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Raining Men

Raymond Searles sat at his desk, working late, as usual. He was poring over some briefs he wanted to have ready for a court date tomorrow morning, his dedication to his job directly related to his ambition, inversely impacting on his personal life.

He looked up, out at the darkened, deserted outer office. All of the other firms lawyers had long since gone home to their families. Raymonds hand dropped down onto the telephone, thinking of Jess. He really should give him a call, tell him hed be coming home ... soon. What was this, the third, fourth night in a row hed worked late already this week?

Raymond shook his head. He couldnt remember when he hadnt worked late. There was just so much to do and so little time to do it in, so few partner openings coming up next month. His hand slid off the phone.

Hed only get another lecture from Jess, anyway. The guy was great, but hed been harping more and more, lately, on how little time theyd been spending together. Raymond could do without that hassle right now. Hed make it up to Jess at the weekend. Theyd go to the beach, make love on the sand ... How long had it been since theyd last made love?

Raymond shook his head with a rueful grin and went back to his work, forgetting all about Jess.

He didnt raise his head out of the law books and paperwork again for another two hours. And only then when he heard something splattering against his third floor window. He spun around in his chair and stared at the window.

It was raining, coming down hard. The wind was gusting water against the glass, sheeting down in torrents out in the street.

Raymond rose out of his chair and stretched his legs, looking down into the rain-washed night. He glanced at his watch  1 a.m. The street was deserted, the pavement glistening like oil with the moisture, the air misted with it.

No, the street wasnt quite deserted. A couple came running down the sidewalk, hand in hand, their other hands up over their heads, trying to shield themselves from the rain. They quickly gave that up and jogged to a stop. One of the men pushed the other up against the wall of the building opposite, and kissed him.

Ah, lovers in the rain, Raymond thought. He reached over and snapped the light off on his desk, to give himself a better view from the dark.

They were two men, all right. One was tall and lean and blond, the other shorter, smaller, with dark hair. They were haloed in the yellow, shimmering light of a streetlamp, the dark-haired man pinning the blond up against the wall and working the mans mouth over with his mouth.

Raymond couldnt see faces, but he could see the action clear enough; the only one who was seeing it, judging by the emptiness of the street and the buildings all around. The men probably thought they had the stormy night all to themselves, because the brunette pulled the blonds T-shirt out of his jeans, baring the mans chest to the rain, then to his mouth. The smaller man began vigorously kissing all over the taller mans chest, raining his lips down like water.

Raymond could see now that this might develop into something. He could remember a time when he and Jess didnt have a place of their own to make love, so they had to improvise with whatever was available. That was also a time when the passion flared so hot and bright they had to improvise as fast as they could. Like those lovers down in the street below.

Raymond felt his balls tingle, his cock surge in his pants, watching the one man ravage the other mans chest. That chest was smooth and slick and no doubt hot, getting felt up, the nipples getting tongued and sucked, no doubt hardening, expanding with erotic sensations thanks to the one mans hungry mouth. Raymond slowly unzipped the fly on his dark-blue business suit and reached inside.

He shivered when he clutched his cock. He was even harder than hed expected, pulsing with excitement, and need. It had been a long time, too long; since hed done anything so sexually spontaneous. He glanced behind him at his open door. The outside offices were still dark, quiet, no one around to disturb him. He drew his erection fully out into the open, let it beat hotly in his warm, gripping hand.

The lovers were kissing again, arms around one another, heads moving, bobbing. Raymond took a tentative stroke of his cock, and shuddered with pleasure. It was a hot night, despite the downpour, and the pair below were wearing just jeans and T-shirts. And those were coming off fast now, the shorter man stripping off his tee, the blond pulling his the rest of the way off. Their skin shone in the light from the streetlamp.

Raymond stroked slow and sure, tugging on his erection with a practised hand. Then he groaned, when the men suddenly dashed off down the sidewalk, grasping their wet T-shirts in their hands. Raymonds hand froze on his cock. Was this the end of the show?

No! He blew out his cheeks in relief, and amazement, when the men darted into an alley, began seriously stripping off their clothes, taking their lovemaking to a whole new level that rated at least some measure of privacy. Or so they thought.

Because now Raymond actually had an even better view of the sexy goings-on. The alley was almost directly across from his window, the men turned sideways now, one no longer partially blocking out the other, the streetlight still illuminating their activities, silhouetting things even more dramatically and erotically.

Jeans came off, were discarded on top of the damp T-shirts already lying on the slick alley floor. The men were just in their briefs, their soaking wet briefs. Raymond could see the prominent bulges at groin level. He licked his lips and swallowed, gliding his hand along his own straining erection just a little faster, a little harder.

The dark-haired man pressed the blond up against the alley wall, their naked flesh melding together, thinly-clad cocks squeezing together. Raymond groaned, mentally experiencing the wicked pleasure of two mens cocks jamming, sliding against one anothers. For the shorter man was pumping his hips, pumping his cock into the other mans cock, as they kissed, frenched, their outstretched tongues dancing together under the onslaught of water and desire.

Raymond loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt with his free hand. He slid his hand onto his chest, quivering when his searching fingers found a buzzing nipple. He cupped one pec, pinched one nipple, did the same to the other aroused pec and nipple, glaring down at the men in the alley, pumping his cock.

The dark-haired one pulled his tongue out of the blonds mouth and began kissing and licking his way down the blonds chest. He swirled his tongue around nipples, sealed his lips to one and sucked on it, did the same to the other nipple, the blond man writhing against the dripping wall. The brunette went lower, his hair plastered to his head, his tongue flicking out and tasting, basting hot, taut skin. He gripped the blonds thin hips and swarmed his mouth-organ all over the tightened muscles of the mans heaving stomach.

Jesus, yes! Raymond breathed, taking it all in, mesmerized by it all. He pumped his cock and rolled his nipples, watching with unblinking eyes as the man speared his tongue into the others bellybutton and squirmed it around.

The blonds cock bulged his sodden briefs to bursting, right in front of the squatting mans face. Suck it! Suck his cock! Raymond hissed, his mind briefly flashing onto Jess, how that lovely man could suck so hard and so hot.

And that minds eye picture of Jess, squatting down on his knees with his delicious mouth and throat full of Raymonds cock, caused Raymond to temporarily halt the heated hand motion on his prick. Was he cheating on Jess? Jerking off while he watched two men make love in an alley?

He grinned, stroking again. It would never stand up in court, he thought, only half humorously. Masturbating wasnt cheating, no matter what triggered it. And what had triggered it was now burning wetly incandescent before Raymonds very glaring eyes, a stunning scene he just couldnt look away from, not get off on.

The kneeling man had his fingers in the waistband of the blonds briefs, was slowly pulling them down. The blond arched his back and his groin out, urging his lover on. The briefs slid lower, tangling over the top of the mans erection, which was now pulled straight out, at a tremendous length.

Yes! Pull them off! Suck him off! Raymond urged, twisting a nipple so hard he wanted to scream.

The brunette gave a final yank, and the water-logged briefs popped off the blonds penis and fell down his legs. Hot, bare, long cock jutted out, twitching in the rain, cap and shaft shining.

The kneeling man grasped the standing mans cock, lacing his fingers around pulsating shaft. And Raymond swore he could hear the howl of the blond, as the man felt the impact of that hand.

The brunette stroked, pumping the thrust-out cock, motions oiled by the falling rain. Raymond tugged on his own prick in rhythm, his mouth broken open like the blonds. The brunette cupped the mans balls, squeezed. Raymond dove his hand down off his chest and clutched his own sex-tightened sac, and squeezed, twisted, stroking and stroking and stroking.

Lightning split the sky wide open, bathing the ultra-erotic scene in pure white light. Just as the brunette opened his mouth up wide and swallowed the blonds cap.

Yes! Raymond grunted, swirling his fingers all over his hood.

The kneeling man pulled on his lovers bloated knob with his plush lips, pulling the blond off the wall, then pushing him back. He dodged his head closer, taking shaft into his mouth, and sucking on it. And then he pressed his advantage all the way home, consuming the blonds entire cock in one breathtaking swallow.

Fuck, yeah! Raymond growled, marvelling at the oral skills of the man on his knees.

The brunettes face pressed right up against the blonds abdomen, cock disappeared, buried in the other mans mouth and throat. The blond grabbed onto his lovers hair, his body vibrating out of control, overwhelmed by the exquisite sensations he was feeling.

The brunette abruptly pulled back. Cock burst out of his mouth, huge and hard and even wetter still. He gripped the base of it, mouthed the hood and shaft, sucking tight and hard and almost full-length.

Give it to him! Suck him! Raymond hissed, torquing up the pressure on his own prick, matching the frenetic pace of the talented cocksucker below.

Lightning flashed and rain slashed down, the brunette urgently wet-vaccing the blonds cock, the blond bending with the savage sensuality of it all. And then a peel of thunder ripped the heavens, and the brunette yanked dick out of his bottomless throat and mouth and sprang to his feet. He spun the blond around, spread him up against the wall.

Raymond grinned through gritted teeth, his cock gone numb-hard in his urgently pumping hand. He twisted and pulled on his balls, his body bowing now just like the blonds had earlier.

The blond planted his hands on the wall, his long legs slightly apart, up on his toes. As he felt the sharp slap of the brunettes cock against his butt cheeks. He knew he was going to be fucked, up the ass, in the rain, out in the open.

One more brisk bash of granite cock on trembling cheek and the brunette gripped the blonds hip with one hand, plunged his dick in between the blonds water-dappled buttocks with the other. Both men shuddered, cockhead hitting manhole. Then driving home.

Raymond fisted his prick, watching the one man sink into the other, cock penetrating anus and plunging chute. Until the brunette took his hand away and squeezed the final few inches of turgid meat inside his lover with a hard thrust of his hips, his thighs touching up against the other mans quivering cheeks.

The street lit up with lightning, thunder shaking the buildings, as the brunette rocked back and forth, fucking the blond.

Raymond groaned and fisted harder, faster, his face and body burning. The brunette clutched the blonds hips and vigorously pumped his. Raymond could see silver cock gliding back and forth, plundering ass, almost hear the crack of wet flesh against wet flesh, even over the raging storm. Hed fucked Jess many a time just like this, though not in a long time, and not so publicly.

The brunette moved faster, pumping rhythmically, rippling the blonds cheeks, ploughing the blonds ass. Raymond fisted in a frenzy, his breath coming in gasps. He wanted to time it just right, get off just as the rain-soaked men got off, making the spectacle complete.

The blond had his own cock in his hand and was furiously tugging on it, as he got cocked up the ass. They were all coming closer, driving forward, the pressure piling up to the blow-off point.

Raymond couldnt control himself. Fuck, yes! he howled, snapping up straight and jetting out of the end of his overhandled dong. Rope after rope of heated sperm blasted out and splashed against the rain-washed window.

Just as the brunette reared back his head and roared out his ecstasy. As the blond jerked and spurted sperm against the cement wall. The men were jolted almost to pieces by their unrestrained joy, the brunette blazing liquid fire into the blonds ass, the blond adding to the unrelenting torrent of liquid already coating the streets. Raymond couldnt remember the last time hed come so hard and so long.

When he finally arrived home, he was surprised to find Jess still awake. The man was in the bathroom, rubbing his hair with a towel.

Whats the matter? Raymond asked good-naturedly, still feeling slightly guilty about what hed been a part of. Did you get caught out in the rain?

Jess grinned, lowering the towel down to his shoulders. His brown hair gleamed wetly under the bathroom lights. You could say that, he responded.

Raymond smiled back, relieved that the man wasnt mad at him for working so late again, ignoring their home life again. But then he heard the dryer rumbling in the background and, as he looked at the small, smiling brunette, he began to get a cold, sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.

His worst fears were confirmed, when Jess added, I went to see you in your office tonight. But I got sort of waylaid by the rain. Will you be working late again tomorrow night?





Field of Reams

The sun was beating down on me hammer and tongs. A car approached, moving fast up the lonely highway. I stuck out my thumb half-heartedly like I had two dozen times before that day, wondering idly which ditch I was going to sleep in that night  the one on the north side of the road or the south.

The car zoomed past me. I watched it go by.

Then, suddenly, I saw the brake lights flash, and the vehicle slewed to the side of the road, kicking up a dust cloud on the shoulder. My heels kicked up a couple more dust clouds, running for the car.

A big, busty redhead was parked behind the steering wheel. Get in, stranger, she said with a slur and a wink.

I dumped my backpack in the backseat, my ass in the front. The woman hauled ass, spitting gravel and chewing up pavement again. Before wed marked our first mile together, her hand was down in between my legs, rubbing my crotch.

The car was a convertible. The sun beat down on me hammer and tongs.

Where you headed, big boy? she asked. Even in the wind, I could smell the liquor on her breath.

Anywhere, I replied, trying to close up my legs.

She kept her hand down there, rubbing, stroking my dick to stunning unresponsiveness in my thin jeans. I hated to break it to the lady that I didnt play her game, so I didnt. My limp interest in her handling spoke volumes for me.

By mile ten, she spoke what Id been dreading to hear, Get out! She jerked the big convertible off the road, skidding to a stop. There aint no free rides in my car.

She left me in the dust by the side of the road.

The sun was starting its long slant into oblivion, so I walked off the highway and into a wheat field, headed for a stand of trees far off in the distance, some shade and maybe a barn to spend the night in.

I made the trees in an hour, walked through the thin line of them, into another big field neatly planted with radishes. There were people here, Mexican vegetable pickers come up north to make some money for their families down south. They were just leaving the land after a hard days work, headed for a cluster of buildings off in the distance.

I followed them, keeping to the treeline that ran alongside the field. They were all men, short and copper-skinned, with gleaming black hair and eyes. They were dressed in jeans and plaid workshirts, spoke to one another in Spanish, making with the hand gestures. I followed them to a dusty compound that contained a bunkhouse, a shower facility, a barn, and a large, white farmhouse where the bossman and his family must live.

The men started stripping off their clothes even before they reached the shower building, showing off their tight, muscled bodies to one astonished voyeur. I followed their taut little lighter-bronze buttocks right into the facility with my unblinking eyes. Then I took a quick glance around and dashed out of the trees, over to the side of the building, hugging one wall with my head down.

The shower building had a peaked, green-plastic roof, four white-plastic walls that didnt quite go up to the roof, leaving open space all around, top and bottom. I poked my eyes up above the wall, using that open space to look into the already steaming facility.

There was a stainless steel partition in the middle of the interior, eight showerheads hooking off the partition on either side, a cement floor with drains underneath. Nothing fancy, but it got the job done, allowing the 12 men to wash the days toil off their hard bodies.

I licked my field-dry lips, peering over the wall and watching the men soap up their arms and chests and legs and groins, let the hot needle-spray water wash over those very same body parts. For a man like me, queer as most of these guys passports in all probability, it was a picture worth a thousand hard-ons.

Their muscled bodies shone, glistening, their strong, agile hands running all over their torsos and appendages, along with my eyes, rubbing, caressing, stroking  each other!

I gave my sunbaked head a shake, my hands gone damp as the shower floor on the top of the wall. Was I suffering from heatstroke, or were these field studs actually soaping each other up, feeling each other up?

They were; they sure as the steel in my jeans were! Theyd taken their hands off their individual bodies and were helping themselves to one anothers shoulders and arms and chests and groins and buttocks, sudsing and rubbing like it was the most natural thing in the world to help get your buddy get clean while you got dirty.

I watched in shock and awe, pressing my emblazoned groin tight against the thin, corrugated wall, vibrating with excitement. The men were rubbing all over each other, helpfully scrubbing one anothers skin to burnished cleanliness. Guys asses cracked delightfully pale open, as they squatted down and ran their hands up and down sturdy legs, squeezed those same hands up and along handsome, hardening cocks, flowed them around mounded butt cheeks.

I undulated against the wall, voyeuring the steamy show. And then I almost busted a cap right then and there, as the men rose up and into each others arms, started kissing one another.

Workers paradise! I mouthed, amazed. 

The job of soaping and rinsing done, the guys were going to work on each others mouths and tongues, kissing, frenching; in pairs and threesomes. Full, tan lips smacked together and thick, red tongues coiled together, over and over, all over the place, the wet, wicked sounds of lovemaking rising up above the drum of the water on the floor and bodies, beating against my ears, my cock beating against the wall of the sultry steam room.

Dicks rose up and filled hands, men cranking each other as they kissed tongues and lips. One guy went down on his knees and easily inhaled an upthrust prong into his hungry mouth, as I visually urged him on. Another guy grabbed onto the top of the metal partition and bent his back, arched his bottom, a man in behind doing a mans job, sticking the guys ass with his hard-on.

Id stumbled onto nirvana. This was no farmers daughter and son experimenting with one another in the hayloft, while the old man gave his old lady a good ploughing in the farmhouse. This was mano a mano a mano action of the most glorious kind, involving rugged men who knew exactly how to handle the tools and equipment involved. I tore a hand off the wall and ripped my zipper down, pulled my own throbbing scythe out of my jeans and polished for all I was worth.

Lookin for work? Or jest lookin? somebody thundered.

I spun around, clutching my cock in a stranglehold.

A huge man stood there, black as the good earth itself. His thick arms were folded across his broad chest, his thick lips twisted into a scowl. He was wearing a white T-shirt under a pair of blue overalls, tan workboots, his bare arms gleaming in the sun like his shaven head. The big bossman, no doubt.

Uh, I was just, um ...

There was no way to rationally explain it, what with my cock shooting out in my hand like that. Just like there was no way to rationally explain what was going on in that shower facility right behind me. But the big guy tried.

Names Kenton, he said. I run this here farm. Using workers of a special kind. Men who might have a tough time getting work, being accepted in other places.

The guy was a humanitarian, as well as a hunk. I want a job! I gulped.

He grinned, showing off teeth as white as that house of his. We got a special kind of interview. Think you can cut it?

Ill cut anything you want  fruit, vegetable or man!

He nodded, took my arm and led me through the swinging door and into the shower building proper. The men inside had stopped making out, were staring at me, their eyes shining. Kenton said something in Spanish, and their eyes lit up even more, their tongues flicking out to bathe their lips, their hard cocks quivering in between their legs.

I told em we got a new one, wants to be interviewed, Kenton informed me. Then added, Take off your clothes. We do it kind of informal round here.

He unfastened his overalls and let the straps drop, pulled off his T-shirt. I quickly followed his lead, stripping off my shirt and undershirt and jeans and underwear; admiring Kentons powerful, muscle-ripped body and hanging, snake-like cock every inch of the way.

A small wooden table was brought into the building, pushed up against the metal partition. I was pushed up against the table, bent over top of it so that my ass stuck out in back and my cock stuck out down below the edge. The taps were still on, and I gripped the table, my arms and legs trembling, taking hot spray in the face and body. Then I almost went head-first through the partition, as a Mexican hit me up the ass, driving his soapy cock deep into my chute. The interview had begun.

The guy plugged me full-length, filling my anus with heat and cock. Then he gripped my hips and pumped his, fucking my ass. I bit my lip and dug my fingernails into the smooth varnished wood, taking it up the ass and loving it, the wicked man-loving coming in short, powerful thrusts. Then coming in hot, powerful bursts, the guy spraying into my bung after only 20 strokes or so.

The next man filled my chute, letting the water wash away some of his coworkers jizz, before he took his turn working my ass. These guys were good  the man banging me hard and rhythmic  and fast  the man grunting and blowing his load inside me.

I felt a warm, wet mouth inhale my cock and tug on it under the table. One of the other men, squatting down and sucking me off, as yet another man plunged his dick into my ass. I was getting it at both ends, the best job interview Id ever had.

I was bathed in sweat and water, ass crammed full of cock and come, own cock thrusting into some guys sucking mouth. My head spun and my body shimmered, my butt on fire, chute getting churned, spermed relentlessly. Man after man mounted me, fucked me, blasted my ass with their cocks and their jizz.

It went on and on, guys gripping and ripping me, driving me wild. Until the squatting guy finally pulled my iron-hard dong out of his mouth and got to his feet, took his turn at my hole, banging against my butt cheeks, blowing against my bowels.

I clung to the shuddering table, gasping for air.

Just one more question to satisfactorily answer, a familiar voice growled. See if youll really fit in.

I jerked my head around and stared at Kenton. The Nubian monster was standing in behind me, gripping his huge, ebony cock and stroking, staring at my dripping, reamed-out ass. Id been fucked six ways from Sunday, but nowhere to the width and depth this big mans dong promised. He had to be ten solid inches of throbbing onyx.

He placed a huge hand on one of my quivering butt cheeks and let it sink in, branding me with his heat. Ready?

I stared at his gleaming dome and chiselled face, his pumped pecs and ribbed stomach, that unbending rod in between his legs in his hand. Rready! I gulped.

I turned back to face the metal, gripping the table so hard I almost popped splinters. Blue-black hood squished against my asshole, making me jump. Night-shaded, vein-ribboned shaft squeezed into my anus, making me shiver.

Id been plumbed and pumped by 12 cocks, but that was just tillage for what was ploughing my ass now. Kentons tool swelled my bum to new heights of tingling sensation, his cap, his shaft, slowly, slowly widening my channel, sinking into my chute. I full-body trembled, dancing around on my tip-toes, feeling that mammoth erection bulge my bung with every fibre of my being.

The other men were lined up alongside me, some stroking their cocks, some stroking their buddies cocks, watching Kenton drive home his brutal, benevolent point of worker unity. He grasped my waist with both hands and thrust his dong the last few inches into my anus, bloating me to bursting.

Yes! I groaned, fully impaled on the mans stake.

He grunted his approval, blunt fingernails biting into my flesh, cock embedded in my ass. You got the job, he confirmed, pumping his hips, plugging my chute.

Yes! I exulted a second time.

Kenton stretched my anus in long, languorous thrusts of his dong, pulling almost all the way out, my rim desperately clinging to his hood, then plunging all the way back in again, delving depths my butt had never experience before. I closed my eyes and grit my teeth, feeling every swollen, pulsating inch of the mans cock.

He pumped faster, and faster, pushing me up onto my toes again. His muscled thighs smacked against my rippling cheeks, cock pistoning. The hot-velvet friction was incredible, stoking me to inferno, making me blaze with emotion.

He thrust harder and even deeper. The wet, cracking tattoo of his body against my butt echoed obscenely in that lust chamber, the other men gone silent and wide-eyed. I was rocked back and forth by the pounding of his cock, my own cock flapping numbly. His balls slapped my ass, my own balls boiling, as if ...

Oh, God! I cried, going off hands-free.

The sawing pressure in my chute had overwhelmed me. I flooded with waves of searing wet heat, my cock spraying all on its own, in frantic rhythm to Kentons cock pounding my ass.

Yeah, youll do fine! the big man growled, thrusting, shooting.

Hot semen splashed my bowels like never before, Kenton pumping, pouring. I bleated and blew out my own ecstasy, just about folding that table up like an accordion in my crushing hands.

My wanderings were over. Id finally found a place to call home, a harvest of bounty to call my own. Hard cocks make happy workers, thats Kentons motto.





Body Guard

I was hired to be one of Countess Trollops bodyguards in April, and by May I was reaping the whirlwind of the pop tarts wild backstage scene. Sex, sex, and more sex, all a gay man and a bevy of gay back-up dancers, singers, designers and roadies could handle. Countess Trollop was the latest sensation, and she knew she had to live up to the debauched lifestyle her fans expected of her.

It was late, after a show one night, and I was in Countess Trollops boudoir-style dressing room, two guys sucking my cock and another sucking my tongue, while the Countess watched stretched out on a satin four-poster bed. She was elegantly and outrageously attired in her latest 18th-century, French-inspired get-up and popping bon-bons into her lush, petulant mouth. As the man next to me on the blood-red sofa tugged on my outstretched tongue as hard and soft and succulent as the two men on their knees were tugging on my towering prick.

All three were back-up dancers, blowing off some steam and me after another successful, standing-room-only show. The guy next to me on the sofa was sleek and black, eager and giggly as a schoolgirl. He liked tongues, in his mouth, on his balls, up his ass. He was doing one hell of a job pulling on mine, plush lips sealed tight, head bobbing away, big brown eyes shining with glee.

The man on the left of my cock on his knees was a small, fine-featured Hispanic, smooth as caramel and just as tasty. He was licking up and down one side of my straining hard-on, the athletic, redheaded white guy with the sky-blue eyes licking the other side. Together they were playing my skinflute better than any of the musicians in Countess Trollops travelling freakshow.

Feels good, Rodney? she cooed from her bed of feathers and lace.

Yeah, I grunted, no denying it. This gig came with some awesome fringe benefits, if you could stomach the obscene excesses.

Countess Trollop herself Id never seen having sex, or getting sexed, so far. She was as delicate as a hot house flower, a tiny, pretty thing who painted her face like an Eighth Avenue whore, costumed herself more flamboyantly than Marie Antoinette. But she had a voice of pure gold, a seduction factor off the charts, and thats exactly where her first CD had landed.

She teased a chocolate-covered pecan with the tip of her scarlet tongue, as the Hispanic guy pulled my dick away from his friend and mouthed it all for himself. He went deep, down to the balls, making me hit the high notes in my black friends mouth.

The redhead contented himself with my balls, sucking the hairy, heavy sac into his mouth and playing billiards with his tongue. The black guy let go of my tongue when I blasted another groan in his face. He ripped open my shirt, ran his hands all over my chest, his thick, moist mouth-organ all over my nipples.

It was crazy, insane, nuttier even than one of Countess Trollops concerts. But I wasnt complaining; I was fully on-board for the ride. Plus, I was still doing my job; I had the Countess in clear view, guarded from any harm. Shed curled up in a silky ball, blinking her inch-long purple lashes at me, as I got cock-sucked and tea-bagged and nipple-licked.

The guys had all the right moves, on-stage and off. I was getting close to blowing a few hot, sticky licks of my own. The redhead disgorged my balls and sucked on my prick, pulling it out of his colleagues mouth and popping it into his own. As the over-excited boy-toy on my chest sunk his gleaming white teeth into first one buzzing nipple and then the other, making me buck. The Hispanic guy licked at my balls, tonguing my pouch hard and wet with his wide, strong tongue.

Fuck! I growled, jerking.

Heads up, boys! Countess Trollop peeped.

The redhead yanked my surging dong out of his mouth and it was all hands on deck, all three guys urgently pumping me. I spasmed, blowing my top, seed leaping out of my prick and into the air, raining down on the faces and tongues of my three backstage lovers. I shot burst after burst, shimmering with raw lust, popping off something fierce as the pop tart smiled and sighed.

New York, one week later. The show was a spectacular success, the largest and most outlandish spectacle yet. Countess Trollop had wowed the Big Apple, making the young girls scream and the old men cry. Id kept her safe all that week, and now the post-performance party was going full-blast deep in the bowels of the stadium.

The room was huge, furnished with couches and loveseats and divans all of the Countesss choosing. Full of men getting it on, kissing and sucking and fucking in a cacophony of sexy, fleshy, moaning and groaning sounds, the room reeking of sweat and perfume and semen.

There was a three-stack in progress on a black velvet futon  three guys piled up in one anothers laps, two cocks in two assholes, other hard dick flapping around as the men underneath pumped in unison. There was a huge black stud nailing a tiny white guy up the ass on a purple sofa, the ebony giant looming over top of the little man, almost crushing him, pummelling his asshole apart with his pile-driving dong. Whitey was getting stretched to the tearing point, and he screamed for more, digging his painted fingernails into the black mans churning butt cheeks and urging him on.

There was a foursome going on the crimson-carpeted floor, one man doing another doggy-style, while that man sucked off another laid out on the floor, while that man sucked off another man straddling his head and pumping his mouth. It was a well-oiled fucking and sucking machine, sweat glistening off the nude, oversexed men in the sparkling light of three disco balls.

And I was the caboose in a five-man train, pulling up the rear literally and figuratively. Five of us were standing humped close together, naked, linked by hard cocks and soft assholes. I was the tallest in the crowd, so I got the last link in the chain, drilling into Aarons sweet, pink chute, while he pumped the man in front of him, who pumped the man in front of him, etc ... 

Aaron was Countess Trollops choreographer, a thin, supple, glossy-haired guy with a body and mannerisms almost as feminine as the Countess herself. I prefer my men gay as possible, and this guy was absolutely flaming.

He dressed in puffy, big-cuffed blouses and skin-tight leather pants, dabbed on the make-up and body-spray with a trowel. He was smooth-shaven all over, his creamy-white skin like silk, his limbs shapely, butt sumptuously mounded, anus ripe and warm and flowered as a well-tended orchid. I was plumbing that luscious bung with my cock, bouncing off those lovely cheeks with my thighs. As Aaron churned the man in front of him at the same pace, my fucking setting the rhythm for the whole five-man chain.

I had an arm around Aarons chest, the other around his neck, licking in behind his ears, pistoning my cock back and forth in his sucking ass slow and sure and sensual.

Someone slapped one of my bare cheeks and squeaked, Having fun, big boy?

Countess Trollop. She was parading around in a blood-red satin ballgown dotted with golden fleurs-de-lis, a towering white wig on her head, two red dots painted into her pancake-made-up cheeks. She winked at me, surveying the roiling sea of male flesh, a martini glass in one of her lace-gloved hands.

I grinned back at her, torquing up the pressure on Aarons ass. And she tottered away on her six-inch spike heels, queen of all she surveyed, but not an active participant at all in the rampant orgy. I know there were about six bisexuals and five gay guys in the funky crowd who wouldve given their left testicle for the right to do Countess Trollop. But she was above all that.

I dropped my hands down onto Aarons narrow hips, really ramming the guy now, rocking the whole train. They shunted faster, harder, cornholing the chute in front of them. The crack of sweaty flesh filled the humid air along with the smutty scent of come, the grunting and groaning of our train and the other configurations of fucking and sucking men.

My cock seized come-hard in Aarons ass, and I pumped my hips in a frenzy, firing that runaway train. Fuck, yeah! I howled, jolted by orgasm, exploding inside Aarons anus and dousing his bowels with sizzling sperm.

He shook out of control on the end of my spurting, spearing cock, spunking the guy in front of him, and on down the line. Just another typical night on the road as a member of Countess Trollops travelling circus.

London was our next stop on the tour, and the wildest, most wonderful night of my life.

Countess Trollop took the old town by storm, the tabloids full of her exploits, unfounded rumours about her background. Her past was deliberately shrouded in mystery, and she lived her singing life like she was afraid that past could catch up with her at almost any moment.

We were alone in the bedroom of her penthouse hotel room. The party was still raging a floor below, but the Countess had asked me to escort her upstairs, saying she was feeling a little ill.

But now she was showing no signs of ill health, as she crawled up behind me sitting on the edge of her bed and suddenly wrapped her slim arms around my neck and kissed me on the cheek. Id like you to make love to me, Rodney, she breathed in my ear. Would you?

I cranked my head around, stared into her big violet eyes. What?! Butbut ... you know Im gay!

She smiled, her plush lips glossy with chartreuse lipstick. She was wearing one of her French royal court wigs, and she took it off, revealing short, slick, brown hair, her adorable, shell-like ears.

Then, as I watched with popping eyes and cock, she stood up to her full five-foot-five height on the bed and unfastened her outlandish hoop dress. She wriggled out of the garment, revealing her smooth, delicate, naked body beneath  the semi-erect cock hanging down from her shaven loins.

Youre aa ... man?! I gasped, hardly believing it, despite the dangling evidence presented right before me.

She ran a white satin-gloved hand over her boyish chest, picked up my hand and placed it on her cock. The appendage jumped in my mitt, the man quivering.

Itll be our little secret, he purred in his falsetto voice. I just had to let you in on it. He smiled shyly, his cock swelling with blood, filling my hand.

But why? I mean, why do you put on this whole ... female act? Look at Prince.

Because I am feminine, my voice and most of the rest of me. He looked down at his cock, which had poled out six inches of manhood in my gripping hand. But I didnt just want to be some sort of transvestite Las Vegas sideshow. I wanted to be a star.

He tiptoed closer on the bed, his cock bobbing up higher and harder. Please.

I gave my head a shake. Then exhaled, Yes, maam  sir.

I pulled the gorgeous creatures cock closer and sucked his mushroomed cap into my mouth. He moaned, grabbing onto my hair, thrusting his girlish hips forward so that his cock poured into my mouth.

I grasped one of his slender legs and planted it on my thigh, so that the mans groin was directly in my face, his cock fully consumed in my mouth. I moved my head back and forth, sucking on the hardened sweetmeat.

Oh, God! he whimpered, his little body trembling as I wet-vacced his cock.

I gripped his taut butt cheeks and pressed him even closer, kissing his balls each and every time I plunged my mouth down the length of his prick. I tasted pre-come, salty and rubbery as any mans, all right. He shuddered, his cock jumping in my mouth.

Please, Rodney, make love to me! he gasped.

I thought I had been, but I knew just what he meant. Still clutching his butt cheeks, still keeping his cock buried in my mouth, I lifted the man up and climbed fully onto the bed myself. Then set him down on his back on the opulent sheets.

I slowly disgorged his cock and sat up on my knees above him, loosening my belt, unfastening my pants. His eyes glittered with tears, his body shaking beneath me, his cock shining with my saliva.

Please, dont be gentle, he said with a faint, almost frightened grin.

I pulled out my huge slab of meat and greased it thoroughly with the lube thats standard travelling equipment on tour. Then I lifted the mans cute little bum up off the bed, slid a pair of slickened fingers in between his cheeks and along his ultra-smooth crack. He bit his lip and moaned, cock vibrating.

Ready? I asked. He looked so small and tender and vulnerable in the shadow of my dong.

Fuck me! he breathed.

I lifted his bum with one hand, steered my gleaming cockhead in between his heated cheeks with the other. I touched asshole. He gulped, gripping the sheets on either side. I pressed forward, squishing huge and thick against his resisting rosebud. Then oozing in, filling, stretching his ring, sinking into his tunnel.

It was the hottest, tightest, most sensuous entrance Id ever made in an anus, stretching the writhing man, bloating his chute and bum with my cock. Until I was two-thirds deep inside of him, and I leaned my big body against his smooth legs, looking down at him, and started pumping his ass.

He clutched my hands on the sheet and stuck out his tongue, urgently slapping the bleached pink appendage against my tongue, as I churned his chute, bouncing into him on the bed. His ass was a gripping, sucking delight. I thrust harder, quicker, rocking the bed and the man. If his fans could see him now, I briefly thought, staring down at his cock jumping in rhythm to my cock in his ass.

He grabbed onto his dick and started stroking, staring up at me with glazed eyes. His mouth gaped open, and I filled it with my swarming tongue, like I was filling his anus with my pounding cock.

It was almost painfully honest, raw, wicked. My thighs thumped against his shuddering butt cheeks, my cock sawing back and forth in his chute.

Oh ... Rodney! he cried, satin hand flying up and down his prick.

Sperm shot out the tip of his dick, splashing his ecstatic face and striping his heaving chest. I grunted and fucked. Then spasmed, blowing out my own balls, coming in hot, brutal bursts in his ass, searing his bowels.

We lay in each others arms afterwards, me and Countess Trollop. And when he sucked my cock as I sucked his, I determined to let the good times roll for as long as they would, his secret safe with me.
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