over her face. “I love to feel a man’s
cock sliding into my pussy from behind. Go on, stick it in me, lover. I always
come better when I do it in this position. Fuck me!”


Tibor obliged, mounting her roughly from behind,
driving his immense dick between her soft thighs and plunging it blindly into
the still-steaming depths of her cunt. Vanessza was so hot and loose as a
result of her multiple orgasms with Mirella that her pussy opened up to accept Tibor’s
prick without any interfering friction or resistance at all. She clamped her
vaginal muscles closed around that big, thick rod and she began to hump her ass
back into his groin. She grabbed his hands and clapped them over her dangling
breasts, begging him to play with them as much and as hard as he chose.


“Ah, do me, fuck me, fuck me hard and hot, you nasty
bisexual stud!” Vanessza screamed. “Mirella’s told me all about you, you dog. You’re
a dirty switch-hitting bitch, Tibor! But you can fuck women, too. Yeah, be a
man. Screw me! Oh, pump that big, hard dick of yours in and out of my cunt,
baby! Make me come! I know you like it, being in my pussy. I know you can do
it—yeah, you can make me come! Uh, just pretend you’re pounding one of your
muscle fuck queer boyfriends. Pretend you’re fucking Adolar. That ought to
inspire you!”


“Fuck her, man!” Adolar yelled, encouraging his new buddy.
“And suck me, Mirella, you beautiful, hot-mouthed bitch! Get ready to swallow
my fucking load! All of it! Goddamn it, I’m going to come!”


The wild fucking and sucking four-way sex was over all
too soon. Both Adolar and Tibor were too aroused by the lesbian action they’d
seen to hold back for long. Mirella swallowed her virile muscle stud’s sperm,
and Vanessza got a thorough dick-douching in her insatiable snatch, which left
her dripping with the surplus semen flow. Both men seemed exhausted by the time
they’d finished coming.


But their apparent enervation was deceptive. Quickly
rallying, they went at it again, putting their revived erections to good use.


Vanessza found herself squatting obscenely over the
supine Tibor’s groin, while he drove his pelvis up at her butt, bum fucking her
from below. His cock pounded her anus, making her shiver and squeal, and his
hands roamed over her body, toying with her nipples, her pussy lips, and her
clit.


“Ah! Oh, my God!” Vanessza  squealed. “You love that
back door fucking, don’t you, stud? But there’s nothing too queer about
you! You know how to please a woman, how to take care of her, don’t you? Fuck
me—fuck my ass!”


“You’re the kind of slut who can make any gay guy
change his mind,” Tibor declared. “While he’s in you, anyway,” he added, by way
of qualification. He savagely plowed Vanessza’s ass.


Beside them on the rocking bed, Mirella was receiving
similar treatment from Adolar, who fucked her first in the vagina, and then in
her ass. Mirella’s shrieks of delight as Adolar took her anally rivaled Vanessza’s
in intensity.


“Ooh, your cock feels so big and hard in my behind!” Mirella
cried.


“I wouldn’t give up pussy for anything,” Adolar
gasped, “but there’s nothing quite like a really responsive ass. Doesn’t really
matter whether it belongs to a guy or a girl!”


“Yeah,” Tibor agreed. “Fucking ass is just about my
favorite thing! Next to taking a big cock up my butt, myself.”


Vanessza groaned in mock despair as she rode Tibor’s
dick. “We girls are going to have to work harder, if we don’t want you guys to
run off together.”


“I’m not planning on going anywhere—not with a pair of
gorgeous gals like you around,” Adolar vowed, gallantly.


The frenzied sex went on for long minutes on end. Vanessza
and Mirella, with their clits stimulated by the two men’s busy fingers, and
burning hot, like two smoldering matches, climaxed repeatedly. Only then did
the two guys speed up their fucking motions even more, driving themselves
irresistibly toward orgasm. After ejaculating in the women’s rear ends, they
collapsed again.


But, weary though they were, they were also exultant.


“We’re going to have to do this foursome thing more
often,” Tibor declared.


“Yeah, a lot more often,” Adolar agreed. “How about
it, Vanessza?”


“I’m all in favor of it, provided Mirella is, too,”
the sensuous redhead said.


“Oh, I am,” Mirella assured them. “I am!”


“That’s settled, then,” a gleeful Adolar proclaimed.
“From now on, we’re a quartet!”


“Four swingers,” Tibor suggested.


“Two studs and two sluts,” Mirella said. “Unashamed.
Uninhibited. And proud of it!”


A sultry smile creased Vanessza’s full red lips. Now
that, under the tutelage of her worldly, sophisticated, and very versatile husband,
she’d been giving bi a wholehearted try, she never wanted to go back! Monogamy,
she was convinced, was for fools.


“That was quite some orgy,” Mirella told Vanessza,
when the two women got together later, and discussed it. “We’re going to have
to do it again, soon. Maybe with Gregor, next time. When Tibor’s otherwise
occupied, fucking one of his bodybuilder buddies.”


“Why leave Tibor out of it? We can invite both him and
Gregor to join Adolar, you, and me,” Vanessza suggested. “We can make it a
quintet! More cock for us, darling. God knows there’s never enough of that to
go around!”


“Oh, Vanessza!” Mirella pretended to be scandalized.
“You are one wicked woman!”


“Yes, I am. And I’m not the least bit ashamed. I’m
damn proud of it!”











Chapter Thirty-Four: A Muscle Pup’s Porn Debut


 


Adolar sat down with one of the porn studio’s
producers, Imre, to discuss future projects.


“Our next video will be another starring vehicle for
you, Adolar,” Imre promised. “You’ll get top billing, of course, and the whole
thing will be built around you.”


“There’s no need to schmooze me, Imre. You know I’m
easy. What’re we going to do this time? All guys, or bi?”


“All male, with one straight scene thrown in, because
your public thinks of you as a bisexual stud, and they like to see you screwing
women as well as guys. The title’s going to be Én Gonosz Mostohaapja [His
Wicked Stepfather].”


“Let me guess. I’m going to play the stepfather?”


“Yeah. These incest-themed videos are very popular.
The straight scene I mentioned—you’ll fuck your wife in that. But of course
your character cheats on her, with men. And you end up seducing your stepson.”


“Well, that’s a surprise!”


“At first, he resents you, hates your guts. But then
he succumbs to your manly charm,” Imre gushed.


“Ah, redeeming social value. A tale about establishing
solid family ties.”


“Solidly muscular ones, and solid erections,” Imre
joked.


“Okay, I’m in,” Adolar agreed. “Who do you have in
mind to play the kid?”


“Well, I’ve been thinking. This would be a good role
for a beginner. We’re always on the lookout to recruit new talent. Fresh faces
and bodies—”


Adolar grinned. “As opposed to the old whores like
me?”


“I’ll let that pass. You haven’t even reached your
prime yet, and you know it. Anyway, you may be able to help us out. Knowing you,
Adolar, I’m willing to bet you know some hot young bodybuilders who are willing
to break into porn, and who’d be thrilled to appear in their first video with you.
You know anybody like that?”


Adolar’s grin turned into a smug, self-satisfied
smirk. “Oh, do I ever!”


Adolar had little difficulty talking Bob into making
his porn debut. He introduced Bob to Imre and some of the other men at the
studio—who were enthusiastic, especially after, with Adolar’s encouragement,
stripped down to his shorts for them, to show them his physique.


“Loose the underwear,” Adolar insisted. “They’re not
interested just in your face and your body, you know!”


Blushing a little, Bob obediently undressed all the
way, posing naked and giving the men a good look at his cock and ass.


They offered him a contract on the spot. Adolar’s
recommendation had already given Bob an advantage, but he got the job because
of his undeniable physical assets. 


In the two weeks which elapsed before the shoot,
Adolar prepared Bob, coaching him. His Wicked Stepfather, Bob was
surprised to see, actually had a script. It consisted mostly of stage
directions and brief dialogue exchanges for the non-sexual scenes. Interspersed
between many of these paragraphs, centered in the page, was the cryptic
abbreviation SJ.


“What does ‘SJ’ mean?” Bob inquired.


“Szex Jelenet [Sex Scene], of course.”


“Oh.”


Bob was nervous about the prospect of speaking
dialogue. He was actually more anxious about that than he was about
performing sex acts in front of a camera!


“Don’t worry about it,” Adolar assured him. “The only
person who really cares about that shit is the guy they pay a few forints to
write it. I know him, he’s a college kid, just like you. He has dreams of
writing for real movies. He’ll have a hissy fit if he hears us deviate
from what he’s written, but we do that all the time. After familiarizing
ourselves with the characters and the so-called plot and the general way a talk
scene is supposed to go, we ‘thespians’ always end up improvising, to a greater
or lesser extent. So if you get stuck, just keep talking, and bluff your way
through it. In the case of a total breakdown, we can always do it again and
they’ll fix it during the editing, but that’s rare.”


One of the porn studio’s investors offered the crew
the use of his house in the suburbs, as the location for the shoot. This, Bob
learned was fairly common practice in the Hungarian porn industry. It cut
costs, and many gay men thought it was a status symbol to have their homes
showcased in a video. An additional perk was that the homeowners were allowed
to observe the shoot, and lust after the performers.


And so Bob found himself spending a weekend working in
a quite luxurious private dwelling.


“Here,” Adolar told Bob, shortly after their arrival.
“I got these from my doctor friend, Laszlo.” He showed Bob two small blue pills
in his open palm, offering him one.


“What are they?”


“Dick stiffeners,” Adolar informed him, bluntly.
“Treats erectile dysfunction, otherwise known as ‘old guy limp dick syndrome.’
Go on, swallow it.”


Bob hesitated. “I don’t think either of us has any
problem getting hard or staying hard.”


“No, but this is just insurance. Keeps you going if we
end up doing more than one take.” Adolar set the example by downing his pill,
and Bob imitated him.


Aware that Bob, as a newcomer, was nervous, especially
about the dialogue bits, the video’s director, Peter, had arranged the shooting
schedule to get as many of them as possible out of the way first.


Bob was lucky to be making his debut with two
experienced performers—Adolar, of course, and also an actress named Ildiko, who
played Bob’s mother. Just as Adolar was awfully young to be Bob’s stepfather, Ildiko
was incongruously youthful to be plausibly cast as his Mom. In addition to her
porn work, Ildiko was a stripper, a featured attraction in one of Budapest’s
more upscale strip clubs—and, like Adolar and so many other porn performers,
she escorted. She was a voluptuous, full-breasted, beautiful blonde. Bob couldn’t
help thinking that none of his fellow college students had a mother like her—at
least not to his knowledge! But the video’s viewers would presumably not be too
concerned about any such lapses in verisimilitude. They’d be interested in the
sex, and all of the performers worked hard, so as not to disappoint them.


Bob played a couple of scenes in which he behaved like
a sullen, spoiled brat, who resisted his “mother’s” efforts to persuade him to
be nice to his “stepfather.” Bob refused to call Adolar “Dad,” and he reacted
with scorn when Adolar tried to use their mutual interest in bodybuilding to
find some common ground between them and establish a rapport. But they filmed
some footage in which Adolar was relaxing around the house, wearing nothing but
a pair of snug-fitting gym shorts—and Bob couldn’t prevent himself from
glancing at the older man’s nearly nude body, with a mixture of grudging
admiration and suppressed, smoldering lust.


With this material safely in the can, they moved on to
Bob’s first actual SJ, or sex scene—which was a solo. Alone in his bedroom, he
undressed, he posed and flexed in front of a mirror, and then he lay naked on
his bed, leafing through a bodybuilding magazine. Aroused by the photos of the
physique stars, he began to masturbate. Jerking off, after all, came quite
naturally to him. Bob really got into it, using his free hand to toy with his
nipples, or to play with his ass.


Finally, he delivered his very first cum shot—his very
first one recorded by a camera, that is! His overexcited cock, stroked by his
fist past the point of no return, spurted a miniature geyser of very wet semen
up into the air, the jism raining down upon Bob’s naked, perspiring body, with
its muscles tensed under his hot, flushed skin.


“God, that was perfect, kid!” Peter exclaimed, after
he’d called out, “Cut!”


“Nobody’s think you were new to this racket, Bob,”
agreed Adolar, who’d been observing from outside of camera range, providing
moral—or rather immoral!—support. “See? There’s nothing to it.”


“Well, the real test is still to come,” a breathless
Bob gasped.


“Take a quick break, clean yourself up, and then we’ll
just go ahead and do it,” Peter said. “It’s always a good idea to strike while
the iron’s hot. And,” he added, with a knowing smile, “while those pills you
studs popped are still kicking in and doing their job.”


While Ildiko’s character was away on a shopping spree,
stepfather and stepson were left alone in the house.


Adolar succeeded in getting Bob into bed by the simple
expedient of flattering the strapping young lad on his bodybuilding progress.


“You’re looking large and in charge,” he declared,
looking Bob up and down. “You’ve put on some muscle lately.”


“Have I?” Bob responded, innocently. Basking in the
older guy’s praise, he preened a little.


“When was the last time you measured yourself?”


“I don’t know. A while ago.”


“Let’s do it now,” Adolar suggested.


Bob stripped down, and Adolar went to work on him with
a measuring tape, getting more than a little touchy-feely in the process. A little
uncomfortable at first, Bob soon got aroused, unable to conceal his
chemically-enhanced boner. Adolar was brazenly stiff-dicked, too, which Bob
didn’t fail to notice.


Bob suggested that Adolar lose his clothes, too, so
Bob could measure him.


Increasingly confident in front of the camera, Bob
handled this bit of acting rather well. He and Adolar were soon embracing and
kissing, pressing their naked bodies, their mouths, and their cocks together,
rubbing, moaning.


From that point on, and dialogue could safely be
more-or-less improvised, without any need to stick to the script. After all, it
was pretty clear just how this intimate family drama was going to turn out!


The two men retired into one of the house’s guest
bedrooms, which was standing in as Bob’s bedroom. Adolar’s calculating,
adulterous character was too shrewd to risk messing up the marital bed during
his wife’s absence! Moments later, they were naked on Bob’s bed, going at it
with their customary lusty mutual abandon, no longer really playacting, but
enjoying themselves the way they so often did in real life. Adolar let Bob suck
him for a little while. Bob had been practicing his cocksucking with the same
diligence he brought to his weight training, and he’d quickly gotten very good
at it. Now, his talented mouth gave his “stepfather” a great deal of pleasure
as it worked on his cock. But Adolar was already too excited by the sight of
the muscular college boy’s cute little bubble butt. Quickly availing himself of
a condom and an application of lube, Adolar invited his bodybuilder protégé to
sit on his dick.


Bob was the complaisant type. Without hesitation, he’d
impaled himself on Adolar’s erection. Soon, squatting over the other man’s
groin, he was bouncing up and down, riding Adolar, who for all practical
purposes could simply lie there while Bob fucked himself on his cock. Every now
and then, though, Adolar did make a token thrust, if only to introduce some
variety into the anal pounding Bob was receiving from him.


“For a guy who’s always behaved as though he was one
hundred per cent straight, you certainly seem to like my cock. You really are a
hot-assed, insatiable little muscle bitch, aren’t you?” Adolar gasped. This was
the crass “stepdad’s” idea of a compliment.


Bob, far from being offended, accepted his fucker’s
blunt praise in the spirit in which it was intended. “And you’re quite a stud,”
he responded. “God! I think that big thing of yours is getting even thicker and
harder inside me than it felt like at first. Now it feels huge. It’s
really stretching me open and filling me up. Oh, man, I really like what your
cock is doing to my ass!”


Adolar grunted.


Not for the first time, he was struck by the
difference between men’s and women’s sexual responses.


A woman almost always took longer to arouse than a
man. It was a slower, more gradual process. In its way, though, that could be
just as exciting for Adolar, because it presented him with a chAdolarge. And
the payoff was often spectacular. Once a female sex partner got thoroughly
warmed up, she could really get into the act, casting all of her usual
inhibitions aside. That was what Adolar especially enjoyed—knowing that his
lovemaking could make a lady behave like a whore. And, of course, women were
often multi-orgasmic. Coming once usually didn’t satisfy them; it only made
them eager to climax again.


A man, by contrast, was quicker on the trigger—and he
only had so many shots loaded in him at once, which he could fire off in close
succession. After that, he’d need to rest and recuperate, before he was ready
for action again.


That was one reason why Adolar liked having two or
more men in bed with him at once. It was always wise to have a spare erection
on hand!


At the moment, though, Bob was doing just fine at
satisfying Adolar, all on his own.


“Let’s try a different position, my boy,” Adolar
suggested to Bob.


“Okay. Whatever you want.”


Adolar fucked Bob some more, this time with Bob
sprawled flat on his back, with his legs high in the air and held obscenely
wide open by Adolar’s hands gripping his ankles, while Adolar’s cock pistoned
itself brutally in and out between the young muscle man’s upraised buttocks. In
this position, Adolar could be more proactive, maintaining a greater control of
the fuck.


Bob jerked himself off while he was fucked, his cock
feeling much larger and stiffer than it usually did, so great was his
excitement, as it twitched in his fist.


“Fuck me, big man—oh, fuck me,” he repeated,
frantically. “Keep pounding that big stud cock of yours into my hole. Oh,
God—you’re doing it to me, dude. I’m going to come!”


“Go right ahead. Shoot your fucking load,” Adolar
encouraged him. He grinned, under the wet layer of sweat that coated his
handsome face. “Shoot that jism all over me, little buddy. I want to see your
hot, wet cum fly all over the goddamn place, and land on us both.”


That did it for Bob. Hearing the dirty talk pulled his
trigger. Like an overheated piece of artillery, his phallic weapon reared back
within the tight grip of his fist—and then it fired, spilling its liquid load
all over his own body and Adolar’s. Adolar let go of Bob’s left leg and,
breathing hard, still screwing him energetically, he rubbed Bob’s semen all
over himself, smearing his heaving chest and his stiff nipples, in particular,
with the slippery natural ointment. 


Then, continuing to put on a good, provocative show
for the camera, Adolar raised his fingers to his lips and noisily sucked them
clean. The taste of Bob’s cum seemed to set off his own detonation, far up
inside Bob’ asshole. Within seconds, Adolar was coming, too. But he was too
much of a pro to forget to provide the all-important cum shot. He yanked his
cock free from Bob’s butthole a split-second before he began to ejaculate His
body convulsed with helpless pleasure, after he ripped the condom from his cock
and flung it aside. Without needing to touch his rigid, fiercely throbbing
penis, let alone stroking it, he unloaded his sperm in awesome quantities,
spraying it all over Bob’s quaking body.


“How’d that feel?” Adolar asked.


“Great!”


“You’re a good fuck,” Adolar declared.


“And you’re quite a stud,” Bob replied. “I couldn’t
help myself—I just went crazy when you started to give my asshole a pounding
like that. I love to get fucked! Don’t stop,” he pleaded. “Keep your cock hard,
if you can, and shove it back in my ass. Please,” he added.


“Hmm, I’m not used to hearing you be so polite when
you talk to me. Don’t worry. I’m not done with you yet, son. I have every
intention of doing what we just did all over again. I’m still hard,” Adolar
pointed out.


“You sure are. Doesn’t that thing of yours ever
go soft?”


“Not for long,” Adolar admitted. “Give me a few
minutes to catch my breath, and I’ll show you. I’ll be ready to go again before
you know it.”


But Adolar required only a few moments’ rest, not a
few minutes’ worth. Almost immediate, he reinserted himself inside Bob’s eager
anus. He began to thrust back and forth inside Bob’s anal sheath again.
Groaning with helpless pleasure, Bob tightened his sphincter and his internal
anal muscles, squeezing them around his fucker’s thick, inflexible shaft. Once
again, he surrendered his body to his bisexual lover—unreservedly,
passionately. This porn stuff was hard work, but it was also pure pleasure.


The two men settled in for another long, hard ride.


“Ride it, boy,” Adolar demanded. “Ride my cock, you
hot-assed little muscle bitch! That’s right. Fuck yourself on it. Why should I
do all the work? Up and down, baby … just go right on sliding that hot, tight
butt of yours up and down on my big, hard dick. It feels good, doesn’t it?”


“It feels great,” Bob groaned. “Oh, your cock feels so
good in my ass! But … Mom must never find out about this!”


“Don’t worry,” Adolar assured his “stepson.” He
grunted, when Bob’s anal muscles contracted around the bulk of his prickshaft.
“I’m very good at hiding things from her. Uh, keep doing it like that, son. Squeeze
your ass against my dick just like that.”


“After this,” Bob groaned, “after all this—I guess I
ought to start calling you ‘Dad,’ after all.”


“That’d be nice,” Adolar agreed.











Chapter Thirty-Five: Why Stop Now?


 


A porn video was much like the products of a
respectable movie studio, in one respect. Even when a porn video had a
rudimentary plot line, scenes weren’t necessary shot in chronological sequence.


Bob had successfully completed his contribution to the
production. But, at Imre’s invitation, he remained in the house, so that he
could observe Adolar and Ildiko doing their sex scene together.


“It could be educational for you, kid,” Imre
explained. “Seeing a real pro like Adolar in action.”


“I’m sure it will be,” Bob replied. “But, as a matter
of fact, I just saw him action, when he and I did out scene. I felt him,
too,” he added, ruefully. “My ass is still sore.”


“Yours, and every other guy’s with whom Adolar’s
worked. The stud’s a sex machine, isn’t he? You just flip the switch, and he
fucks. Anyway—participating in a scene, actually doing the sex, isn’t quite the
same as standing back and observing it, more or less objectively. So—watch and
learn.”


The token straight sex scene, intended to be inserted
into an otherwise exclusively gay male video, consisted of Adolar and Ildiko,
playing the husband and wife, discussing her son, before indulging in a marital
fuck.


The house’s master bedroom served as the couple’s
bedroom.


Ildiko wore a spaghetti-strap slip in peach-colored
silk with lilac-colored lace on the bodice and the hem. She was wearing full
makeup—ostensibly, to go to bed and sleep. It was another example of porn’s
freewheeling attitude toward strict verisimilitude.


She and Adolar began a running conversation while Adolar
got undressed—slowly, for the benefit of the camera—and used the bathroom,
getting ready for bed.


“I’m worried about Denes,” Ildiko said. Denes was the
name the scriptwriter had given Bob’s character.


“How so?”


“He’s been so rebellious, lately. And so rude to you.
He wasn’t raised that way.”


“Oh, he’s just going through a phase. All boys his age
do,” Adolar suggested, dismissively.


 Adolar’s nighttime bathroom routine—caught on camera—was
concluded, and he came back into the bedroom, unselfconsciously nude. His
penis, the subject of so much discussion and the object of so many gay men’s fantasies,
swung between his huge, hard-muscled thighs in a relaxed state of
post-urination flaccidity. Staying in character as the demure wife, pretending
that she wasn’t aware that she was doing so, Ildiko let her eyes focus for a
moment on her lover’s endowment. The tip of some men’s penises could be quite
peculiarly shaped. Adolar’s plump pink cockhead, however, was nicely symmetrical:
it resembled the ready-to-open bloom of certain varieties of tulips.   


Adolar slid into bed beside Ildiko. 


“Maybe Denes is frustrated, because he doesn’t have
much of a sex life,” he remarked.


“He’s too young to have any kind of sex life!”
Ildiko protested, managing to deliver the line with a straight face.


“He doesn’t seem to show much interest in girls.”


Ildiko gasped. “Are you saying … he could be gay?”


“Oh, not necessarily. Maybe just confused.”


“Well, thank God you’re not confused, darling,”
Ildiko purred, her character speaking with unconscious irony. “There’s nothing
sexually ambivalent about you.”


“Nothing whatsoever,” Adolar lied. “Hmm, don’t you
look pretty tonight?” He ran one fingertip down from the side of Ildiko’s neck
to her shoulder, in the process hooking one strap of her slip and lowering it
around her upper arm. His fingertip lingered on her firm flesh. “Are you
wearing panties under that?” he asked.


“Why don’t you find out for yourself?”


Adolar’s other hand disappeared under the bedclothes
draped over Ildiko’s waist. He caressed her bare thigh, then found the bottom
hem of her slip and pushed it upward. His searching fingers encountered a pair
of lace-trimmed silk panties. His fingers began to explore the texture of the
lace.


“Found anything you like?” Ildiko asked.


“I always do.” With his free hand, Adolar was careful
to pull the bedclothes away from both their bodies and toss them aside on the
bed, so that the camera could get a good closeup of what he was doing.


Ildiko sighed contentedly, while Adolar continued to
touch her intimately, now with both hands. “Oh, yeah,” she moaned. “You must
have had an especially good, hard workout at the gym, before you came home
tonight. You always seem to be all charged up after you’ve done your iron
pumping. And you’re never too tired to pump something else!”


“Bodybuilding increases a man’s testosterone level,”
Adolar murmured. “And his sex drive.” He stopped stroking Ildiko’s
shoulder and arm, but only long enough to reach over, slide his hand under the
bodice of the slip, and cup his palm around one large, firm breast, letting his
thumb brush in rapid strokes across the taut nipple.


Ildiko’s entire body quivered in response. She had
always been an exceptionally responsive sex partner, and Adolar, after having
performed with her in previous videos, knew how to get the best out of her. She
let out her breath in a moan of mingled delight and invitation that had his
whole body clenching in betrayal of his own sexual need, his muscles bunching
up the way they did during a strenuous posing routine.


He touched her moist lips with one fingertip, which
she licked with a wanton suggestiveness.


Adolar’s other hand was still busy deftly pulling Ildiko’s
panties down over her legs.


A rush of warm air accompanied the loss of her
panties, and then, with the hot lamps positioned around the bed beating down on
her, beads of perspiration appeared on Ildiko’s flesh, like dewdrops glistening
on the petals of a rose. But an even more intense heat, one of internal origin,
immediately followed when Adolar replaced his hard, hot hand at the juncture of
her thighs. A deep pulsing rhythm took hold of her, starting where his hand
pressed so intimately against her and traveling to every nerve ending her body
possessed. She arched up into his waiting palm.


“Rub my pussy, baby,” she urged him. “Rub my pussy and
make it purr.”


“Damn, but you feel good.” His lust-hoarsened voice
made her heart pound in reaction. “I love touching your clit. It’s like a warm
little pearl tucked in there between your cunt lips.”


She forced her eyes open and looked at him. His own
eyelids were shut tight, his jaw clenched; he was concentrating on what he was
doing to her, his own need as intense as hers, even though it was momentarily
sidelined. He opened his eyes and smiled at her.


“Get that slip off so we can fuck naked,” Adolar
whispered, fiercely.


Ildiko shed the slip. Nude, she abandoned herself to
him. She rested her head back against the pillow and relaxed her thighs,
opening herself to him even wider, to show him how much she wanted it. As he
settled into a sensual rhythm, waves of pleasure rippled through her, first
building, then easing up, but easing up only to rush through her again, more
insistent than before. The sounds of animalistic lust emerging from deep in her
throat ought to have embarrassed her, but they didn’t. 


Those lewd moans coming from deep within her excited
him, as did the sight and the sensation of her legs relaxing, opening wide,
inviting him to continue his explorations. Adolar sucked in a ragged breath. He
was already damn close to ejaculating, even though neither of them had so much
as touched his now stiffened and grossly distended cock. He forced himself to
ignore the throbbing in his loins, to concentrate not on satisfying and coming
himself but on making Ildiko come.


He picked up the pace with one hand on her breast,
easing his middle finger inside her smooth, wet vaginal heat with the other.
She gasped more loudly. Lowering his head, he drew the tip of her nipple into
his mouth and tugged gently on it with his teeth. That was all it took.


The spasm hit her hard, and she arched off the bed.
The moist clenching and unclenching around his probing finger hit him even
harder. Her strong cunt muscles nipped at his finger as though they wanted to
bite it off and draw it deep inside her. His own body was getting close to the
breaking point, and she hadn’t even touched him. He had closed his eyes again,
but now he opened them in time to watch her face contort with the pleasure he
was giving her.


“Lover, oh, lover! Don’t make me wait. Fuck me! Now!” The
demand burst from her lips unexpectedly, and the sound triggered an intense
reaction in him, one so strong that he could no longer remain in control.


He reached out blindly, groping for the condom which
had been placed at the ready under the pillow on his side of the bed, and his
hand touched Ildiko’s. She was feeling for the foil packet containing the
rubber, too. Ildiko always insisted that her male costars use protection when
they screwed her.


“Put it on quick,” she whispered, still breathless
from her orgasm, as her fingers closed around the packet and pushed it into his
palm.


Adolar ripped the packet open, extracted the condom,
and deftly rolled it down over his aching cock. But when he reached out toward
the nightstand for the tube of lubricant which was also set out there, Ildiko’s
hand shot out and closed around his wrist, restraining him.


“I’m so wet,” she panted. “No lube. Just put it in me.
Oh, put it in me quick!”


He straddled her until their bodies aligned, grinding
himself hard against her, searching for the ultimate satisfaction he’d
deliberately denied them both up until now. Her thighs locked around his waist,
and he angled his latex-sheathed cock downward, inserting it into the wet slit
between her pulsing vaginal lips.


“Yes, oh, yes,” she gasped, tossing her head from side
to side on the mattress so that her long hair flung itself across the sheets.
Her body welcomed him, drawing his manhood deep inside her.


Adolar began to stroke. He was loving her hard, the way
she liked it. Her vaginal muscles were so well developed that she could bring
most men off at will simply by clenching them too forcefully. She fought to
maintain some semblance of control over her body in order to prolong this
agonizing pleasure. 


Adolar, like many men, gay, straight, or in his case
bi, wasn’t above indulging in some far-ranging fantasies, even when he was with
a partner and both of them were in the throes of mutual passion. Right now, Adolar
was thinking about a certain young bodybuilder whom he’d fucked quite recently,
there on the set.


Bob! he thought
savagely. You hot-assed little muscle bitch! The next time I fuck you for
fun, I’m going to fuck you just like this! I’m going to make you beg for it—remind
you that you’re my boy! Oh yeah, baby, I can still feel your hot tight little
ass, squirming around my big dick, grabbing hold of me like this, getting me
hot, so fucking hot, making me want to come! Oh hell, I’m getting close!
Already so fucking close! I don’t know if I can hold out much longer!


And he couldn’t, not for long. He could feel his
climax start to surge up in his loins, forcing him to exert his will power to
delay the flow of sperm, to pace himself and continue fucking his beautiful,
voluptuous, sexy female sex partner. 


“Don’t stop,” Ildiko pleaded. “Oh God, don’t stop!”


“I don’t want to stop.” Adolar continued to thrust
back and forth inside her.


I’m going to make you come, too, pretty
boy,
he thought, still picturing Bob’s face and body in his mind. I’m going make
you shoot your load all over the place, all over both of us. Hot damn! Bob’s
right over there, watching us fuck. I wish he was here in the bed with us … I
wish this was a threesome. But then his character would be fucking his mother!
Kind of kinky, even by the studio’s standards. But the next time Vanessza and I
get that boy in bed with both of us—I swear to God we’ll drain him dry! Fucking
hell, I can almost taste his sweet hot cum in my mouth—!


Remembering what it felt and tasted like to have
Nate’s semen flooding the interior of his mouth, imagining that he was
ingesting one of the young muscle stud’s loads at the moment, Adolar began to shudder
in the warning throes of approaching orgasm. Ildiko let out a stifled little
squeal as she came again, helplessly.


It was cum shot time. Adolar withdrew his prick from
her seething pussy, tore the condom off his cock, and sprayed his semen all
over Ildiko’s breasts and belly and thighs.


“Ooh, that’s what I like!” Ildiko squealed, writhing
while the cum rained down on her. “It’s so hot and wet! It’s stinging me, like
needles! Oh, yeah, baby—shoot that stuff all over me!’


A few moments later, spent, Adolar eased himself off
her. 


“That was—!”
she gasped.


“Don’t say it,” he muttered. He’d gotten so carried
away that he’d come close to losing control, which was unusual for him during a
porn shoot.


“Incredible.”


“I came too fast,” he apologized—speaking not only to
the character Ildiko was playing, but to Imre and Peter, as well. God damn
you, Bob! Adolar decided. It was all Bob’s fault for getting
him so overexcited!


“I don’t recall watching the clock. On the contrary,
darling. While you were fucking me, time seemed to stand still.” Ildiko turned
on her side and gazed up at Adolar with passion-dazed eyes.


“It sure did. And I wouldn’t worry about Denes,” the
wicked stepfather told his wife. “I’ll have a little man-to-man talk with him.
Maybe that’s what the boy needs. Some fatherly advice, and an older man, to be
a sort of male role model.”


Adolar took Ildiko in his arms and kissed her. A
bisexual guy couldn’t ask for a more beautiful, sensuous, or exciting woman to
work with. At times like these, Adolar was fully aware that he was enjoying the
best of both worlds.


“And … cut!” Peter sang out. “Awesome, you two! Just
awesome … as always!”


A few days later, back in Budapest, the video’s
producer and director were discussing the editing of the footage they’d shot.
They’d invited Adolar and Bob to join them, for lunch.


“I’m very pleased,” Imre declared. “I’m sure that His
Wicked Stepfather is going to be a big success.”


“Yeah, I think we’ve got another hit on our hands,”
Peter agreed. “You’ve done it again, Adolar. But then, you always come through
for the studio. And Bob—what a debut! You’re a natural.”


“We ought to do a sequel,” Adolar suggested, casually.
“Why stop now?”


Imre was excited. “What a great idea! With you,
Ildiko, and Bob in the cast again, of course. But we can introduce a new
character. I know! Bob, your character, the stepson, has an older brother—who
comes home from college—or better yet, from the military. Yeah—like you and
Adolar, he’s all pumped up, as a result of all that military training.  Adolar,
you seduce him, too. And Bob, you fool around with your “big brother.” The
climax is a threesome in which the stepdad fucks both of his stepsons.”


“Um, the family that plays together—!” Adolar quipped.


“Now, all we have to do is find another hot
bodybuilder, another new ‘discovery,’ like Bob, to play the brother,” Peter
said. “Somebody who looks enough like Bob to be plausible as his sibling,”


“Well, guys … I have an older brother, actually,” Bob
informed Peter and Imre. “He’s bisexual, too, just like me. His name’s Istvan.
You’ve met him, Adolar.”


“Yeah. He’s hot as fuck!” Adolar declared, with
relish.


“Is he a bodybuilder, too?” Peter demanded.


“Sure.”


“Does he look anything like you?” was Peter’s next
question. “I mean, as good?”


“I’m the better-looking one,” Bob boasted, without
shame. “But I guess Istvan’s a little bigger than me.”


Imre was excited. “Think he’d do it?”


Bob smiled. “Oh, I think I can persuade him.”


An accurate prediction!











Chapter Thirty-Six: Muscle Bros


 


Istvan’s recent sexual experimentations had made him a
lot more open-minded. He agreed to make his own porn debut. Anything Bob could
do, he told himself, he could do better—whether it was pumping iron in the gym,
frolicking in the bedroom, or working in the sex industry!


Only the incest thing gave him, briefly, pause.


“Having sex with my kid brother—icky,” he said.


“Oh, thanks,” was Bob’s sarcastic response. “Don’t
delude yourself that’s you’re exactly the man of my dreams,
either, you know.”


Istvan permitted himself a knowing smirk. “No, that
would be Adolar.”


“Aw, shut up. As for the whole sex thing,” Bob added,
maliciously. “When you and I have to do it together, just fake it. That’s what
I plan to do.”


“Saving yourself for Mezey, huh?”


“Csak az én szerencsém, hogy egy hülye fasszopó,
mint te a testvére [Just my luck, to have a stupid cocksucker
like you for a brother],” Bob lamented.


“Furcsa. Én körülbelül-hoz mond ugyanaz a dolog
van! [Strange. I was about to say the same thing about you.]”


To preserve continuity, the sequel would be shot at
the same location, the luxurious private home. The new video was titled A
Bűnös Mostoha [His Sinful Stepsons], and the studio was
determined to make it even more luridly sexual than its predecessor.


Reporting for duty alongside his brother, Istvan found
the preparations for the filming quite interesting, and he focused his
attention on them in an attempt to fight back his stage fright.


“Nervous?” Bob asked.


“Not about the sex, so much,” Istvan replied. “About doing
it for the camera, maybe, a little.”


“You’ll get over it. You’ll be all right once Imre and
Peter stop all this dickering around and we can get down to business.” The
producer and director were fussing about the set, making sure that the lighting
was right.


Once again, one of the house’s guest bedrooms was
being pressed into service as Bob’s character’s bedroom, where a lot of the
video’s action was scheduled to take place.


Imre and his assistants made the bed, encasing the
king size mattress in a fitted bottom sheet, and providing two large pillows. Imre
chose a sheet in a vivid hot pink color, and matching pillowcases, both freshly
laundered and ironed.


“These  bed linens will look great, with you guys’
skin tones, which this pink will really set off,” Imre declared.


Adolar was observing this preparations, looking
skeptical. “Quite a production this is turning into,” he said, more than a
little sarcastically. “To say nothing of the fact that any doubt it’s a gay
production has just been effectively banished. Coordinating with the skin
tones, indeed!”


“Don’t knock it,” Imre responded, unperturbed. “In
what we’re doing, the visual effect is all-important. We want to get it right.”


“Well, I feel sorry for whoever laundered that sheet,”
Adolar said. “God knows it’s going to be messed up soon enough.”


Istvan had noticed, with a sense of relief, that at
least it was comparatively cool down there in the basement, below street level.
But now he became aware that this advantage was being gradually, but palpably,
vitiated. Not only were all the fluorescent tubes in the ceiling light fixtures
turned on. No fewer than four big photographer’s lamps, each on a tripod, were
arranged around the bed, one aimed at each corner of it, so that they bathed
the mattress and the area immediately surrounding it in a relentless bright
glare which killed any shadows.


“Those lamps seem a bit warm,” Istvan remarked,
uneasily.


“They’re hot,” Bob warned his brother, speaking from
experience. “Be prepared to sweat.”


“Which is okay, so don’t fight it,” Peter interjected.
“I like to see realistic sex. So perspiration is fine.”


“Easy for you to say,” Istvan said. “You’re not the
one who’s going to be broiling under all that light.”


“That’s why I brought along all this bottled water,” Imre
said, in a soothing tone of voice. “You guys can help yourself. Drink all you
want.”


“Yeah, we want to keep the body fluids up,” Bob
interjected, wryly. “I assume it is okay to get that sheet messed up, like
Adolar just said?”


Imre laughed. “Feel free. Occupational hazard. And we
can always change it. I’ve got extras.”


As a finishing touch, Imre studied the nightstand next
to the bed. It had been cleared of its usual items. Precisely in the center of
the table’s top, Imre now set a huge plastic pump bottle of gel sex lube, as
though it was an art object on display.


“Now, that’s a visual focal point. To say
nothing of tasteful and elegant,” Bob quipped.


“Everybody’s a critic,” Imre mumbled.


“Sorry,” Bob told him. “Istvan and I are starting to
get a little edgy, that’s all. We want to get started.”


“Well, we’re just about ready,” Peter advised. “So you
men may as well get undressed.”


The brothers stripped.


“Is my hair okay?” Istvan asked.


Bob grunted. “Nobody’s going to be looking at your hair,
bro!” He turned to Peter. “Any last-minute instructions, boss?”


“Just one. Mostly for your benefit, Istvan. Bob
already knows the drill. Remember we’re recording audio, too. Talk as dirty as
you like, but because you two have decided to use pseudonyms, don’t slip up and
call each other by your real names. We can always beep it out, or overdub it,
in post-production, but we’d rather not. And remember that Adolar is supposed
to be your stepfather, so talk to him the way you’re talk to your stepdad in
real life.”


“Well, I’ve never had a stepfather,” Istvan pointed
out, “let alone gone to bed with him.”


“Use your imagination, dude,” his brother advised. “Come,
let’s just do it. Let’s start rolling. Let’s just fuck!”


“Ready?” Peter asked Janos, the cameraman.


The burly crew member grinned. “Very.” 


Peter nodded.


“Istvan, Bob—stand by the foot of the bed, facing each
other. Don’t forget to smile at each other. Maybe give us some dialogue.
Then—slowly—you move toward each other and get into a clinch. Lots of kissing
and caressing. Move deliberately—no abrupt movements, please, because they can
look jerky on film. ‘When in doubt, drag it out.’ Other than that—well, just do
what comes naturally.”


“Or unnaturally, in our case,” Bob joked. He seemed
revved up, experiencing an adrenalin rush, raring to go. Istvan determined to
do his best to emulate his attitude.


“All right, take up your positions. Yeah, that’s good.
Hold it. And—action,” Peter, in his capacity as the director, called out.


“Hey, bro, let’s fuck,” Bob suggested.


As improvised dialogue went, it wasn’t much, but it
certainly set up the scene.


“I don’t know,” Istvan replied, acting coy. “Maybe we
shouldn’t.”


“Fuck that shit! You’re horny, aren’t you?”


“I’m always horny.”


“Well, so am I!”


With these exchanges concluded, Istvan soon found
himself locked in Bob’s embrace, making love to him. This was pleasant enough,
and Istvan could feel his nervousness begin to ebb away slightly, which came to
his as a relief. The one thing Istvan wasn’t quite prepared for was how closely
the cameraman tracked them. The guy did step back to take long shots from time
to time, but his customary mode of operation was to get in tight. He darted
about the foot of the bed, sometimes squatting or kneeling, and there were
times when the lens of his camera almost collided with the two nude performers.


Maintaining a lip-lock on Istvan, Bob reached down
between their bodies and fondled his brother’s cock into erection. Bob’s own
penis, Istvan discovered when he imitated the gesture, required no such
stimulation. Already, it stood up and out, proudly rigid and ready to be put to
use.


Finally, still kissing him passionately, Bob drew his
fellow performer toward the waiting bed.


“Come on,” Bob whispered against Istvan’s mouth,
barely audibly, but seductively. “I want you—! You want me—! So let’s just go
ahead and do it.”


They stretched out naked on the bed together, with Janos
pursuing them, leaning over the foot of the bed and aiming the camera at them
with tireless dexterity.


They kissed some more and held each other tightly,
their tongues darting deep into each other’s open mouths, their hands boldly
tracing the contours of each other’s bodies. The two bodies in question were
most impressive—hard-muscled, bulging, weight-trained physiques, herculean in
their somewhat exaggerated proportions.


With a moan of lust, Bob crushed Istvan closer to him,
pecs against pecs, his lips touching Istvan’s ear, his tongue slipping into the
opening, sending a shudder through the other young man when he licked his ear.
In a moment, their lips touched again, and a warm glow washed over both men’s
flesh. They melted together in their embrace.


Bob, Istvan noted with satisfaction, knew what he was
doing. He knew how to arouse another man. He was a total lover, his whole body
corresponding to Istvan’s less assured caresses, the muscles and curves of his
solid flesh thrilling Istvan as Istvan fondled him, all over. They moved slowly
and methodically against each other, but with a growing excitement, relaxing
nude against each other’s bulk.


Without knowing it, they’d rehearsed for this moment,
on many previous occasions, when they’d made love to other men. They reaped the
benefit of those experiences now. 


Bob’s physique, like Istvan’s, was like a statue
carved in rock, his arms and pectoral muscles looking as though they could
crush the breath out of an opponent in a wrestling match, his thighs massive,
his butt cheeks big and manly. All of his muscles were tight, and yet they were
voluptuously sensual to the touch. As Istvan ran his fingers down the other
man’s chest to his side, and then around in back to grip his ass, he kissed Bob
hard on the mouth, moving against him, conscious of the rigid cocks trapped
between their bellies, rubbing restlessly against their abs.


Each man’s dick pulsed hotly against the other’s
turgid manhood. The two penises seemed to be engaged in an erotic wrestling
match of their own, corresponding to the grappling interplay of the two naked
men’s limbs. Istvan gasped when Bob pressed even harder into their embrace, his
hips thrusting up to meet Istvan’s, his powerful legs twisted and locked around
Istvan’s.


They kissed again.


They sucked on each other’s tongues, their hands
alternately gripping and then stroking lightly all the secret places, all the
intimate, responsive spots, which they’d discovered during their previous bouts
of intense lovemaking. They were both deliriously aroused, and it wouldn’t take
long for their mutual passion to reach the boiling point of a double climax, at
this rate.


But they needed to delay, to pace themselves, to draw
out the sex act. They weren’t fooling around for their own amusement! This was,
after all, a performance, for the camera’s benefit. As Peter had instructed
them, “When in doubt, drag it out.” Good advice!


Istvan moved down the other stud’s body, kissing his
hairy chest, sucking on his nipples until they stood out hard and red. Bob was
panting hoarsely for breath, while Istvan traced a pattern down his abdomen to
his lower stomach, his mouth taking little nips at the other guy’s sinewy body,
his tongue wetting the fine trace of hair just below the navel. Bob knew what
to expect, knew that Istvan would soon be biting deeply into him.


Istvan opened his mouth and sank his teeth into the
firm hip muscle of the other man, at the same time slipping his hand around to
grip one of Bob’s ass cheeks. And then, momentarily, Istvan rode Bob, as the
guy’s big body rose from the mattress in response to the love bite. Squirming, Bob
tried to escape from Istvan’s searching, demanding mouth, although he secretly
enjoyed the rough treatment.


Istvan’s fingers sought out Bob’s butt crack, and then
he slipped one fingertip into his asshole. At first, Bob tightened up,
resisting the anal invader. But, in another instant, he had relaxed his
sphincter, and Istvan’s finger sank deep inside him, all the way to the
knuckle. Bob moaned in ecstasy, rolling on the bed, responding to both the
intrusion of Istvan’s hand between his buttocks and the way Istvan’s mouth
continued to nibble at his hip and thigh flesh, with an almost carnivorous
lust.


Finally, Istvan released his hold, moving his mouth
quickly over to the other guy’s cock, the heat of it searing him upon contact.
In such close proximity, Istvan was vividly reminded just how enormously Bob
was hung! Istvan’s chin hit the prickshaft, and he reared back to gaze at the
penis for a moment.


It seemed gigantic, bathed in the revealing light
thrown on the bed. It was shining, lusty and virile-looking, as the long thick
shaft pointed up from Bob’s groin toward his chest, the cockhead actually
touching his navel. Istvan sucked in his breath, quickly, while he contemplated
taking all of that male meat orally. He’d sucked large cocks before, and he’d
enjoyed the experience immensely, but doing it on camera was different, and the
prospect rather daunted him. What if he became self-conscious and he choked
up—literally?


He dropped his head down before he had a chance to
lose his nerve, pressing his lips to the pulsing hard-on, running his tongue up
and down over it. Bob groaned, pushing his hips up to Istvan, mutely begging
him to take his penis—but Istvan wanted to delay a bit, to tease Bob and
inflict upon him just enough erotic anguish to arouse him to fever pitch. He
wanted Bob to be so hot that when he did ejaculate, he’d do so in a torrential
cloudburst of cum!


Istvan’s tongue tickled the glans just below its
crown, where it joined the shaft—a highly sensitive area, as Istvan well knew. Bob
was already gasping with quick, short spurts of breath, his hands on Istvan’s
head, gripping his dark hair, his legs lifting up and going around Istvan’s
back.


Istvan touched the other guy’s balls, which were heavy
and pendulous. He held them lightly at first, but then he squeezed them in his
palm, hefting them, marveling at their fullness.


The other muscle man was more than ready for even more
intense stimulation now, so Istvan slipped his other hand around the shaft of
his big dick and he pulled its tip toward his lips, at the same time pushing
the foreskin back to bare the glans. While he did so, his mouth opened wide and
his lips enclosed the exposed and vulnerable cockhead, taking possession of it
with greedy abandon. Then his mouth sank down as far on the erection as he
could go without choking on it. 


His brother’s body contracted in the throes of intense
sexual response, his legs tightening around him, and Bob cried out in agonized
pleasure. He was on the verge of coming, and Istvan was determined to let him
experience this delightful frustration to the fullest possible extent. Istvan
rolled Bob’s balls frantically about within his fingers, while he moved his
head up and down with all the speed he could muster.


He sucked with tremendous pressure. Quickly,
efficiently, he established a routine. He’d draw back and thus let his mouth
just barely touch the circumference of that stud cock, before he slipped his
lips back down around its bulk. This alternating pressure—unpredictable, first
heavy and demanding, and then light and teasing—was beginning really to work on
the other guy. Sweat broke out all over Bob, and his moans were more like sobs
of despair than expressions of desire.


His body was bouncing up and down on the mattress. Istvan
released his balls and he ran both of his hands up and down Bob’s torso,
feeling and savoring every bit of it. He gripped Bob’s hips, whipping one hand
around to his ass again. Without giving Bob any warning, or allowing him to
relax his anal defenses, Istvan brutally shoved two fingers into his
asshole, this time!


Bob screamed out loud then, and he bucked so hard that
he almost threw Istvan off him. Istvan’s fingers probed his squirming, flexing
butthole, and Istvan’s fingertips nudged and teased his prostate.


At that moment of supreme lust, Bob would have given
anything to be able to shoot off inside the other young stud’s mouth, and let
his semen pour down Istvan’s throat. But Bob remembered, just in time, that he
had to provide a cum shot—and, preferably, a visibly striking one. He forced
himself to jerk his pelvis backward so that his ready-to-explode cock slipped
out from between Istvan’s fiercely suctioning lips. Istvan held onto Bob,
though, sinking his two fingers even deeper up his ass, massaging his prostate,
and at the same time keeping his own head positioned down at Bob’s groin, so
that Istvan’s face was only inches away from Bob’s prick.


Janos, the cameraman, had been darting about the
perimeters of the bed, with his video camera perched on his shoulder, its lens
aimed at the two naked bodybuilders. Now, Janos moved in closer, to capture the
all-important cum shot.


He didn’t have to wait long!


“Here I come,” Bob announced. It was an understated,
laconic statement. The words scarcely prepared Istvan for the deluge of cum
which followed, a few seconds later!


Bob came again and again, the hot, fiery liquid
smacking onto Istvan’s face. Istvan opened his mouth wide, and, with semen
dripping down his face, he received a direct hit upon his tongue, which he
stuck out from between his lips. Greedily, Istvan swallowed that one wad which
stung his tongue, but then he remained motionless, holding his pose, throughout
the duration of Bob’s ejaculation. He let Bob give him a real facial, accepting
the stud’s full spurted load. Some of the cum got into his eyes, stinging them,
but still he persevered, refusing to wince, let alone back away.


He felt a perverse excitement when he realized how
large a load Bob was firing onto his face. They’d agreed, in anticipation of
this sex act, that both of them would abstain from sex for several days. They’d
even refrained from masturbation! The idea was to allow themselves to get
exceptionally horny, to the verge of frustration, and also to build up their
supplies of sperm.


This strategy seemed to be working out spectacularly
well. Bob looked as though he might never stop coming. He was erupting as
copiously as though he’d denied himself sex not for days, but for weeks! But Istvan
was equally on edge, just as ready—indeed desperate—to come. Like Bob, Istvan
was loaded with sperm, and now, at last, he no longer needed to hold it in.


His brother seemed to sense his need.


“You come, too,” Bob demanded. “I want you to shoot
your fucking load!” Despite the fact that he’d just ejaculated, he was still
hotly aroused. Carried away by lust, he choreographed their next sex act. “Sit
on my face!” Bob insisted. “Jack off while I suck your ass. Shoot your cum all
over me!”


With his own face still dripping cum, Istvan squatted
over Bob’s face. Lying flat on his back on the bed, Bob grabbed his own cock in
his fist and pumped on it, not trying to achieve another ejaculation just yet,
but just to keep himself at a high pitch of excitement. Flexing his knees, his
thigh and calf muscles bulging, Istvan lowered his butt onto Bob’s face.
Masturbating himself furiously, he ground his sphincter muscle against Bob’s
lips. Kissing Istvan’s ass, Bob penetrated it with his tongue, which he swirled
around rapidly inside the anal aperture in vigorous scouring motions,


“Fucking hell,” Istvan gasped. He stared into the lens
of Janos’s camera, inadvertently providing the viewers of the finished video
with vivid proof that was genuinely aroused, and faking nothing. The tongue
action in his anus quickly pushed him over the edge. His fist, flailing away on
his dick, was almost superfluous. “Coming—!” he warned, hoarsely.


Once again, Janos was right there, bringing his camera
on so close that it nearly collided with the two men on the bed.


Istvan blew his load in wet white streaks of semen
which jetted free from the tip of his cock and fell down upon Bob, slashing
across Bob’s chest and stomach and thighs. After Istvan had stopped coming, Bob
continued to rim him, hungrily, for a few moments. But then he pushed Istvan
off him. Sitting up, leaning over Bob’s body, Istvan attacked his soiled flesh,
using his own tongue to lap up the mingled sweat and cum on Bob’s skin.


Then, smiling, the two men fell into each other’s arms
and joined their lips in an impassioned post-orgasmic kiss.


“And—cut!” Peter shouted. “That’s a wrap! Oh, guys,”
he exclaimed, enthusiastically, addressing Bob and Istvan, “you have no idea
how hot that looked!”


“Yeah?” Istvan gasped. “Well, you have no idea how hot
these lights are! I’m sweating like a pig. I’m probably dehydrated. I thought
I’d pass out, a couple of times!” Istvan sat up on the bed, while Janos backed
away from it, lowering his camera from his shoulder.


“Occupational hazard,” Bob said. “You can lose all
sorts of bodily fluids, apparently, in this line of work!”


Janos shut off the large photographer’s lamps which
had bathed the bed in a strong, even harsh, pool of bright light. Imre offered Istvan
and Bob fresh towels, and plastic bottles of water.


 “Thanks,” Istvan said, and Bob echoed him, as they
mopped their perspiring bodies with the towels, and they drank.


“No, thank you, guys,” Imre said. “We’ll take a
break,” he decreed. “And then we’ll keep going.”


“Was it really okay?” Bob asked.


“It was terrific,” Imre assured him. “I couldn’t be
more pleased. Nobody would’ve suspected that this was Istvan’s very first time.
Which reminds me. Congratulations, Istvan, on having just made your porn debut!
And, I must say, a very successful one. Now we’ve got two new porn
stars, two new porn gods, are now blazing away in the firmament!”


“You’re too kind, Imre,” Bob insisted. “Too
flattering. Istvan and I—we’re just two horny guys who like to fuck.”


“That’s all it takes,” Imre insisted, “to become porn
stars and porn gods, on the internet! And speaking of stars, you guys are my
favorite kind.”


Istvan took the bait. Puzzled, he asked, “Yeah? What
kind is that?”


Imre grinned. “Shooting stars, of course!”











Chapter Thirty-Seven: No
Need to Fake It


 


Bob was trembling with lust, his body shuddering with
violent spasms. He tried to force himself to relax on the bed. Istvan drew away
from him, looking down at the other reclining masculine body.


Istvan ran his hands down his sibling’s thickly
muscled legs, which rested on either side of his own body. He was sitting back
on the mattress on his heels, staring down at Bob, admiring the perfection of
his physique. Istvan’s cock was as hard as a rock, standing straight out over Bob’s
thighs, impatiently awaiting its moment in the spotlight, when it would be put
to further use.


Istvan owed his tumescence to the hot blow job which
his brother had just performed on him, for the benefit of Janos’s camera. After
having taken a well-earned break, the twins were shooting a second scene for
the porn video, under Peter’s direction. The rumpled sheets had been smoothed
out, and once again the lamps were switched on, pouring out a merciless glare
of light.


 “This time, we’ll do the anal scene,” Peter had
announced, matter-of-factly, just before they got rolling. “Okay, guys? Are you
ready for that?”


“Sure. Can’t wait! Which of us do you want to do the
fucking?” Bob had inquired.


Peter shrugged. “Does it matter? I still have trouble,
sometimes, telling you two apart. You guys decide.”


“I’ll be the bottom,” Bob volunteered, with a
suspicious promptness. “Okay, brother?”


“Okay,” Istvan agreed.


“You ready to roll, Janos?” Peter asked the cameraman.


“Yeah,” Janos replied. “But I may have to switch to a
wide-angle lens, to fit all that prime beef in the frame,” he joked.


“I’m good to go, too,” Gerome chimed in.


Now, with the scene well advanced, Bob’s hands glided
down and, with his eyes closed, he reached for Istvan’s dick, one hand grasping
it, the other gripping Istvan’s waist.


“Fuck me, brother!” Bob demanded, perhaps a bit
melodramatically, playing to the camera. “I want you inside me—deep in there,
where I can feel your big cock going in and out of my hot asshole! Aw, hell,
man—being fucked by you is almost like screwing myself!”


Istvan had to fight back a smirk in response to that
extravagant statement. He had to admit, though, that it had an element of
accuracy in it.


And Istvan’s heart jumped at the mere thought of
possessing Bob anally. His brother once again wanted Istvan to fuck him!
Another chance to enter that magnificent body, to plunge into the hot, tight
depths of that ass! Istvan was more than willing to accommodate his twin.


He slid down easily until he was lying on top of Bob,
their heads together, their bodies tightly meshed together as well.


“Yeah, brother, yeah! Oh, shit, yeah! Let me screw
you!” Istvan moaned.


They kissed, Bob’s sensual mouth on Istvan’s, his lips
tender, hot and wet. Istvan’s body arched toward the other man’s flesh. He
longed to see and feel Bob stretched out beneath him, his legs widespread, his
powerful buttocks shining with sweat and their muscles tensed, while they
pushed up to receive Istvan’s hot prick between them.


Istvan pulled away, and, with a quick movement, he
turned Bob over onto his belly. He knelt between his brother’s sleek,
glistening legs, his hands rubbing up along them to feel the hard muscles,
before he reached higher, to fondle the smooth skin of the cheeks of Bob’s ass.
Bob breathed heavily into the pink bedsheets he was lying on, moaning
obscenities softly while his pelvis shifted restlessly from side to side and
then humped up, his buttocks opening.


Istvan was too horny by then to wait through any more
preliminaries to anal screwing. Grabbing the lube from the bedside table, he
rubbed some of it over his cockhead, working it down over the shaft as well.
Then he dropped downward like a shot, his weight coming down on his brother’s
back, his dick finding Bob’s asshole without any trouble at all, sinking into
the tightness and heat of the other man’s body with an obscene suctioning
sound.


Bob moaned, his hands clutching at the bedsheets,
while he took Istvan’s prick up his ass. His whole hot body slithered like a
snake uncoiling to strike under Istvan’s, the muscles cording up in his back.
It almost hurt Istvan, the intense heat and constriction of the other man’s
anus around his cock, but he rammed it into his brother without a pause,
burying himself completely in that asshole until his balls were nestled in the
crevice between Bob’s thighs.


The twins fucked! They demanded, and got, dynamic,
lusty sex from each other. They fought there on the bed, with Bob’s body
wrestling with Istvan’s, twisting up around and against him, his ass pinioning Istvan
in him with a vise-like grip so that he could draw his cock out and away—only
to slam it deep into his brother’s guts again.


Istvan’s cock expanded and it sought out even deeper
recesses of that ass. He could feel it plunge into the hot anus, hitting all
sides of the tunnel with smooth excitement. He braced his hands on Bob’s shoulders,
rearing up and away from him.


He gazed down at their interlocked bodies, marveling
at how similar they were, reveling in the physique of the man whom he was
fucking, and admiring how the taut beauty of Bob’s buttocks squirmed around the
shaft of his rutting prick. The hard glute muscles contracted and then relaxed
in a regular rhythm of urgent need as Bob accepted Istvan’s punishing,
hard-driving attack on his anus.


Istvan looked down at his own cock as he drew it out
of the other man’s body. Then he slipped it into him again. His cock belonged
there, in that ass, all the way inside Bob, fucking him deep and hard and long!


“Damn! Goddamn you, brother! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! I
love your big, hard cock in me! Fuck me hard and rough!” Bob’s voice was high
and shrill. Lust had rendered him mad with desire. All he could think about was
his desire to be fucked! And fucked not by anybody, but by his twin brother,
the man who knew him best!


They were into the rhythm of it now, their bodies
responding to each other with complete abandon. Istvan’s pelvis pounded away at
Bob’s buttocks, the burning agony of Istvan’s tender cock flesh mingled with a
thrilling sensation of really taking and force-fucking another man, for once.
He knew there was no need to be gentle with Bob. The stud could take anything
his twin could dish out!


Istvan’s hot, searching hands couldn’t find enough
places to grab the other stud as they raced all over Bob’s body, with Bob’s
mouth biting Istvan’s shoulders, his neck, his earlobes, and finally his mouth,
when he arched up meet Istvan’s kiss.


When he did that, Bob’s body curved back in such a way
as to allow Istvan to sink even farther into him. Istvan reached around his
twin’s hips, his hand grasping his cock, so much like his own. Bob groaned into
Istvan’s mouth, and Istvan slammed with all his power again and again against
his behind, his cock stretching and expanding with a burning pain as he tried
to bury himself totally into his brother’s fiery ass.


“Pound my ass!” Bob yelled, breaking their kiss. “Oh,
pound my ass for me!”


“What the hell do you think I’m doing?” Istvan
retorted.


“Harder! Fuck me harder! Much harder—as hard as you
can!”


“Yeah! Take my cock! Take it and love it, you dirty
man whore!”


They were both shouting, their spittle choking them,
and they started to hurl themselves madly toward orgasm. Istvan’s cock was
close to exploding. His hands dug into Bob’s side when Bob suddenly sprinted
forward, in effect, beating Istvan to the finish line. Bob shot off, violently,
copiously, spraying his semen all over the bed, soaking the sheets and also
wetting his fucker’s fingers, which masturbated him frenziedly.


Istvan, on the verge of unloading, continued to fuck
him, brutally, gloating in his possession of his brother’s ass, and wanting to
prolong their shared ecstasy for as long as possible. Both men sobbed for
breath, Istvan’s heart pounding in his chest, which was pressed into Bob’s
sweaty back. He almost passed out from the sheer intensity of his physical
exertions, to say nothing of his emotions.


He was going to come! But he knew he had to provide a
cum shot.


He yanked his dick out of his brother’s butt, the
sudden evacuation making Bob tense up and yelp in frustration. Grasping his
aching fuck tool in his fist, Istvan aimed it at Bob’s broad back and ripe,
squirming buttocks. He ejaculated furiously, bathing his sibling’s hot sweaty
flesh in his cum. The semen ran in wet rivulets down Bob’s shuddering body. The
voyeuristic lens of Janos’s camera, like an unblinking eye, caught the whole
scene in a tight closeup.


“Fuck, yeah!” Istvan gloated.


His body collapsed against his twin’s body, their
flesh seeming to melt into each other, their muscles going slack in total,
post-orgasmic relaxation. And then they lay silent, content, fucked out for the
time being.


Istvan was actually taken by surprise when he heard Peter
say, “Cut!” He’d forgotten they were fucking, not for their own mutual
pleasure, but professionally, so to speak.


“It’s in the can! Great work, guys,” Peter declared.
“I think we’re going to have a blockbuster on our hands. I predict this is
going to be just the first in a whole series of videos, starring you two.”


“I bet you say that to all the twins you work with,” Istvan
said.


“No, I’m perfectly sincere,” Peter protested. “And
it’s not as though a pair of studs like you comes along every day.”


 “Speaking of coming—!” Bob exclaimed. “Come on, Janos,
reload! I’m not done yet. This time, I’m going to do the fucking. Any
arguments?”


“None from me,” Istvan assured him.


“Nor from me,” Peter said. “Go for it, guys!”











Chapter Thirty-Eight: Their
Muscle Mentor


 


After the successful completion of the one-on-one
taboo, incest sequences, everybody involved in the videotaping took a
well-earned break.


“How are you holding up?” Istvan whispered to Bob.


“Okay, I guess. I haven’t gone limp-dicked yet! But at
the rate we’re going, this is going to turn into a real epic.”


Istvan laughed. “A fuckathon, to coin a term.”


The crew went into the kitchen for a quick lunch,
consisting of coffee and sandwiches. Istvan and Bob ate, ravenously. Fucking on
film was hard work! More debilitating than they’d anticipated. They needed to
replenish their energy levels.


Adolar, it turned out, had his own ideas about
accomplishing that goal. He pulled out a small plastic pill bottle, which
looked familiar to Bob.


“Each of you may want to have one of these, for
dessert,” he told the brothers.


“Is that what I think it is?” Istvan asked.


“It’s to combat erectile dysfunction,” the more
experienced porn performer explained.


Istvan snickered. “I can’t speak for Bob, but I can
assure you I’m not suffering from penis failure.”


“Not yet,” Adolar said. “Come now, as I’ve told Bob
before, it’s just a precaution. You guys take diet and performance enhancing
supplements, don’t you? This is the same principle.”


Istvan looked at Bob, and shrugged. They each
swallowed one of the tablets.


“We’ll do the threesome with Adolar,” Peter told them,
“and then, when that’s in the can, you two guys will be done.”


Adolar sighed. “Not me, though. I still have two
scenes to do with the other guys. The stepfather’s fuck buddies, with whom he
sneaks around on the down low, behind his wife’s back.”


“Nothing an experienced stud like you can’t handle,”
Peter assured his star. “Anyway, this scene is going to be the big climax of
the video. So make it good!”


“Leave it to me,” Adolar said. “I’ll put these two
muscle pups through their paces.”


As the scene began, the three participants—Bob,
Istvan, and Adolar—were all fully dressed, for a change. Bob and Istvan,
portraying the two bad boy brothers who’s just discovered the joys of incest,
were eager to repeat the experience. They were kissing, and groping each other
through their clothes, when “stepdad” Adolar happened to catch them in the act.


“If you oversexed bastards are going to play with each
other, then I want my share of the action.” That was the economical line of
dialogue with which Adolar got the actual sex started.


Istvan soon found himself on the bed with his
real-life brother and his pretend “stepfather” lying on either side of him. All
three muscle men were naked. When Adolar and Bob had shed their clothes, Adolar
had interrupting his own undressing and he’d taken a bottle of liquid poppers
out of his trouser pocket. He set the vial down on the nightstand, next to the
potentially incriminating container of lube which the brothers had carelessly
left out in full view. It was a good thing that “Mom” hadn’t checked to see
whether Bob had cleaned his room!


Bob kissed Istvan hard on the lips, his tongue plunging
deep inside his mouth. The kiss had its inevitable effect. Istvan felt himself
responding, casting aside his fatigue. But his cock had already been given
quite a workout during the shooting of the previous scene, and although it
stirred within the warm, sweaty grasp of Bob’s hand, it got only semi-hard. In
order to compensate for his dick’s sluggish response, Istvan opened his mouth
wide and greedily sucked Bob’s slippery, wet tongue into his mouth, playing
with it with his own tongue, licking and sucking.


Adolar wanted to be kissed, too, and Istvan gave him
the same treatment with his lips and tongue, while Bob continued to stroke
Istvan’s cock, trying to coax it into real stiffness.


“Suck him, Bob,” Adolar told the younger guy.


Istvan felt Bob’s mouth on his cockhead. The sailor’s
lips began to nurse the hustler’s semi-flaccid shaft, coaxing and cajoling it.


What the fuck?
Istvan asked himself, anxiously. Don’t tell me my goddamn dick is going to
fail me now, with so much riding on it! I can’t afford to screw up this shoot!
Looks like those freaking “give you a boner” pills of Adolar’s aren’t all
they’re cracked up to be.


“Shit,” Istvan said. “I’m not sure I can get it hard,
guys.” He wasn’t improvising a line of dialogue; without thinking, he’d blurted
out his secret, genuine fear.


But Adolar was too seasoned a pro to be thrown by any
such unexpected developments.


“At your age, boy? A stud like you?” Adolar teased
Istvan, staying in character. “We’ll see about that. Here, have a hit.”


Unscrewing the cap of the little brown glass bottle,
Adolar held the bottle under Istvan’s nose. The smell was sharp and
penetrating, and when he inhaled, Istvan immediately experienced a rush. As
Adolar snorted the poppers himself, Istvan felt a wild hammering begin inside his
chest and spread rapidly throughout his body, but especially to his brain and
groin. He could feel his heart beating abnormally fast, his hot blood pounding
through every artery and vein, rushing to fill every part of his body and
surging with special violence through his cock—which was now gratifyingly hard
and throbbing away inside Bob’s mouth. The pill had finally started to kick in,
with startling rapidity, and the amyl had increased its impact.


“Yeah, that did the trick, I see,” Adolar said, with
lewd satisfaction.


“It sure did,” Istvan replied. His hips and butt rose
high from the mattress. His cock ached with sudden, undeniable need, and he
thrust it blindly into Bob’s hot, wet face.


“That’s right, fuck your baby brother’s face,” Adolar
urged. 


Bob blew Istvan for some time, expertly. At last, he
took a quick breath, pulling his mouth free from the saliva-soaked hard-on, and
panting to get his breath back, while he massaged the cock with his hand.
Adolar offered Bob the poppers, and Bob treated himself to a good hit in each
nostril.


“You want your cock sucked some more?” Bob asked
Istvan. “You want my hot mouth back on your dick, sucking it? Sucking that hot
cum right out of you, bro? You want to shoot your load right down my throat?”


“Yeah,” Istvan gasped.


With his brain now completely under the influence of
the amyl, Istvan heard and understood his sibling’s lewd words with a startling
vividness and immediacy, which made it sound as though Bob was already doing
what he was only proposing to do. Suck! Istvan could all but feel the
wet, clasping warmth of a hungry, growling mouth rubbing it furiously up and
down the full length of his hard cock. Cum! The college jock groaned in
excitement and anticipation, tensing and shuddering, as though the rich creamy
semen was actually gushing from him. Right down my throat! He
could almost hear and feel Bob choking on his thick hot load, as he shot it
down the cocksucker’s greedy throat too fast and too heavily for him to swallow
all at once.


“Yeah?” Bob echoed Istvan, with a laugh. “You want it?
Don’t worry, I’m going to give it to you. I’m going to suck this big fat prick
of yours like it’s never been sucked before!” He took the poppers from Adolar’
hand and snorted them, taking several deep whiffs before he handed it to
Istvan.


Inhaling repeatedly, Istvan felt the potent, searing
fumes seem to penetrate his entire body all at once and set it on fire from
within. At the same time, Bob fulfilled his promise. Istvan felt the heat and
wetness and pressure of his brother’s mouth once again surround his cock,
sucking it hungrily and taking it quickly right down to the base.


Istvan lost himself in the sudden, violent rush of
pure, animal lust which gripped and held and shook him. He lay there between
the other two naked men, gasping, his legs thrashing wildly, his body straining
up to thrust his cock deeper into Bob’s throat. Istvan’s fatigue was forgotten.
He’d even forgotten that he was being paid for this! All that mattered, all
that existed, was that hot mouth on his prick. His eyes were tightly closed,
his every sense thrilling to that sweet, wet, tugging sensation of Bob’s smooth
lips sucking him so passionately and with such devastating effect.


Istvan fucked his prick furiously in and out of the other
young bodybuilder’s mouth, wanting to drive every inch of his manhood right
down his throat.


Hot little muscle bitch,
Istvan thought, abandoning himself to the fierce pleasure he was experiencing. My
own kid brother … I still can’t believe he’s such a bisexual sex pig! Not that
he’s acting all that damn bi right now. The bastard’s behaving awfully frigging
gay! But then … so’s Adolar, who’s got a wife, for Christ’s sake! And do am I …
this queer shit is really turning me on. Fucking around with other guys who
have hot bodies and big dicks … Jesus, I’m having sex with my own brother! And
I don’t care! I like it! I can’t decide which of these dirty, horny muscle
motherfuckers is hotter, Bob or Adolar!


“Bob’s a good cocksucker, isn’t he?” Adolar asked, his
hands running all over Istvan’s heaving and twisting body, caressing and
stroking it. “I think he’s blown half the guys in town, at one time or another.
Of course, I’ve been busy blowing the other half! Come for him, stud. Give your
brother what he wants from you, what he’s been working so far to get. Shoot
that hot scum right into his mouth. Right down the cocksucker’s horny throat!”
Adolar held the amyl bottle under Istvan’s nose, and then under Bob’s. An
instant later, as the hot rush hit him, Bob began sucking Istvan even faster,
as though he intended literally to devour his brother’s cock!


With Bob blowing him so ferociously and a fresh rush
of amyl blasting through his body and brain, Istvan could take no more. His
legs lifted high off the bed and wrapped around Bob’s shoulders, squeezing his
head between them, smothering Bob’s face between Istvan’s trembling,
strong-muscled thighs. Istvan’s cock was thrust all the way into his brother’s
mouth, the thick, pulsating head lodged in the back of his throat.


“You’d better be ready for it, because I’m coming,”
Istvan warned. “Take it, you cocksucker! Swallow my fucking cum!”


“Give it to him,” Adolar urged. “Let the fucker have
your cum!”


“Aw, fuck! I’m coming, all right,” Istvan gasped.


“All of it,” Adolar coached him. “Shoot it all in his
mouth, stud1”


“Coming—!” Istvan moaned.


Bob made a loud, strangulated, gurgling sound, as
though he was retching. His mouth and throat were flooded with Istvan’s hot
semen. The surplus flow dribbled from the corners of his lips when it came too
fast for Bob to swallow. Istvan felt the jism dripping thickly down Bob’s chin
and onto his own balls, and the sensation only made him shoot more forcefully.
His load came gushing out of him, a fountain of sperm!


Refusing to back off, Bob stayed down on Istvan’s
erupting cock all the way, until he’d drained and consumed every drop of the other
boy’s sweet, fresh cum. When he finally did lift his mouth off Istvan’s cock, Bob
pushed his face down against his big brother’s balls, where he lapped up the
semen which had trickled down over them, not wanting a single drop of the
precious fluid to escape him.


Istvan lay there, limp and exhausted, close to total
collapse. He heard the sound of the popper bottle being unscrewed open again,
and he flung his forearm across his face to keep it away from his nose. But this
time the amyl wasn’t meant for him. He felt a heavy, clumsy rush of motion on
the bed beside him, making the mattress shift, and then he heard a deep grunt
rippling up from Bob’s throat. A moment later, the mattress began to rock back
and forth with unusual violence, one end of it repeatedly hitting the headboard
of the bed in a rhythm which Istvan remembered all too well, from previous
occasions when he and another guy had indulged in a really rough fuck. The
grunts of bestial excitement coming from the other two men’s throats turned
into a steady, hoarse roar of mutual lust and erotic abandon.


Curious, Istvan turned his head, and he saw Bob beside
him on the bed, supporting himself on his hands and knees, with his legs
spread, and his ass thrust back and up. Bob’s head was tossing wildly from side
to side, his eyes were unfocused and glazed over with the amyl and lust, and a
string of saliva was dribbling from his slack, panting mouth down his chin,
from where it fell to the bed. He was being fucked from behind, doggy style, by
Adolar, whose thick hard prick, lubricated from the container on the
nightstand, pumped in and out of Bob’s ass like a pile driver, reaming him out
to the very depths of his rectum, while Bob moaned and shuddered, and begged the
older bodybuilder, “Harder! Oh, fuck me harder, Dad!” With admirable
professionalism, Bob remembered that Adolar was supposed to be his stepfather.


In the heat of passion, Istvan wondered why men went to
the trouble of pursuing women and trying to seduce them, when they could easily
hook up with other, likeminded guys. But it didn’t behoove him to look the gift
horse in the mouth—or, in this case, up the ass!


Adolar and Bob, having seemingly forgotten about Istvan
for the time being, were really getting into it together. Passing the poppers
back and forth between them, they humped with violent, jerky motions of their
hips. 


The pro bodybuilder was clearly enjoying buggering his
hot young fuck buddy with such thoroughness and abandon. His thighs slapped
loudly against his protégé’s buttocks each time he drove his cock deep into his
anus.


“Your ass feels like a cunt, boy, only better,” Adolar
reported. “It’s tighter—hotter—and it’s really good to fuck!”


“Come in my ass,” Bob urged him.


“Sorry, I don’t think so, son. I can breed you any
time. You live here at home. I’m saving this load for Istvan, who’s just here
for a visit.” Adolar said. Once again, he’d remembered the video’s scenario,
and he was improvising his dialogue accordingly. He pulled out of Bob, who groaned
in disappointment. “On your belly,” Adolar told Istvan. “I want to pound your
butt, too.”


First, though, the three men passed the poppers
around. When Adolar eased his big cock between Istvan’s anal opening and thrust
it deep up into his butt, Istvan felt that the mature muscle man’s entire body
was penetrating him. But the amyl eased the momentary discomfort, and it
instantly put Istvan in the mood to be fucked. He soon found himself in the
thrall of lewd sensations which got hotter, more intense and varied, and more
obscene, while Adolar began to fuck him with the long-driving, rapid strokes which
Istvan craved. It was good—damn good!


“Hurry up,” Bob told Adolar. “I want to fuck him,
too.”


Adolar grunted. “What’s the rush? You’ll get your
turn. What the hell—it’s all in the family!”


Istvan groaned, as he squeezed his anal muscles to
ensure his fucker a good, hot, tight ride. Having his anus end up sore and
chafed, before this scene was over, seemed to be a distinct possibility. But he
aspired to become a professional porn performer, and his pride kicked in,
making him determined to give his two horny costars a good time—and to give the
eventual viewers of the completed video their money’s worth. The realization
that men would be jacking off while they watched his performance spurred him on
to new efforts of homoerotic excess.


“Fuck me, you goddamn muscle men,” he chanted. “Both
of you. Fuck my ass!”


“Yeah,” Adolar exulted, driving his dick into the
young bodybuilder’s ass with relentless force. “Muscle sex … definitely some of
the best sex there is!”


 


End
of Volume Four
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