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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR




Dear Reader,

 


Looking back at my childhood, two shows
stand out as pivotal in capturing my imagination: The original
Scooby-Doo, Where Are You! And Kolchak: The Night
Stalker.

 


I did read some of The Hardy Boys
books while growing up but really
enjoyed watching the Scooby-Doo cartoons. However, I was always let
down that it never turned out to be real monsters. So naturally, I
was not disappointed in Kolchak: The Night Stalker.

 


Now, these two shows may seem unalike in that one is animated and the other
not, but they both dealt with investigations into monsters,
supernatural, and the paranormal. Also, they both fed my curiosity
of unexplained mysteries and otherworldly phenomenon.

 


That’s where The Hard Boys come in
and if I can throw sex into the mix… Why the Hell not?!

 


I thought you may find it beneficial that I
envision this series as very cartoonish. I understand this could
add, detract, or have no effect on
your experience reading this book. I thought I would mention it,
but of course encourage you to envision and interpret however you
choose. After all, that is the ultimate magick in reading.

 


Enjoy,

Ian Cadena
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CHAPTER 1


GAME ON
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Torrential rain swept across the roof of the
house.

Thunder shook the neighborhood. Lightning
fragmented the night sky. The lights of the house flickered. Bolts
of electric current oscillated and jumped inside.

Ethan’s eyeglasses were on the bathroom
counter. He stood in the large enclosed stone shower—that spiraled
out like a seashell—with his arms up against the tile high above his head, his legs and arms both
spread wide forming an X. It looked as though he were getting
frisked. And if so, it was a strip search and Justin performed the
cavity search.

Ethan’s naked body quaked from electric
surges coursing through his toned body and from Justin’s chiseled
form pounding him from behind.
Ethan’s ten-inch erection crackled from the little cum that
spritzed from his throbbing crown with every thrust of Justin’s
thick long member that bore into him. He was just about dry. He
stood in a puddle of his previous loads. Justin gyrated his nipples
between his thumbs and fingers which drove his ass that much harder
onto Justin’s boner. Not that he could have stopped if he wanted to
with their alien-altered electric
cocks.

That was the point of this fun exercise, to begin with. Each time, they tested
to see how long they could go. The voltage running through them
prevented them both from controlling their muscles. They just
fucked relentlessly. The surges kept their cocks feeling between
the edge of orgasm and just at the beginning of climax. It was not
only a physical test but a mental one as their brains became
engulfed in euphoric bliss and were almost impossible to have a rational or clear
thought. They gave up doing these lengthy sessions in the bedroom
to save laundry and clean-up time, hence the shower scene.

The fuck frenzy experience wasn’t just
beyond pleasurable, but also a game to see who would tap-out first. And that too was a game within itself. Because once one of them
yielded, there was the challenge of actually being able to end it.
In order to do that, they had to get to the jar of Brandon’s cum
and apply it to their dicks, mainly the one who was plugged in.
Right now, that would be Justin. It was usually Justin.

Justin’s hips flew back and forth in Ethan’s
bubbly butt uncontrollably, every muscle popped from his back and
backside. Even though he was taller than Ethan, he still stood on
the balls of his feet driving his fourteen-inch cock (thank you
alien abductors) into Ethan’s fluttering velvet hole. Justin’s
continuous orgasm drove him delirious. His loads had long filled
Ethan and now splattered down his plunging shaft; strings of cum
pulled back and forth between his thighs and Ethan’s ass cheeks
churning into foam.

Ethan’s feet came off the tile as Justin
raised him up, impaled on the end of his long pulsating cock.
Ethan’s pucker kissed Justin’s smooth balls—his feet several inches
off the floor. His hands supported the weight of his torso on the
stone tile. The lights in the house went out; the bathroom now
illuminated by flames from candles (they learned that solution). He
slapped his hand against the wall.

Ethan tapped out.

Justin heard the slap. He didn’t see because
his eyes were squeezed shut in rabid strain and jubilation, his fingers nimbly playing
Ethan’s nipples. There were three square cutaway openings at the
top of the shower that overlooked the bathroom. In each opening was
a jar of Brandon’s insulating juice.

The key to freedom.

Ethan’s hand inched up the wall. He couldn’t
speak anything audible, not that he could even think of a complete
sentence. He just knew he had to get to one of the jars without
Justin’s bucking making him miss or push the jar off on the other
side (he had three chances to get it right). His feet still dangled
in the air, but Justin’s impaling thrusts actually pushed him
higher up the wall. Maybe he was helping in his own maddened way.
Ethan’s cock jiggled in the air from Justin’s pounding and
relentless dry orgasm. Ethan’s hand fumbled the jar; Justin’s
throbbing flesh shocking his prostate. His toes curled, his hand
tumbled the jar forward toward the bathroom side. Just as it
toppled, he slapped it back, sending Brandon’s jarred load down his
back. His back muscles directed the cum along his spine, flowing
down his V-shape above his muscled buttocks, his glutes ushering
the load between his cheeks and into his crack. The jar wedged
between Justin’s clenched abs and the top of Ethan’s meaty rump—top
down—dripping the remaining
contents onto Justin’s pistoning member.

Justin’s cock slowed inside Ethan as he
lowered him back to the ground. Justin finally popped his dick out
of Ethan with a long satisfied groan, grabbing the empty jar. His
legs wobbled as though he had just finished running a marathon and
he collapsed onto the shower floor.

Ethan’s hole stayed opened on Justin’s
departure and deposited the remainder of Justin’s creamy treasure
down his leg and to the stone tile. He massaged his sphincter,
feeling it close. He took the two remaining jars of essence of Brandon and
plopped down next to Justin.

Ethan Hard and Justin Hard were great
friends (not related). They were fitness models and spokesmodels
for the most popular selling cologne on the market—Shred.
Despite working in New York City they insisted on living in
Mysteria, Connecticut so they could pursue another passion of
theirs—paranormal research. They set up Enigma Investigations for
just that purpose with the help of their best friend Tim Spark whom
they lovingly referred to as Sparky. They were eager for another
case, but as often happened they were eager to get off too. Which
is what brought them to the shower floor and brings us to their
next passion—getting laid with hot guys in as many unique ways as
possible.

For them, the spark into supernatural
phenomena was delivered by a young couple they brought home one
night. The Hard boys insist to this day they were werewolves or some kind of shifting paranormal
entity. Ethan swore he saw one of them change for a moment.
Although, it was difficult to get a definite look from over his
shoulder as he got hammered on all fours. Justin had asked if he
felt the teenager perhaps change inside him. Again, Ethan couldn’t
swear since Chance had a big dick,
to begin with and could only attest to how amazing his flesh felt
inside him… and that Chance pounded more than one orgasm out of
him. Ethan asked Justin if he noticed any evidence of a
transformation in Derek (the ginger he plowed on his back). Justin
didn’t observe anything visual other than Derek being a voracious
bottom (no complaints). His ass just about fractured his nuts, and
he left claw marks on his back, which they showed to Sparky later,
to which he merely congratulated him on a fantastic fuck job saying
they were from fingernails. Yay, Justin! They didn’t even bother
mentioning to Sparky about the guttural growls that came out of the
couple. Although, truth be told, all four of them let those fly
that October night.

Ethan slid a jar over to Justin. They both
dropped their dicks into the bottle of splooge. They both moaned as
their overheated cocks were instantly soothed. They had made the
mistake of turning on the shower right after one of these sessions
and thought their dicks would jolt right off their balls. They
figured out resting their spent cocks into the vat-o-Brandon
negated the voltage so they could safely turn on the water
afterwards. Justin rolled onto his
stomach and shoved the jar under his hips. His dick floated in the
murky cum like some macabre evil scientist laboratory with body
parts in formaldehyde. Ethan did the same lying directly behind
Justin. He maneuvered Justin’s shaved legs apart so he could admire
the view. Justin’s butt was hard and had a nice perk at the top. His taint flowed smoothly into
his perfect nut sac that pressed against the glass of the jar.
Ethan laid his head on the back of Justin’s thigh and stroked a
butt cheek pulling it to the side to get a look at his soft
sphincter that hid inside. “You should let me fuck you more.”

“Anytime,” Justin said dreamily,
enjoying the literal subsiding aftershocks from his penis in the
goo. Ethan was the first guy to fuck him… and only guy so far. That
was just fine by him. Even though Ethan was a bit effeminate, he
wasn’t so proud to deny that gorgeous ten-inches stuffed into his
ass. He liked it more than he suspected he would. He already found
Ethan sexy, but when Ethan decided to top—there was something about
the ferocity that overtook his soft mild-mannered exterior that
aroused Justin in the extreme.

“Guys!!” Sparky barked.

Pfft! Cum shot out of Ethan’s hole.
“Shit, Sparky! You scared Justin’s babies,” Ethan peered over his
shoulder to see Sparky’s towering 6’5” frame flickering in the
candlelight like some slender
stalker at the entrance of the shower.

“Don’t you knock?” Justin rolled over
and out of the jar.

“Yah, but your ears are so full of cum
you can’t hear.”

Justin scooped his ears making sure he
really didn’t have splooge in them.

Ethan straddled his bottle with his toes up
in the air touching each other. He humped the jar making sloshing
sounds. “Did you come to join in?” he loved teasing Sparky about
having sex.

Sparky stood there in his relaxed fit jeans
and pulled nervously at the loose t-shirt that hung low on his thin
torso. The Hard boys always made him a little nervous when they hit
on him, but now even more so since he actually did get naked with
them because of case #1. “I came in here because you two really
need to go to a clinic.”

Justin slopped the cum from his long thick cock.

That was another thing Sparky could never
fully adjust to—seeing Justin and
Ethan’s nude bodies. They were extremely fit and even though he
wasn’t gay, he could totally appreciate their definition,
especially since their muscled forms were so different from his
own. And it was still shocking how big their dicks grew since the
alien abduction.

Ethan now stood taking his cock out of the
jar. “You think we need a doctor?”

“No! I think you need an electrician.
We’ve run out of fuses! We’re just going to have to settle for a
doctor.”

“Well, that’s why we had you move in,
so you could fix that stuff for us,” Ethan teased.

“No,” Justin stepped forward next to
Ethan, just a couple inches taller than him, resting his elbow on
his shoulder, “we had you move in to be our boy toy.”

Sparky couldn’t help but get flustered. And
who could blame him with naked superhero physiques and dripping
super hung cocks displayed in front of him? “Okay, stop,” he waved his hands because he knew how easily they could get
worked into a sex frenzy. “I really came in here because it’s a
cool rainy night and I wanna take you guys to dinner. You know, to
thank you for letting me move in. Your favorite Thai restaurant has
a fireplace,” he added, enticing them to accept his offer (they
were suckers for a cozy ambiance).

“Okay, sure,” Justin said with an
eager smile.

“Great!” Sparky clapped his hands
together sincerely exhilarated. “Brandon’s gonna meet us
there.”

“Oh,” Ethan clasped his hands in delight. “Even better.”

“Well, hurry up and get showered,” he
tried to shake their cum-coated cocks from his vision.

“Then here,” Justin grabbed Ethan’s
jar and shoved them both into Sparky’s arms. “Put those out of the
way.”

“Jeez,” Sparky jumped when he took the
bottles. “These things are fucking hot,” he looked at their dicks
expecting to see smoke.

“Wanna feel how hot?” Ethan wagged his
dick at him.

“NO!” he put the two jars on the
counter. The cum inside fizzed and clotted. They’re gonna need a
new batch he thought. “Hurry up! We gotta go!”


 


CHAPTER 2


THAI ONE ON
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A teak wood bannister framed the boundaries of the private patio.

Ethan, Justin, and Sparky sat at the table
that snuggled the outdoor fireplace. The night sky flickered above
the swaying pine trees that occupied Mysteria Mysty Forest and filled the three sides of their scenic view. Exposed beams
and a wood ceiling shielded them overhead from the pelting rain
that began. The clear plastic tarps that dropped over the
bannisters flapped against their
straps in the cool wind. The coverings above and around kept the
fireplace’s warmth bundled inside. An ornately carved Gebyok, used
as a facade and entrance door into the restaurant, slid apart in
the middle allowing Dang Leekpai entry. He insisted on waiting on
them himself whenever they came.

“The Hard boys! So good to see you,”
Dang greeted them with open arms. “And Enigma Investigations,” he
slapped a hand onto Sparky’s shoulder with a smile larger than
Ethan ever produced. “Thank you all for braving this stormy weather
to come and eat at my restaurant. I am so honored.”

“Oh, stop!” Ethan and Justin stood
embracing Dang.

“You know we love you and this place,”
Ethan’s cheer equaled Dang’s.

“We all do,” Sparky stood, joining in
the hug.

“I think you’re taller than I saw you
last,” Dang laughed to Sparky. “I tell everyone that come here,
‘you want to be tall like Sparky and strong like the Hard boys you
eat Dang’s food,’ right
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